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WAR AND PEACE

PART SIXTH

CHAPTER I

IN the year 1808 the emperor went to Erfurt for an-

other interview with the Emperor Napoleon, and in

the upper circles of Petersburg much was said about the

magnificence of this solemn meeting.

In 1809 the intimacy between these two "arbiters of

the world," as Napoleon and Alexander were called,

reached such a point that when Napoleon that year

declared war against Austria, the Russian troops crossed

the frontier to support their former enemy, Bonaparte,

against their former ally, the emperor of Austria; and
there was also talk in high life of a possible marriage

between Napoleon and one of the Emperor Alexander's

sisters.

But, besides these external political combinations, the

attention of Russian society was at this time occupied

with especial interest with the internal reforms which
were inaugurating in all parts of the imperial dominion.

In the meantime, life,— the ordinary life of men,

—

with its own concerns of health, illness, labor, recreation,

with its interest in philosophy, science, poetry, music,

love, friendship, hatreds, sufferings, went on as always,

independent and outside of political alliance or enmity
with Napoleon Bonaparte, and outside of all possible

reforms.

Prince Andrei had been living uninterruptedly for two
years in the country. All those enterprises on his estates,

VOL. III. I , I
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such as Pierre had devised on his and had brought to

no result, constantly changing as he did from one plan

to another,— all those enterprises had been accom-
plished by Prince Andrei without any display, and
without noticeable exertion.

He had to a high degree that practical tenacity of

purpose which Pierre lacked, and which gave impetus
to any enterprise, without oscillation or undue effort on
his own part.

On one of his estates, the three hundred serfs were
enrolled as free farmers ; this was one of the first in-

stances of the sort in Russia : on others, the forced

husbandry service was commuted for obrok, or quit-rent.

At Bogucharovo, a babka, or midwife, was engaged at his

expense to help in cases of childbirth, and a priest was
employed at a salary to teach the children of the peasants
and household servants.

Half of his time, Prince Andrei spent at Luisiya Gorui
with his father and son, who was still in the care of

nurses ; the other half he spent at his " Bogucharovsky
monastery," as his father called his estate.

Notwithstanding the indifference which he had affected

in Pierre's presence to all the outside events of the world,

he eagerly followed them ; he read many books, and was
often amazed to remark when men came fresh from
Petersburg, from the very vortex of life, to visit his

father or himself, that these men were far behind him
in their knowledge of what was going on in politics at

home and abroad, though he had not once left the
country. In addition to his enterprises on his estates,

and his general occupations in reading the most varied

books. Prince Andrei spent his spare time in composing
a critical account of our last two unfortunate campaigns,
and a project for a change in our military code and es-

tablishment.

In the spring of 1809 Prince Andref went to the
neighborhood of Riazan, where his son, whose guardian
he was, had estates.

As he sat in his calash, he enjoyed the warmth of the
spring sun, and looked at the young grass, the first foli-
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age of the birches, and the first ciirHng clouds of the

spring flying over the clear blue sky. He simply did

not think, but gazed on all sides, full of joy, and free

from care.

He came to the ferry where he and Pierre had talked

together the year before. He came to a filthy village,

barns, a vegetable garden, a slope with the remains of a

snowdrift by the bridge, a hillside where the clay was
hollowed into runnels, strips of stubble-field and of shrub-

bery where the catkins were beginning to show, and
finally reached a birch forest which extended along both
sides of the road. It was almost sultry in the woods ;

there was not a breath of wind ; the birches, all covered
with young, green, sticky leafage, did not even rustle.

Out from under the last year's leaves, lifting them up,

came the first green bracken and the violets. Scattered
here and there among the birches, small evergreens,

with their somber hues, unpleasantly reminded one of

winter. The horses snorted as they entered the woods,
and their coats were streaked with sweat.

The footman, Piotr, said something to the coachman;
the coachman replied in the affirmative. But it was
evident that Piotr got very little sympathy from the

coachman ; he turned round on the box toward his

barin.

"Your illustriousness, how nice it is!" said he, with
a deferential smile.

" What ?
"

" Nice, your illustriousness !

"

"What did he say .-'" wondered Prince Andrei". "Oh,
yes! probably about the spring," he communed to him-
self, glancing all around. " And how green everything
is already! .... so early ! The birches and the wild-cher-

ries and the alders are already out But I don't see

any oaks. Oh, yes, there 's one, there 's an oak !

"

By the roadside stood an oak. It was evidently ten
times as old as the birches of which the forest was
mainly composed ; it was ten times as large round and
twice as high as any of the birches. It was enormous,
two spans around in girth, and with ancient scars where
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huge limbs, evidently long ago lopped off, had been,

and with bark stripped away. With monstrous, dispro-

portioned, unsymmetrically spreading, gnarled arms and
branches, it stood like an ancient giant, stern and scorn-

ful, among the smiling birches. Only this oak and the

slender evergreens scattered through the woods, with

their hue symbolical of death, seemed ur^willing to yield

to the fascination of the spring and to look at the sun

and the spring.

"The spring and love and happiness!" this oak
seemed to say. " And how can it be that ye still like

to cheat yourselves with that stupid and senseless delu-

sion .'' It 's forever the same old story, and a mere de-

lusion. There is no spring, no sun, no happiness. Look
here at these mournful, lifeless evergreens, always un-

changed ; and here I, too, spread out my mutilated,

excoriated branches, from my back and my sides, where
they grew, just as they grew; and here I stand, and I

have no faith in your hopes and illusions !

"

Prince Andrei looked back several times at this oak,

as he rode along the forest, as if he were expecting it

to say something to him. The flowers and grass were
under the oak ; but it stood among them as before,

frowning, immovable, monstrous, and inexorable.
" Yes, that oak is right, he is a thousand times right,"

said Prince Andrei to himself. " Let others, younger
men, once more hug this delusion ; but we know what
life is ; our life is done."

A whole new series of pessimistic ideas, agreeable
from their very melancholy, arose in Prince Andrei's
mind, suggested by the sight of the old oak. During
all the rest of his journey he seemed once more to live

his life over in thought, and he came back to his former
comforting and at the same time hopeless conclusion

that there was nothing more for him to undertake, that

he must live out his life, refrain from working evil, and
not worry, and not expect anything.

5
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CHAPTER II

Prince Andrei was compelled by his obligations as

trustee of the Riazan property to call upon the district

predvodityel, or marshal of the nobility. The marshal
was Count Ilya Andreyitch Rostof ; about the middle
of May, Prince Andrei went to see him.

By this time the weather had become very warm.
The woods were now in full leaf, it was dusty, and it

was so hot that, as he drove by water, he had a power-
ful desire to take a bath.

Prince Andrei, in anything but a happy frame of

mind, and absorbed in thinking of the business which
he had to transact with the marshal, drove into the

tree-shaded avenue leading up to the mansion of the

Rostofs at Otradnoye. At his right, he heard behind
the trees the gay sounds of women's voices, and saw a

bevy of young girls running down as if to cut off his

calash. In front of the others, and therefore nearest to

him, ran a very slender, indeed a strangely slender,

maiden, with dark hair and dark eyes, in a yellow chintz

dress, with a white handkerchief around her head, the

locks escaping from it in ringlets. This maiden shouted

something as she approached the calash ; then, seeing

that it was a stranger, she ran back again with a merry
laugh, not looking at him.

Something akin to pain affected Prince Andrei' at this

incident. The day was so beautiful, the sun so bright,

everything all around was so cheerful ! But this slender,

pretty young girl knew not, and had no wish to know,
aught of him, and was content and happy in her sepa-

rate, most likely stupid, but still gay and careless, exis-

tence. What was there for her to be merry about .''

What were her thoughts .'' Certainly not about the

military code, or about Riazan quit-rents ! What, then,

was she thinking about .-* And why was she happy ?

Such questions involuntarily arose in Prince Andrew's

mind.

Count Ilya Andreyitch was spending the summer of
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1809 at Otradnoye in the same way as he had always

done ; that is, entertaining almost all the residents of the

government with hunting-parties, theatricals, dinners,

and music. He welcomed Prince Andrei most hospi-

tably, as he did every new guest, and almost by main
force compelled him to stay for the night.

During the course of the wearisome day, monopolized
by his elderly hosts and the most distinguished of the

guests, who happened to be present in large numbers on
account of the old count's approaching name-days, Bol-

konsky many times was attracted to Natasha, who was
among the merriest and most entertaining of the younger
members of the household, and kept asking himself,
" What can she be thinking about .-• Why is she so

gay?"
At last, finding himself alone that night, in a new

place, it was long before he could go to sleep. He
read for a time, then put out his candle, then lighted it

again. It was hot in the room with the shutters closed

from within. He was annoyed at " that stupid old man,"
as he called Rostof, for having detained him by the ex-

cuse that the necessary papers had not yet come from
the city ; and he was vexed with himself for having
remained.

Prince Andrei got up and went to the window to open
it. As soon as he threw back the shutters, the moon-
light, as if it had been on the watch at the window and
long waiting the opportunity, came pouring into the

room. He opened the window. The night was cool

and calmly beautiful. In front of the window was a

row of clipped trees, dark on one side and silver-bright

on the other. At the foot of the trees was some sort of

succulent, rank vegetation, the leaves and stalks covered
with silvery dew. Farther away, beyond the trees, was
a roof glittering with dew ; farther to the right, a tall

tree, with wide-spreading branches, showed a brilliant

white bole and limbs ; and directly above it the moon,
almost at her full, shone in the bright, almost starless,

spring night. Prince AndreY leaned his elbows on the

window-sill, and fixed his eyes on that sky.
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Prince Andrei's room was on the second floor: the

rooms overhead were also occupied, and by people who
were not asleep. He overheard women's voices above
him.

" Only just once more," said a voice which Prince

Andref instantly recognized.
" But when are you going to sleep }

" replied a second
voice.

" I will not, cannot sleep ; what can I do .'' Come

!

this is the last time."

The two female voices broke out into a snatch of song,

forming the final phrase of a duet.
" Akh ! how charming ! Now, then, let 's go to sleep

;

that 's the end of it !

"

"You go to sleep, but I can't," replied the first voice,

approaching the window. She evidently thrust her

head quite out of the window, because the rustling of

her dress was heard, and even her breathing. Every-
thing was calm and stone-still, like the moon and her

light, and the shadows. Prince Andrei feared to stir,

lest he should betray his involuntary presence.
" Sonya ! Sonya !

" again spoke the first voice. " Now,
how can you go to sleep! Just see how lovely it is!

Akh ! how lovely ! Come, wake up, Sonya !
" said she

again, with tears in her voice. " Come, now, such a

lovely, lovely night was never seen !

"

Sonya made some answer expressive of her dis-

approval.
" No, but do look ! what a moon ! Akh ! how lovely

!

Do come here ! Sweetheart ! darling,^ come here

!

There, now, do you see .'' If you would only squat

down this way, and rest yourself on your knees.... a

little closer ....we must squeeze together more ....there,

if one tried, one might fly away ! Yes, that 's the

way !

"

" Look out ! you '11 fall !

"

A little scuffle was heard, and then Sonya's discon-

tented voice saying :
—

" See ! it 's two o'clock !

"

1 Dushenka, galubushka.
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" Akh ! you only spoil it all for me ! now go away,

go away !

"

Again all became still, but Prince AndreT knew that

she was still there ; he could hear from time to time a.

little rustling, from time to time her sighs.

"Akh! dear me! dear me! it is too bad! To bed,

then,' if I must !
" and the window was closed.

" And my existence is nothing to her !
" thought Prince

Andrei, while he was listening to their talk, somehow or

other hoping and fearing that she would say something
about him. " It 's the same old story ! And done on
purpose !

" he thought. And suddenly there arose in

his soul such an unexpected throng of youthful thoughts

and hopes, opposed to the whole current of his life, that

he felt himself too weak to analyze his condition, and so

he went to sleep immediately.

CHAPTER III

The next day, taking leave only of the count, and
not waiting for the ladies to come down, Prince Andrei'

went home.
It was already the first of June, and on his way home

Prince Andref once more drove through the birch wood,
where the gnarled old oak had so strangely and mem-
orably attracted his attention. The little bells on the

horses sounded with still less resonance now through
the forest than they did the fortnight before ; all the

spaces were full of thick leaves, shadows, and shrubbery;
and the young fir trees scattered through the woods
were no longer an exception to the general beauty, and
but partook of the universal characteristics of the sea-

son, and showed a soft green at the ends of their suc-

culent young sprays.

The whole day had been hot ; now and again there

had been threats of thunder-showers, but only small

masses of clouds had scattered a few drops over the

dusty highway and the sunny leaves. The forest on the

left was dark, in shadow ; that on the right, with
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branches glistening with diamond drops and gently

swaying in the breeze, was full of sunlight. Every-
thing was in flower; the nightingales broke out in gush-

ing melody, and answered one another from far and
near.

" Yes, in this forest here stood the oak whose mood
seemed to agree with mine," said Prince Andrei to him-

self. "Yes! there he is," he thought, as he looked
along at the left of the road, and found himself, before

he knew or realized it, admiring the old oak of which
he was in search. The old oak, as if transfigured,

spread out a mighty tabernacle of dark, sunny green,

and seemed to swoon and sway in the rays of the

afternoon sun. Nothing could be seen of the gnarled
branches, or of the scars, or of the old unbelief and
grief. Through the rough, century-old bark had pierced

the smooth, succulent young foliage ; it was incredible

that this patriarch should have produced them.
" Yes, this is the very same oak," said Prince Andrei

to himself ; and suddenly there came over him an un-

reasonable, joyous feeling of delight and renovation.

All the most sacred moments of his life came back to

him at one sweep, — Austerlitz, with that unfathomable
sky, and the dead, reproachful face of his wife, and
Pierre on the ferry-boat, and the maiden enjoying the

beauty of the night, and that night itself, and the moon

;

everything suddenly crowded back into his mind.
" No ! life is not ended at thirty-one," suddenly said

Prince Andrei', with resolute, unalterable decision. " It

is a small thing that I myself know what is in me ; all

others must know it also ; Pierre, and that girl who
wanted to fly up into the sky ; all of them must learn

to know me, so that my life may not be spent for my-
self alone, in order that they may not live so indepen-

dently of my life, that it may send its reflection over all

other lives, and that they may all live in union with me !

"

On his return from his journey. Prince Andrei" made
up his mind to go to Petersburg in the autumn, and he
excogitated various reasons in support of this decision.
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A whole series of convincing and logical arguments in

favor of his return to Petersburg and even reentering

the army were all the time coming to his aid. It now
passed his comprehension that he could ever have
doubted the necessity of going back to active life, just

the same as a short month before he could not com-
prehend how the idea could ever occur to him of leav-

ing the country.

It seemed clear to him that all his experiments of life

would surely be wasted, and without reason, unless he
were to put them into effect and once more take an
active part in life. He now could not understand how,
on the strength of such wretched arguments, he had
convinced himself that it would be humiliating himself,

after all his lessons in life, to believe in the possibility

of getting profit, and the possibility of happiness and
love. Now his reason showed him the exact contrary.

After this journey of his. Prince Andrei began to feel

tired of the country ; his former occupations no longer

interested him ; and often, as he sat alone in his cabi-

net, he would get up, go to the mirror, and look long at

his own face. Then he would turn away, and gaze at

the portrait of his late wife, Liza, who, with her little

curls a la grecqiie, looked down upon him, with an affec-

tionate and radiantly happy expression, from the golden
frame. She seemed no longer to say to her husband
those terrible words ; she simply gazed at him with a

merry and quizzical look. And Prince Andrei, clasping

his hands behind his back, would walk long up and
down the room, sometimes scowling, sometimes smiling,

thinking over the preposterous, inexpressible, mysteri-

ous, almost criminal ideas connected with Pierre, with
glory, with the maiden at the window, with the old oak,

with the beauty of women, and love, which were chan-
ging his whole life. And at such moments, when any
one came to see him, he was generally dry, stern, and
short, and disagreeably logical.

" Mon cher,'" the Princess Mariya once said, happen-
ing to find him in such a state, " Nikolushka can't go
out to-day; it is very chilly."
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"If it were warm," Prince Andref replied to his sister,

•' then he might go out in nothing but his shirt ; but

since it is cold, you will have to put some warm clothes

on him, as might have occurred to you. Now, there is

no sense in keeping the child indoors because it is cold,

when he needs the fresh air."

He would say such things with all the logic in the

world, as if he were punishing some one else for all this

illogical reasoning that was secretly working in his mind.

Under such circumstances, it was not strange that the

Princess Mariya said to herself :
—

" How this intellectual work dries men up !

"

CHAPTER IV

Prince Andrei reached Petersburg in August, 1809.

This was the time when the young Speransky was at

the apogee of his glory and zeal for the reforms which
he had undertaken.

This same month of August, the emperor, while out

riding in his calash, was upset, and hurt his leg ; he
was confined at Peterhof for three weeks, and the only

person he would see was Speransky.

During this time two ukases, or rescripts, of extreme
importance and most alarming to society, were prepared

:

the one was in regard to the doing away of court cJiin,

or rank; and the other, in regard to the passing of

examinations for the rank of Collegiate-Assessor and
Councillor of State. ^ The scheme also provided for

a complete imperial constitution, destined to revolution-

ize the existing departments of Justice, Administration,

and Finance, from the Council of State even down to

the tribunals of the Volosts, or Cantons, throughout the

empire.

Now began to materialize and take shape those vague
liberal dreams with which the Emperor Alexander had

' In the civil service, the kollezhsky assessor, having personal nobility,

corresponds to major ; statsky sovyetnik, having hereditary nobility, ranks

above colonel in the army.
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mounted the throne, and which he had vainly en-

deavored to bring about with the aid of his assistants,

Czartorisky, Novosiltsof, Kotchubey, and Strogonof,

whom he in jest called " the Committee of Public

Safety."

Speransky was then the general representative for

civil affairs, and Arakcheyef for all things connected
with the military.

Prince Andrei, immediately after his arrival, appeared
at court, and at his majesty's levee, in his capacity as

chamberlain. The sovereign twice, on meeting him, did

not vouchsafe him a single word. Prince AndreY had
always before felt that the sovereign did not approve of

him, that his face and general appearance did not please

his majesty. By the cold look of disfavor which the

sovereign gave him. Prince Andrei was still more con-

firmed in his former supposition. The courtiers ex-

plained to Prince Andrei that the emperor's neglect of

him was due to his majesty's displeasure at Bolkonsky's
leaving the service in 1805.

" I know very well how little control we have over

our likes and dislikes," said Prince Andrei' to himself.
" And, therefore, there is no use in thinking of person-

ally presenting to his majesty the emperor my Memo-
randum on the military code ; but I must let its merits

speak for themselves."

He mentioned his work to an old field-marshal, a
friend of his father's. The field-marshal gave him an
appointment, received him more than courteously, and
promised to lay the matter before the sovereign. Sev-

eral days later. Prince Andrei' was notified to present

himself before the minister of war. Count Arakcheyef.

At ten o'clock on the morning of the day set, Prince
Andreif went to Count Arakcheyef's.

Prince Andrei' did not know the minister of war per-

sonally, and had never seen him ; but from all that he
had ever heard of him he was disposed to hold this man
in very slight esteem.

'' He is minister of war, the confidant of his majesty
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the emperor ; no one need be concerned with his per-

sonal characteristics ; it is his business to examine my
Memorandum ; moreover, he is the only person who can
put it into execution," said Prince Andrei' to himself, as

he sat with a number of other visitors of more or less

note waiting in Count Arakcheyef's reception-room.
Prince Andrei', during the period of his military ser-

vice, generally as aide, had seen the reception-rooms of

many notabilities, and the various characteristics of those
reception-rooms were very distinct in his mind. Count
Arakcheyef's reception-room had an entirely different

character from anything that he had ever seen. The
faces of the less notable individuals who were waiting
their turn for an audience with Count Arakcheyef wore
an expression of shame and humility ; those of higher
rank gave a general impression of awkwardness vainly

hidden under a mask of ease and ironical derision of

themselves, their position, and those who were likewise

waiting. Some walked pensively back and forth, some
whispered and laughed together; and Prince Andrei
overheard the sobriquet Sila Andrcyitch, " Andreyitch
the Strong," and the expression Dyadya Zadast, " Uncle
Push," applied to the count. One general, a man of

note, was evidently annoyed because he was kept wait-

ing, and sat with his legs crossed, smiling sarcastically

at himself.

But, whenever the door opened, all faces instantly ex-

pressed one and the same sentiment— fear ! Prince
Andre'i' for a second time asked the officer on duty to

take in his name ; but he received a scornful, imperti-

nent stare, and was told that he would be summoned
when it was his turn. After several persons had been
escorted in and out of the war minister's cabinet, an
officer, whose frightened and humiliated face had already
struck Prince Andre'i, was shown through the dreaded
door. This officer's audience lasted a long time. Sud-
denly the bellowing of a disagreeable voice was heard
on the other side of the door, and the officer came out,

pale, and with trembling lips, and, clasping his head
with his hands, hastened through the reception-room.
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Immediately after this, Prince Andrei' was ushered

into the audience-chamber ; and the officer on duty

whispered, " To the right, next the window."

Prince Andrei went into the meanly furnished cabinet,

and saw, sitting by the table, a man of forty years of

age, with a long waist, and a peculiarly long head,

closely cropped hair, a face covered with deep wrinkles,

brows contracted over grayish green, heavy-looking eyes,

and a drooping red nose. Arakcheyef turned his head
toward the newcomer without looking at him.

"What was it you wanted }
" asked the count.

"I have nothing to ask for, your illustriousness,"

replied Prince Andrei, gently. Arakcheyef's eyes

fastened on him.
" Sit down," said Arakcheyef ;

" Prince Bolkonsky ?

"

" I have nothing to ask for ; but his majesty the

emperor deigned to put into your hands my Memo-
randum, your illustriousness...."

" Please give me your attention, my dear sir : I

have read your Memorandum," interrupted Arakcheyef,
speaking the first words with a certain courtesy ; then

again, staring into his face, and assuming more and more
of a querulous and scornful tone, he went on, " You pro-

pose new regulations for the army .'' Plenty of regula-

tions now. No one fulfils the old ones. Nowadays
everybody 's writing new regulations ; it 's easier to

write 'em than to carry 'em out !

"

" I have come at his majesty the emperor's request,

to learn what you propose to do with my Memorandum,"
said Prince Andrei, respectfully.

" I have indorsed my decision upon your manuscript,

and sent it to the committee. I do uo^ approve of it,"

said Arakcheyef, getting up and taking a slip of paper
from his writing-table. " Here !

" and he handed it to

Prince Andrei.

Across the paper these words were written in pencil,

without capitals or punctuation marks, and ill-spelt :
—

" without basis in common cence as it is only an
imitation of the french military coad and no need of

changing our own articles of war."
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" To what committee has my Memorandum been
given?" inquired Prince Andrei.

" To the Committee on the Revision of the Military

Code, and I have added your nobility to the list, but

without salary."

Prince Andrei smiled.
" I should wish no salary."

"An honorary member, without salary," reiterated

Arakcheyef. " I have the honor of .... Hey there, come
in ! Who 's next .-'

" he shouted, bowing to Prince Andrei.

CHAPTER V

While waiting for the formal notification of his ap-

pointment as a member of the committee, Prince Andrei
took pains to renew former acquaintances, especially

with persons who, as he knew, were in power, and
might be of assistance to him. He now experienced

in Petersburg a feeling analogous to that which he had
experienced on the eve of a battle, when a restlessness

and sense of curiosity had invincibly attracted him
toward those lofty spheres where the future is prepared,

on which depends the fate of millions.

By the angry criticisms of the older men, by the

curiosity of the uninitiated, by the reserve of those who
knew, by the eagerness and activity of all, by the por-

tentous increase in committees and commissions,— new
ones being, as he knew, appointed every day, — he felt

certain that there and then, in the year 1809, in Peters-

burg, some mighty civil conflict was in preparation, and
that the presiding genius of it was to be a personage

as yet unknown to him, endowed in his fancy with

mysterious qualities, with genius, — Mikhail Speransky.

And this vaguely understood fact of reform, and Spe-

ransky, its leader, began to interest him so intensely that

the matter of the military code was very soon relegated

to a secondary place in his mind.

Prince Andrei' found himself in the most advanta-

geous position for being well received in the most varied
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and lofty circles of the Petersburg society of that day.

The party pledged to reform welcomed him cordially,

and did their best to win him to their side,— in the first

place, because he had a reputation for intelligence and
great learning ; in the second place, because, by having

of his own free will emancipated his serfs, he had
gained himself the reputation of being a liberal.

The party of the old men, the discontents, naturally

turned to him for sympathy in their criticisms of reform,

as being the son of his father. The generality of

women, society, gladly welcomed him, because he was
a rich man, and illustrious, and yet practically a novelty,

with that aureole of romance with which he was crowned,
on account of his supposed death and the tragic end of

his wife. Moreover, all those who knew him in days gone
by confessed with one accord that he had greatly

changed for the better during the last five years, that

time had softened down his asperities, that he had lost

all that old pretense, pride, and sarcastic manner, and
had now acquired the serenity which comes only with

years. He was talked about, people were interested in

him, and all were anxious to see him.

On the day after his interview with Count Arakcheyef,
Prince Andrei' was at a reception at Count Kotchubey's.

He had been telling the count about his reception by
" Sila Andreyitch." That was the nickname by which
Kotchubey called Arakcheyef, with the same expression

of masked contempt that Prince Andrei had noticed in

the way others spoke of him at the minister of war's

reception-room.
" My dear fellow, even in this affair of yours, you

can't get along without Mikhail Mikhailovitch.^ He
can do everything. I will tell him. He promised to

come this evening....
"

" But what has Speransky to do with military mat-
ters ?

" asked Prince Andrei.

1 Speransky : of obscure origin; his family name possibly Russified

by the priests; from the Latin spero, hence, the " Hopeful "; one of the

greatest men of Alexander's time; from foundling to prime minister;

intrigued against, banished; and afterward one of the governors of Siberia
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Kotchubey, with a smile, shook his head, as if amazed
at Bolkonsky's innocence.

"He and I were speaking of you only a day or

two ago," continued Kotchubey, " and about your free

laborers ...."

" Ah ! and so you have been emancipating your
muzhiks ?" asked an old man of Catherine's time, turn-

ing scornfully upon Bolkonsky.
" It was a very small estate, which brought in a very

meager income," replied Bolkonsky, trying to palliate

his action, in his presence, so as not to irritate the old

man to no purpose.

"You seem to be in a great hurry," said the old man,
glancing at Kotchubey. "There's one thing I do not
understand," continued the old man. " Who is going
to plow the land, if they are emancipated .-* It 's easy
to make laws, but hard to execute them. If it is all the

same to you, count, I will ask you who is going to be
the deciding judge when all have to pass examinations .-*

"

" Those who succeed in passing them, I suppose,"
replied Kotchubey, shifting from one leg to the other,

and glancing around.
" Now, there is Pryanitchnikof, an excellent man,

true as gold, but he is sixty years old : will he pass an
examination ?

"

" Yes, that is where the difficulty lies, since certainly

education is not at all wide-spread, but...."

Count Kotchubey did not finish his sentence. He
got up, and, taking Prince Andrei by the arm, led him
forward to meet a tall, bald man of forty years, with
white hands, with a broad, open forehead, and an ex-

traordinarily strange pallor on his long face. The new-
comer wore a blue coat, the ribbon of an order around
his neck, and a star over his heart.

This was Speransky.
Prince Andrei instantly knew who it was, and a

peculiar feeling stirred his heart, as usually happens at

significant moments in life. Whether it were caused
by respect, envy, expectation, he could not tell. Spe-
ransky's whole figure was of a peculiar type, so that

VOL. in.— 2
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it was impossible for a moment ever to mistake him.

^ever had Prince Andrei seen any one in the spheres

where he had moved, who was so remarkable for

the calmness and self-assurance of his motions, though
they were awkward and ungainly ; or any one who
had such a steady, and at the same time gentle,

gaze, from his half-closed and rather moist eyes ; or

any one with such determination expressed in an insig-

nificant smile ; or with such a delicate, gentle, monot-
onous voice ; and, above all, such an ethereal pallor of

face, shared also by the hands, which were rather broad,

but extraordinarily plump, soft, and white. Such white

and ethereal delicacy of complexion Prince Andrei had
never seen, except in the case of soldiers who had been
long at the hospital.

This, then, was Speransky, the emperor's secretary,

the sovereign's factotum, and his companion at Erfurt,

where more than once he had met and talked with

Napoleon.
Speransky did not glance around from one person

to another, as men usually do, involuntarily, on first

entering a large company ; and he did not hurry about
speaking. He spoke quietly, assured that he would be
listened to, and he looked only at the man with whom
he was speaking.

Prince Andrei followed Speransky's every word and
motion with the keenest attention. As usually happens
to people, especially to those who are inclined to judge
their fellows severely. Prince Andrei', on meeting a new
personage, like Speransky, for instance, whom he knew
by reputation, naturally expected to find in him the full

complement of human perfections.

Speransky told Kotchubey that he was sorry at not

being able to come earlier, but that he had been detained
at the palace. He did not say that it was the sovereign
who had detained him. And Prince Andrei remarked
this affectation of modesty. When Kotchubey presented
Prince Andrei, Speransky slowly turned his eyes upon
Bolkonsky, without altering his smile, and continued to

gaze at him in silence.
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" I am very happy to make your acquaintance ; I have

heard of you, as every one else has," said he.

Kotchubey gave a brief account of Bollconsky's recep-

tion by Arakcheyef. Speransky smiled more noticeably.

"The chairman of the Commission for Revising the

Military Statutes, Mr. Magnitsky, is an excellent friend

of mine," said he, carefully dwelling on each syllable

and each word. " And if you would like, I can give

you a personal interview with him." Here he came to

a full stop. " I hope that you will find him sympathetic,

and willing to further all that is reasonable."

A little circle had immediately gathered around Spe-

ransky ; and the same old man who had spoken of his

chinovnik, Pryanitchnikof, turned to the minister with

the same question.

Prince Andrei did not take part in the conversation,

but contented himself with observing all the motions of

Speransky, that man who but a short time since had

been an obscure seminarist, and now held in his hands,

those white, plump hands, Russia's fate. He was struck

by the extraordinary, contemptuous calmness with which
Speransky answered the old man. It seemed as if he

stooped down from an immeasurable height to grant

him a condescending word. When the old man began
to speak louder than the occasion justified, Speransky
smiled, and said that he could not judge of the utility

or futility of what the sovereign deigned to approve.

After conversing for some time with the group gen-

erally, Speransky got up, and, joining Prince Andrei,

drew him aside to another corner of the room. It was
plain that he considered it necessary to pay some atten-

tion to Bolkonsky.
" I have n't had a chance to talk with you yet, prince,

owing to the lively discussion into which I was drawn
by that worthy old gentleman," said he, with his blandly

contemptuotis smile, seeming to imply by this smile that

he and Prince Andrei appreciated the insignificance of

the people with whom he had just been talking. This

treatment was very flattering to Prince Andrei".

" I have known of you for a long time,— in the first
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place, through your treatment of your serfs, the first

example of the sort, I believe, and one which I should

like to see generally followed ; and in the second place,

because you are the only one of the chamberlains who
has not considered himself abused by the new ukase,

concerning the court ranks, which has produced so much
talk and criticism."

" Yes," replied Prince AndreT. " My father did not

wish me to take advantage of this prerogative ; I began
with the lowest step in the service."

" Your father is a man of a bygone generation ; he
evidently stands far above the men of our day, who are

so severe in their judgments upon this measure, and yet

it aims simply to reestablish genuine justice."

" I am inclined to think, however, that there is some
ground for these criticisms," said Prince Andrei, striv-

ing to free himself from Speransky's influence, of

which he was beginning to feel conscious. It was dis-

tasteful for him to agree with him at every point ; he
felt a strong desire to contradict him. Prince Andrei,

who generally spoke fluently and well, now found some
difficulty in expressing himself while talking with Spe-
ransky. He was too much occupied with his study of

the personality of this distinguished man.
** The ground of personal vanity, maybe," quietly

suggested Speransky.
" Partly, and also for the sake of the government,"

replied Prince Andrei.
" What makes you think so ? " asked Speransky,

slightly dropping his eyes.
" I am a disciple of Montesquieu," said Prince An-

dreT. 'And his maxim, ' The fundamental principle

of monarchies is honor,' seems to me incontrovertible.

Giving the nobility certain rights and privileges seems
to me to be the means of maintaining this sentiment."

The smile faded from Speransky's pallid face, and
his expression gained greatly by the change. Evi-

dently Prince Andrei's thought seemed to him worthy
of consideration.

" If you take up the question from this point of view,"
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he began, finding it evidently rather difficult to express
himself in French, and speaking still more deliberately

than in Russian, and yet with absolute self-possession,

"Montesquieu says
_
that honor, VJionneur, cannot be

maintained by prerogatives that are injurious to the
service ; that honor, / Wiojineur, is either the negative
concept of refraining from reprehensible actions, or it

is the true fountain-head of impulse for the winning of

approbation, and the rewards that are the fruit thereof."

His arguments were succinct, simple, and clear.

" An institution which maintains this honor, this

source of emulation, an institution like the Legion d'Hon-
neiir of the great Emperor Napoleon, is not prejudicial,

but advantageous to the success of the service, but that

is not true of social or court prerogatives."
" I do not quarrel with that, but it is impossible to

deny that court privileges have always tended toward
the same end," said Prince Andrei. " Every courtier

considers himself bound to support his position wor-
thily."

" But you have not cared to take advantage of them,
prince," retorted Speransky, his smile showing that,

having worsted his opponent in the argument, he was
now ready to cut short this special mark of his favor.
" If you will do me the honor of calling on me Wednes-
day," he added, " then I shall have had a talk with
Magnitsky, and may be able to tell you something of

interest ; and, moreover, I shall have the pleasure of a
more circumstantial conversation with you."

Then, closing his eyes, he made him a low bow, and
slipped from the room a la Fran^aise, without taking
leave, so as not to attract attention.

CHAPTER VI

During the firsf part of his stay in Petersburg,

Prince Andrei was conscious that the whole system of

thought which he had elaborated during his solitary

life in the country was entirely obscured by the petty
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occupations with which he was now engaged in the

city.

Every evening, when he returned to his lodgings, he

jotted down in his note-book four or five indispensable

visits or appointments for the next day. The mechan-
isms of his life, the arrangement of the twenty-four

hours, so as to allow him to be always punctual, was at

the cost of a goodly portion of his mental energy. He
accomplished nothing ; he neither thought nor had
time to think ; and whatever he said in conversation—
and said well— was what he had been able to think

out for himself in the country.

He occasionally remarked with dissatisfaction that, on
appearing at different gatherings on one and the same
day, he repeated himself. But he was so absorbed all

day long, that he had no time to think out anything
new.

Speransky, as at his first meeting with him at Kotchu-
bey's, so also on Wednesday, at his own home, received

Bolkonsky graciously, had a long and confidential talk

with him, and made a powerful impression on him.

Prince Andrei looked upon so many men as contemp-
tible and beneath contempt, he had such a powerful
desire to discover in another the living ideal of the per-

fection toward which he was striving, that it was easy
for him to believe that he had discovered in Speransky
his ideal of a perfectly reasonable and virtuous man.
If Speransky had sprung from the same class in society

to which Prince Andrei' belonged, if he had had a simi-

lar education and mental processes, Bolkonsky would
have soon discovered his weaknesses, his human instead

of his heroic side ; but now this strangely logical bent
of mind aroused his esteem from the very fact that he
did not fully understand him.

Moreover, Speransky, either because he prized Prince

Andrei's talents, or because he felt that it was necessary
to attract him to himself, displayed before Prince An-
drei his cool, easy intellect, and flattered Prince Andrei
with that delicate flattery which appeals to a man's
self-conceit, by tacitly taking for granted that he is the
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only other man capable of comprehending the full

depth of stupidity of all the rest of the world, and the

reasonableness and depth of their own ideas.

During the time of their long conversation on
Wednesday evening, Speransky more than once said,

" With ns there is a chance to look on everything that

rises above the common level of the commonplace
routine ;

" or, with a smile, " But our idea is that the

wolves should be fed well, and yet the sheep kept

whole;" or, "77/rj cannot comprehend this ;" and all

the time his expression seemed to imply, " JF<?— that

is, you and I— understand who they are, and who we
are."

This first long conversation with Speransky merely
served to confirm the feeling produced in him at his

;first interview with him. He saw in him an intelligent,

severely logical man, of immense talent, energy, and te-

nacity of purpose, who desired to obtain power which he
would wield solely for the good of Russia. Speransky
was, in Prince Andrei's eyes, the man most able to

explain by his intellect alone all the phenomena of life,

accepting as of any importance only what appealed to

his reason, and, in all circumstances, capable of apply-

ing the rules of logic in a way which he had always

longed to be able to do. Everything was placed before

his mind so lucidly through Speransky's exposition, that

he found himself involuntarily agreeing with him on
every point. If he raised objections, and entered into

discussions with him, it was simply because he was
anxious to be independent, and not a mere echo of

Speransky's opinions.

Everything was just as it should be, everything

about him was good ; but there were one or two things

that struck Prince AndreY unpleasantly : such were
Speransky's cold, mirror-like, inscrutable eyes, and his

white, plump hand. Prince Andre'f could not help

looking at them, just as one is always drawn to look

at the hands of those men who are in the possession

of power. These mirror-like eyes and that soft hand
somehow irritated Prince AndreV. He was also offended
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by the overweening contempt for men which he had
remarked in Speransky, and at the various shifts in his

arguments which he used for the buttressing of his

ideas. He made use of all possible weapons of thought,

especially affecting metaphors ; and it seemed to Prince

Andrei that he leaped from one to another with too

great audacity. Sometimes he set himself up as a

practical worker, and flouted visionaries ; then as a

satirist, and made ironical sport of his antagonists ; then

he would become severely logical ; then suddenly he

would rise into the domain of pure philosophy. (This

last weapon of proof he was especially fond of employ-
ing.) He would take questions to the heights of meta-
physics, indulge in definitions of space, time, and
thought, and, finding counter arguments in them, he
would come back to fresh discussions.

On the whole, the chief trait of Speransky's intellect,

and one that amazed Prince Andrei, was his unswerv-
ing, unquestioning faith in the power and validity of

the intellect. It was evident that Speransky never
dreamed of harboring such thoughts as were habitual

with Prince Andrei', as to the impossibility of express-

ing all that came into his mind, or that he had ever

doubted whether all that he thought and all that he
believed were not vanity. And it was this very charac-

teristic of Speransky's intellect that especially attracted

Prince Andrei toward him.

During the first period of his acquaintance with
Speransky, Prince Andrei conceived a passionate ad-

miration for him, analogous to that which he had
formerly experienced for Bonaparte. The circumstance
that Speransky was the son of a priest, which many
looked upon as derogatory, scorning a man as a kitteinik,

a priestling, — or a popovitch, the son of a pope, —
undoubtedly made Prince Andrei particularly cautious

in indulging this feeling toward Speransky, and uncon-
sciously strengthened him in it.

On that first evening that Bolkonsky spent with him,

they got to talking about the Committee for the Revision

of the Laws ; and Speransky told Prince Andrei, with
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a touch of irony, how this committee had existed a hun-
dred and fifty years, had cost millions, and yet had not
accomplished anything; that Rosenkampf had merely
stuck labels on all the articles of comparative legisla-

tion. " And that is all the result that the government
has received from those millions," said he. " We want
to give new judicial powers to the Senate, and we have
no laws. Therefore it is a sin for such men as you,
prince, not to serve at the present time."

Prince Andrei replied that for this it needed a legal

training, which he did not possess.
" But there is no one who has, so what are you going

to do about it .'' This is a circulus viciosus, and we must
break away from it by main force."

Before a week was over, Prince Andrei was appointed
a member of the Committee on Revising the Military

Code, and, much to his surprise, nachahiik, or president,

of one section of the Special Commission on the Revis-

ion of the Laws. At Speransky's special request he
took up the study of the " Revised Civil Code," and with

the aid of the " Code Napoleon," and the " Institutes of

Justinian," set to work on the section entitled " The
Rights of Individuals."

CHAPTER VII

Tw^o years before this, Pierre, on his return to Peters-

burg, from his tour among his estates, found himself

involuntarily at the head of the Petersburg Freemasons.
He established dining lodges and burial lodges, he
gained over new members, labored for the union of vari-

ous lodges, and for the acquisition of original documents.
He gave his money freely toward the building of a

Masonic temple, and, as far as it lay in his power,
pushed forward the collections for charity, in regard to

which the majority of the members were penurious or

unpunctual. He supported almost unaided the alms-

house established by the order in Petersburg.
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His life, in the meantime, went on the same as before,

with the same inclinations and dissipations. He liked

the pleasures of the table, — good eating and wines ; and
although he looked upon it as immoral and degrading,

he could not keep himself from the gayeties of his

bachelor friends with whom he mingled.

Amid the fog of all his various occupations and enter-

prises, Pierre, however, before a year was over, began to

be conscious that the Masonic ground on which he stood

was giving way faster and faster under his feet, the

more he tried to maintain himself on it. At the same
time, he felt that the more the ground on which he stood

yielded under him, the more inextricably he was com-
mitted to it. When he first entered Freemasonry, he
experienced the sensations of a man who unquestion-

ingly sets foot on the smooth surface of a bog. On
bearing his weight upon it, he begins to sink. In order

fully to persuade himself of the solidity of the ground
whereon he stands, he sets down another foot, and
slumps in more deeply than before, and, being caught
in it, he, in spite of himself, wades in up to the knee.

Osip, or rather losiph Alekseyevitch, was no longer

in Petersburg. Of late, he had done with the Peters-

burg lodges, and lived exclusively at Moscow. All

the brethren, the members of the lodges, were Pierre's

acquaintances in every-day life, and it was hard for

him to see them as merely brothers, according to Free-
masonry, and not as Prince B , and not as Ivan
Vasilyevitch D , whom he knew in society, for the

most part, as weak and insignificant men. Under their

Masonic aprons and insignia, he could not help seeing

their uniforms and the decorations which they had
obtained in the world. Often when collecting the

contributions and counting the twenty or thirty rubles

received— for the most part in promises— from a

dozen men, half of whom were as able to pay as he
himself was, Pierre remembered the Masonic oath,

whereby each brother bound himself to give all his

possessions to his fellow-men, and then doubts would
arise, though he would strive not to dwell upon them.
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He divided all the brethren whom he knew into four
categories. In the first he placed those who took no
interest in the transactions of the lodges, or in human
affairs in general, but were exclusively absorbed in the
mysterious doctrines of the order, absorbed in questions
as to the threefold nature of God, or the three primordial
elements of matter,— sulphur, mercury, and salt,— or

as to the significance of the Cube, and all the symbolism
of Solomon's Temple. Pierre reverenced this class of

Masons, to which belonged principally the older mem-
bers of the brotherhood,— and losiph Alekseyevitch,
in Pierre's opinion,— but he could not share in their

pursuits. His heart was not attracted by the mysterious
side of Masonry.

In the second category he reckoned himself, and
those like himself— seekers, inclined to waver, not yet
successful in walking the straight and intelligible way
of Masonry, but all the time striving to walk in it.

In the third category he placed the brethren— and
they formed the majority— who saw in Freemasonry
nothing but superficial formalities and ceremonies, and
who insisted on the strenuous fulfilment of these exter-

nal forms, caring nothing for their real essence and
significance. Such were Villarski, and even the Grand
Master of the Supreme Lodge.

In the fourth category, finally, were reckoned also

the great mass of the brethren, and especially those
who had been recently admitted. These were men
who, according to Pierre's observation, believed nothing,
and desired nothing, and entered the brotherhood sim-

ply for the sake of bringing themselves into intimate
relations with rich young men endowed with influential

connections, of whom there were many in the lodges.

Pierre began to feel dissatisfied with his activity.

Masonry, at least Masonry such as he knew it in

Russia, it sometimes seemed to him, was founded on
mere formalities. He did not dream of doubtino:

Masonry itself, but he was persuaded that Russian
Freemasonry was on the wrong track, and had turned
aside from its first principles. And, therefore, toward
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the end of the year, Pierre went abroad to become
initiated in the highest mysteries of the order.

In the summer of 1809 Pierre returned to Petersburg.

Through correspondence carried on between our Masons
and those abroad, it became known that Bezukhoi" had
succeeded in winning the confidence of many persons
standing in the very highest ranks of the order, had
been initiated into the deepest secrets, had been raised

to the very highest degrees, and was bringing back to

Russia notions of the greatest advantage for the con-

fraternity. The Petersburg Masons all flocked around
him, trying to get into his good graces ; and it seemed
to all that he was keeping some weighty secret which
he was getting ready for them.
A solemn meeting was called of the lodge of the

second degree, and Pierre promised to communicate
the message with which he was charged by the supreme
directors of the order. The session was crowded.
After the ordinary business was concluded, Pierre got

up and began his speech.

Beloved brethren [he began, flushing and hesitating, and
holding in his hand his address already written], it is not

enough to keep our secrets in the privacy of the lodge room,
it is necessary to act .... to act. We have fallen into a state

of torpor, and we must act.

Here Pierre took to his manuscript and began to

read :
—

For the propagation of pure truth, and for securing the triumph

of virtue [he read], we must purge men of their prejudices,

and spread abroad regulations consonant with the spirit of the

time ; we must undertake the education of the young, and make
ourselves one by indissoluble bonds with men of intellect ; we
must boldly, and at the same time prudently, contend with

superstition, infidelity, and folly ; we must organize among the

men devoted to our cause bands of workers, united together by
singleness of aim, and possessed of power and strength.

For the furtherance of these ends, we must weight the

scale, so that virtue, and not vice, will tip the beam ; we
must strive to make it possible for the virtuous man, even in
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this world, to receive the eternal rewards for his good deeds.

But these mighty undertakings find a tremendous obstacle in

existing political institutions. What, then, are we to do in such

a state of affairs ? Shall we use revolutionary methods? Shall

we overturn all things? Oppose force with force ? .... No, we
are very far from advising that. All violent reforms deserve

censure, because they can never do away with evil as long as

men are what they are ; and, therefore, it is the part of wisdom
not to employ violence.

The whole aim of our fraternity should consist in making
men consistent, virtuous, joined together in the unity of a

conviction, a conviction that it is their duty everywhere and
with all their might to oppose vice and folly, and the wasting

of their talents and virtues ; to raise worthy men from the dust,

and unite them into our brotherhood. Only then our frater-

nity will secure the power of insensibly binding the hands

of those who work disorder, and of directing them so that

they will not be aware of it. In a word, it is necessary to

found a universal, dominant form of government, which shall

propagate itself over the whole world, without destroying

social ties, or preventing other forms of government from

still continuing to maintain their own special rights, and do
everything except stand in the way of the mighty object of

our fraternity,— which is to make virtue triumph over vice.

This was the aim proposed by Christianity itself. It taught

men to be wise and good, and, for their own advantage, to

follow the example and precepts of the best and wisest men.
At a time when all were immersed in darkness, it was

sufficient, of course, to have preaching alone : the novelty of

the truth constituted its peculiar strength ; but at the present

day we are obliged to make use of far more powerful means.

It is necessary now that a man, guided by his senses, should

find in virtue a genuine charm. It is impossible to eradicate

the passions ; one must, therefore, strive to guide them to

salutary ends ; and, accordingly, it is requisite that every man
should satisfy them within the limits of virtue, and our frater-

nity should furnish the means for this end.

As soon as we have enrolled a considerable number of

worthy men in every land, each one of them will bring around
him two others, and all will be straitly united together ; then

all things will be possible for our fraternity, which has already

been able to do much, through working secretly, for the ad-

vantage of humanity.
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This discourse produced not only a deep impression,

but even excitement, in the lodge. The majority of the

brethren affected to see in it the dangerous doctrines of

the Illuminati,^ and Pierre was amazed at the coldness

with which it was received.

The Grand Master began to raise objections to Pierre's

theories. Pierre, with more and more heat, tried to defend

them. It was a long time since they had had such a

stormy session. The members were divided into parties :

some accused Pierre and criticised him for preaching the

mystical doctrines of the Illuminati; others supported

him. Pierre, for the first time, at this meeting, was
struck by the endless variety of human minds, the

result of which is that no truth presents itself alike to

any two men. Even those who seemed to be on his

side accepted him in their own way, with mental reser-

vations and changes, with which he could not agree,

since his chief desire was nothing else than to transfer

his thought to others, exactly as he himself under-

stood it.

Toward the end of the meeting, the Grand Master,

with some ill-feeling, ironically called Bezukhoi's atten-

tion to his display of temper, and remarked that it was
not so much love toward humanity, as it was the im-

pulse of quarrelsomeness, that had dragged him into the

discussion. Pierre made no reply to this, and asked
bluntly whether his scheme would be accepted. When
he was told no, Pierre, without waiting for the usual for-

malities, left the lodge and went home.

CHAPTER VIII

Pierre again found himself victim of the old mel-

ancholy which he dreaded so much. He spent the

three days that followed the reading of his discourse

1 A famous secret society devoted to deistic and republican principles,

founded by Professor Adam Weishaupt, at Ingolstadt, Bavaria, in 1776,
and numbering two thousand members, many of whom were Freemasons;
it spread through Europe and aimed at emancipation from all despotisms.

It was prohibited by the Bavarian government in 1784.
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at the lodge at home on his divan, seeing no one, and

not once stirring out of doors.

At this time he received a letter from his wife, who
begged him to grant her an interview, described her

sorrow at what had happened, and her desire to devote

her whole life to him.

At the end of the letter, she informed him that she

was about returning to Petersburg from abroad.

Shortly after the receipt of this letter, one of the

Masonic brethren, whom he respected less than the

others, broke in on his solitude, and, leading the con-

versation to Pierre's domestic grievances, took it on him
to say to him, in the way of brotherly advice, that his

severity toward his wife was unjust, and that Pierre had
swerved from the first rules of the brotherhood by not

pardoning the penitent.

At the same time, also, his mother-in-law, the wife of

Prince Vasili, sent for him, begging him to call on her,

if only for a few minutes, in regard to a matter of su-

preme importance. Pierre saw that he was destined to

be overpersuaded, that they were bound to have him
reconciled to his wife ; and indeed this was not wholly

disagreeable to him in the state of mind in which he

found himself. It was all the same to him. He now
felt that nothing in life was of great importance, and
under the influence of the low spirits which had ruled

him, he prized neither his own freedom nor his obstinate

determination to punish his wife.

" No one is right, no one is to blame, and of course

she was not to blame," he said to himself. If Pierre

did not immediately agree to a reconciliation with his

wife, it was simply because in this condition of melan-

choly in which he found himself, he had not the energy

to take the first step in the matter. If his wife had
come to him, he would simply not have driven her

away. In comparison with what now occupied him,

was it not a matter of supreme indifference to him
whether or not he lived with his wife.''

Making no reply either to his wife or to her mother,

Pierre, late one evening, started off and went to Moscow,
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in order to have a consultation with Bazdeyef. This

was what Pierre wrote in his diary :
—

Moscow, November 29.

I have only just come from the Benefactor's, and I make
haste to transcribe all my experiences with him. losiph

Alekseyevitch lives in extreme poverty, and has been suffering

for two years past with a painful affection of the bladder. No
one has ever heard him utter a groan or a word of complaint.

From morning till late at night, except during those hours when
he is eating his most simple meals, he devotes himself to scien-

tific work.

He received me courteously, and I sat down on the bed
where he was lying. I gave him the grip of the Knights of the

East and of Jerusalem. He replied with the same, and with a

benignant smile asked me what I had learned and experienced

in the Prussian and Scottish lodges. I told him everything

that I knew ; then I related to him the proposal which I had
brought before our Petersburg lodge, and described the un-

friendly reception which it had received and the rupture which

had arisen between me and the brethren. losiph Alekseyevitch

said nothing for some little time, and was lost in thought ; then

he expounded his views in regard to the whole matter, so that

all the past was made plain to me as well as the way which lay

stretched out before my feet. He surprised me by asking if I

remembered the threefold object of the fraternity :
—

(i) The conservation and study of the mysteries;

(2) Self-purification and regeneration so as to be able to

receive them ; and

(3) The regeneration of the human race through striving

after such purification.

What is the first and chief of these three aims? Of course

it must be self-purification and regeneration. Only thereby

can we strive and make our way onward, independent of all

circumstances. But at the same time this very aim constrains

us to the most arduous labors, and therefore, being deceived

by our pride, we lose sight of this aim, and strive either to

penetrate the mystery which we are incapable of accepting on
account of its purity, or else we make an effort toward improv-
ing humanity, when we merely show in ourselves an example
of turpitude and depravity. " Piluminism " is not pure doctrine,

precisely for the reason that it has been carried away by the

charms of social activity and has become puffed up with pride.
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From this standpoint, losiph Alekseyevitch criticized my dis-

course and all my activity. I agreed with him in the depths

of my soul.

During the course of our conversation we touched on my
domestic troubles, and he said to me :

—
" The chief obligation of a true Mason, as I told you

cnce before, consists in the perfecting of self. But we often

imagine that if we were freed from all the hardships of our
lives, we should soon attain this end ; on the contrary, my
dear sir," said he, "only in the tumults of life can we attain

the three chief ends :
—

"(i) Self-knoivledge, for a man can learn to know himself

only through comparison
;

"(2) /'<f;/^r//<5';/, which is obtained only by battling ; and-
"

( 3 ) The chief virtue,— Love of death.
" Only the vicissitudes of life can teach us its falsity and

stimulate our innate love of death, or our new birth into

another and better life."

These words were all the more impressive from the fact

that losiph Alekseyevitch, in spite of his severe physical

sufferings, has never felt the burdens of this life, and yet he

loves death, though in spite of all the purity and loftiness of

his nature, he never feels that he is as yet sufficiently prepared
for it.

Then the Benefactor fully explained to me the grand Square of

Creation and demonstrated that the numbers three and seven

were the foundation of all other things. He counseled me to

avoid a breach with the Petersburg brethren, to take upon
myself only the obligations of the second degree, and while

winning the brethren away from the dominion of pride, to

strive to keep them on the straight road toward self-knowledge

and perfection. Moreover, he advised me, above all things, to

keep a strict watch over myself, and for this purpose he gave

me this note-book, in which I am now writing, and in which

I am henceforth to keep an account of all my actions.

Petersburg, December 5.

Again I am living with my wife. My mother-in-law, with

tears in her eyes, came to me and said that Ellen had returned,

and that she begged me to hear her, that she was innocent,

that she was unhappy at my putting her av/ay, and many such

things. I was well aware that if I once allowed myself to see

her, I should not have the force to refuse her request. In my
VOL. III.— 3
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perplexity, I did not kno';v whose help and advice to seek. If

the Benefactor had been here he would have told me. I shut

myself up alone in my room, read over losiph Alekseyevitch's

letters, recalled my conversations with him, and, taking all

things together, I came to the conclusion that I had no right

to refuse her request ; and that if it was my duty to offer the

hand of help to every one, all the more was it to a person so

closely united to me, and that I was in duty bound to bear my
cross. But if I pardoned her for the sake of right-doing, then

my reunion with her must have merely a spiritual end and
aim. And thus I made up my mind, and thus I wrote to lo-

siph Alekseyevitch. I told my wife that I would beg her to

forget all the past, that I would beg her to pardon me for

anything in which I had been blameworthy toward her, and
that I had nothing to forgive. It was a pleasure for me to tell

her that. No need for her to know how trying it was for me
to see her again. I have taken up my abode in the upper
rooms of the great mansion, and I rejoice in a pleasant sense

of regeneration.

CHAPTER IX

In those days, as has always been the case, " high
society," which met at court and at the fashionable

balls, was divided into a number of inner circles, each
having its own distinctive peculiarities. The most ex-

tensive of these cliques was the " French circle," based
on the Napoleonic alliance, and led by Count Ru-
myantsof and Caulaincourt. Ellen immediately took a

most prominent position in this clique, as soon as she
and her husband began living together again at Peters-

burg. Her salon was frequented by the gentlemen of

the French legation, and by the great collection of

people distinguished for their amiability and wit, who
belonged to that set.

Ellen had been at Erfurt at the time of the notable

meeting between the emperors, and had there made
acquaintance of all the Napoleonic celebrities of

Europe. She had enjoyed a most brilliant success.

Napoleon himself remarked her presence at the thea-

ter and said of her, " C'est ten superbe animal.''
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Pierre was not surprised at her success, as far as

beauty and elegance were concerned, because, as time

went on, she grew more beautiful than ever. But he
was amazed that his wife, in the course of two short

years, should have succeeded in acquiring the reputa-

tion of being "a. charming woman, as clever as she is

beautiful."

The distinguished Prince de Ligne wrote her eight-

page letters. Bilibin treasured up his witticisms so as

to get them off for the first time at the Countess Bezu-
khaya's. To be received at her sa/on was regarded as

equivalent to a diploma of cleverness. Young men
read books previous to making their appearance there,

so as to have some special subject to talk about ; and
the secretaries of legation, and even the ambassadors,
confided diplomatic secrets to her, so that Ellen was a

power in a certain way.
Pierre, who knew that she was really stupid, had a

strange feeling of perplexity and fear when he ap-

peared, as he sometimes did, at her receptions and
dinner-parties, where the conversation ran on politics,

poetry, and philosophy. On such occasions, he expe-

rienced a feeling such as a juggler must have, who is

all the time afraid lest somehow or other his deception
should be found out. But either because stupidity is

the one thing needful in the management of such a

salon, or because those who are deceived find a certain

amount of satisfaction in the deception itself, the secret

was not betrayed, and Elena Vasilyevna Bezukhaya's
reputation of being iine fetnme charmante et spiritiielle

was so firmly established that she could say the most
astonishing trivialities and nonsense, and all professed

themselves charmed with every word that fell from her
lips, and discovered in them a depth of thought which
she herself did not begin to suspect.

Pierre was precisely the kind of a husband which
such a brilliant woman of the world ought by good
rights to have. He was a queer, absent-minded fellow,

a grand seigneur of a husband, interfering with no one,

and not only not spoiling the lofty tone proper to such
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a drawing-room, but serving as an admirable back-

ground, against which to display his wife's elegance

and tact.

Pierre, during these two years, — in consequence of

perpetually concentrating his mind on transcendental

interests, and of his genuine contempt for all things

else,— assumed in the, to him uninteresting, society

which his wife gathered round her, that tone of ab-

straction and absent-mindedness, combined with affa-

bility toward all, which cannot be acquired by art, and
which somehow commands involuntary respect. He
walked into his wife's drawing-room as if it were the

theater ; he knew every one, toward all he was equally

cordial and equally reserved. Sometimes he joined in

the conversation if it interested him, and then he
blurted out his opinions with that thick utterance of

his, regardless of the inappropriateness of his ideas, or

the presence of the gentlemen from the embassies.

But it was a foregone conclusion in regard to " that

queer husband " of the most distinguished woman of

Petersburg, that no one should take his idiosyncrasies

seriously.

Among the young men who daily frequented Ellen's

mansion after her return from Erfurt, Boris Drubetskoi,

who was now on the highroad to success in the service,

was the most assiduous in his visitations at the Bezukhoi's'.

Ellen called him mon page, and treated him as if he were
a boy. The smiles that she gave him were just like

those that she showered on all the rest, but occasionally

Pierre had an unpleasant feeling at the sight of it.

Boris treated Pierre with a peculiar dignified and
rather grave deference. This shade of deference also

disquieted Pierre. He . had suffered so keenly three

years before from the affront that his wife had put on
him, that now he saved himself from the possibility of a

repetition of it, in the first place, by renouncing the idea

of being his wife's husband, and in the second place, by
not allowing a suspicion of her to enter his head.

" No, now that she has become a has blen, a blue-

stocking, she will never be troubled again with such
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temptations," he would say to himself. "There is no
example of a bas bleu having love-affairs," he would as-

sure himself, as if it were an axiom in which he must
infallibly believe, though he could not have told where
he obtained it.

But, strangely enough, Boris's presence in his wife's

drawing-room— and he was there almost constantly—
affected him physically : it seemed to paralyze all of his

limbs, to waken all his self-consciousness, and take away
his freedom of motion.

" Such a strange antipathy," thought Pierre, " and yet
he used to please me very much."

In the eyes of the world, Pierre was a great barin, the
somewhat blinded and ridiculous husband of a distin-

guished wife, a queer genius, who accomplished nothing,
did no one any harm, and was on the whole a very fine

and good young man. But in the depths of Pierre's

soul, during all this time, there was going on the com-
plicated and arduous labor of internal development,
which brought him into the knowledge of many secrets,

and made him pass through many joys and many doubts.

CHAPTER X

He continued his diary, and here are some extracts

from what he wrote at that time :
—

December 6.— Rose at eight o'clock, read in the Gospels,

then went to a committee meeting...."

Pierre, by his Benefactor's advice, had entered the

service as a member of one of the committees.

Came back to dinner, dined alone (the countess had many
guests, who were disagreeable to me), ate and drank moderately,

and after dinner copied some documents for the brethren. In
the afternoon I went down to the drawing-room and related a

ludicrous story about B , and only when it was too late, and
every one was laughing heartily, did I remember that I should

not have done so.

4n\^
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Went to bed in a happy and contented frame of mind.

Almighty Lord ! help me to walk in thy paths !

( 1 ) To conquer angry passions by gentleness and moderation.

(2) Carnal desires by self-restraint and aversion.

(3) To shun vanity, but not to shut myself off from (a) the

conditions of service of the State
; {^) from family affairs

;
(c)

from dealings with friends ; (d) and from domestic economy.

December 7.— Arose late, and after I woke up lay for a

long time indulging in slothfulness. My God ! help ine and
strengthen me, so that I may walk in thy ways. Read the

Holy Gospels, but without the proper feeling. Brother Urusof

came ; we talked about the vanities of the world. Told about

the emperor's new plans. I began to criticize them, but re-

membered our regulations, and the words of the Benefactor in

regard to the obligations of a genuine Mason,— to be a zealous

worker in the government when his services are required, and a

calm observer of what he cannot approve. My tongue is my
enemy. Brothers G , V , and O came to see me

;

it was a meeting preparatory to the initiation of a new brother.

They insisted upon clothing me with the office of Rhetor. I

feel myself weak and incompetent.

Then the conversation turned on the significance of the seven

pillars and seven steps of the Temple. Seven sciences, seven

virtues, seven sins, seven gifts of the Holy Spirit. Brother

O was very eloquent.

The initiation took place in the evening. The new arrange-

ment of the lodge room made a magnificent spectacle. Boris

Drubetskoi was the adept. I was his sponsor, and I was also

Rhetor. A strange feeling agitated me while I was with him in

the dark room. I detected in myself a feeling of hatred toward
him, which I vainly strove to overcome. And I should wish

really to save him from evil and win him over to the side of

truth, but hard thoughts about him arose in my mind. It

seemed to me that his sole aim in joining the fraternity was
that he might get into closer relations with certain men, creep

into favor with those who belong to our lodge. Besides the

fact that he has several times asked me whether N or

S belonged to our lodge— which I could not answer him
— and the fact that, from my observation of him, he is not

qualified to feel proper reverence for our holy order and is

too much occupied and content with the external man to desire

the improvement of the spiritual, I had no grounds to base my
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objections upon ; but he seemed to me insincere, and all the

time that I was alone with him in the dark chamber, it seemed
to me that he was scornfully smiling at my words, and I had a

strong temptation really to pierce him with the sword which I

held at his bared breast. I could not speak with any fluency,

and I could not frankly confess my doubts to the brethren and
the Grand Master. May the Great Architect of the Universe

aid me to find the true way which leads from the labyrinth

of lies !

After that there was a gap of three pages in the diary,

and then came what follows :
—

Had an instructive and long talk to-day with brother V
,

who advised me to hold fast by brother A . Many things

were revealed to me, though I am so unworthy. Adonai is the

name of the Creator of the world ! Elohini is the name of the

One who directs the universe. The third name, the unspeak-

able name, means the All. These talks with Brother V
strengthen me, enlighten me, and confirm my feet in the path

of virtue. In his presence there is no chance for doubt. How
clear to my mind is the distinction between the wretched
knowledge of the general sciences and our sacred, all- compre-
hensive teaching ! Human science subdivides everything, so

as to comprehend ; destroys everything, so as to scrutinize. In

the holy science of our brotherhood everything is coordinated,

everything is recognized by its unity and its life. The Trinity

is the three primordial elements of all things— sulphur, mer-
cury, and salt. Sulphur has an unctuous and fiery quality ; taken

in conjunction with salt, its fiery nature arouses a longing in it,

by means of which mercury is attracted, seizes it, and from the

combination arise various bodies. Mercury is the living and
volatile, spiritual being,— Christ, the Holy Spirit, I/e.

December 15.— Awoke late, read the Holy Gospels, but

was apathetic. Afterward, I went out and walked up and
down the hall. Tried to think, but instead my imagination

brought up an occurrence that happened four years ago. After

our duel, Mr. Dolokhof and I met in Moscow, and he said that

he hoped that I was now enjoying complete peace of mind, in

spite of the absence of my wife. At that time I made him no
answer. Now I recalled all the circumstances of our meeting,

and in my heart of hearts I reviled him with the most angry

words and the most cutting sarcasms. I came to my senses
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and banished this thought only when I found myself stirred up

to wrath ; but I have sufficiently repented of this.

After this, Boris Drubetskoi came in and began to relate of

various " adventures." From the first instant, I was annoyed

at his visit, and contradicted him. He retorted. I grew angry,

and said a great many disagreeable and even hateful things.

He said no more, and I recollected myself only when it was

too late. My God ! I cannot tell at all how to treat him. The
cause of this is my self-conceit. I regard myself as superior to

him, and consequently I behave a thousand times worse than

he does, since he condones my rude behavior, while I feel

nothing but contempt for him. My God ! enable me in his

presence better to realize my own shortcomings, and so to order

my life that he too may find advantage in it. After dinner I

had a nap, and while I was going to sleep I distinctly heard a

voice saying in my left ear, "77iy day."

It seemed to me in my dream that I was walking in darkness,

and suddenly I was surrounded by dogs ; but I proceeded with-

out fear ; suddenly one small one seized me by the left thigh,

and did not let go. I tried to throttle him. And I had just

succeeded in getting rid of him, when another, still larger,

began to snap at me. I tried to lift him up, and the higher I

hfted him, the larger and heavier he grew. And suddenly

Brother A came along, and, taking me by the arm, drew
me with him, and brought me to an edifice, to enter which it

was necessary to cross a narrow plank. I stepped on it, and
the plank tipped and fell, and I tried to climb a fence, the top

of which I could hardly reach by stretching up my arms. At
last, after great efforts, I hoisted my body up in such a way that

my legs were on one side and my trunk on the other. I man-
aged to look around, and saw that Brother A was standing

on the fence and directing my attention to a great alley and
garden, and within the garden was a large and beautiful edifice.

Then I woke up.

Lord, mighty Architect of Nature ! help me to defend myself

from the dogs— my passions— and from the last of them, who
united in himself the strength of all the others, and aid me to

enter that temple of virtue, the sight of which I attained in my
vision.

December 19.— In a vision, it seemed to me that losiph

Alekseyevitch was sitting in my house, and I felt very glad, and
was anxious to entertain him.

It seemed to me that I went on chatting irrelevantly, and
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suddenly remembered that this would not be pleasing to him,
and I felt anxious to approach him and embrace him. But as

soon as I came close to him, I saw that his face was transfigured
;

he appeared youthful, and in a low tone repeated something
from the teachings of the order, so low that I could not under-
stand what he said. Then we seemed all to leave the room,
and a marvelous thing occurred.

We were sitting or lying on the floor. The Benefactor said

something to me. And I seemed to be anxious to manifest my
tenderness toward him, and, without listening to his discourse,

I tried to reaHze the condition of my inner man, and the mercy
of God, which had overshadowed me. And the tears stood in

my eyes, and I was glad that he noticed it. But he glanced at me
with a look of annoyance, and sprang up, breaking off his dis-

course. I was crestfallen, and asked if what he had said applied
especially to me ; but he made no reply ; then he turned a

benignant face upon me, and immediately we seemed to be in

my sleeping-room, where stands a double bed. And he seemed
to ask me, " Tell me honestly, what is your strongest tempta-
tion? Have n't you ever confessed it to me? It seems to me
that you have."

I was mortified at his question, and rephed that sloth was my
chief sin. He shook his head incredulously, and I seemed to

be still more confused, and replied that, though I lived with my
wife, as he had advised, still, I did not live with her as a hus-

band with a wife. To this he replied that a man ought not to

deprive his wife of the affection which was her due, and gave me
to feel that this was an obligation. But I repUed that I was
ashamed to begin now, and suddenly everything vanished.

When I awoke, I found myself repeating the text of Holy
Writ :

" And the life 7vas the light of men, and the light shineth

in darkness, and the darkness comprehended it not^

losiph Alekseyevitch's face was youthful and bright. On that

very same day I received a letter from the Benefactor, in which
he wrote of the obligations of the married state.

December 21.— I had a dream from which I awoke with a

throbbing heart. I seemed to be in my own mansion in Mos-
cow, in the great divan-room, and losiph Alekseyevitch seemed
to be coming out of the dining-room. And I immediately saw

that a strange change had taken place in him, and I hastened

to meet him. And it seemed to me that I kissed his cheek

and his hand, and he said :
—

"Have you noticed that my face looks different?" I gazed
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at him while still holding him in my embrace, and it seemed to

me that his face was youthful, but there was no hair on his

head, and his features were greatly altered. And it seemed to

me that I replied, " I should have known you had I met you
anywhere," and at the same time I ask myself, " Am I telling

the strict truth?" and suddenly I see that he has fallen like a

corpse ; then he gradually came to his senses, and went with

me into the great library, holding a great parchment book in

manuscript in the Alexandrian style. And he seemed to say,

"This I have written."

And he replied to me with an inclination of his head. I

opened the book, and on all the pages of this book were ex-

(juisite illustrations. And it seemed to me that I recognized

that these pictures represented the adventures of the soul with

her beloved. And among them I seemed to see one repre-

senting a beautiful damsel flying through the clouds in diapha-

nous raiment, and with a transparent body. And I seemed to

be aware that this damsel illustrated the Song of Songs. And
as I looked at these pictures, it seemed to me that I was doing

wrong, and yet I could not tear myself away. Lord, aid me !

My God, if this. Thy abandonment of me, is Thy work, then

Thy will be done. But if I myself am to blame, then teach me
what I must do. I must perish in my own corruption, if Thou
wholly abandonest me !

CHAPTER XI

The Rostofs' financial affairs had not improved in the

course of the two years while they had been living

wholly in the country.

Although Nikolai' had persistently kept to his resolve,

and continued to serve in an obscure regiment, where
he had no chance of advancement, and therefore spent
comparatively little money, still, the scale of life at

Otradnoye was so large, and, above all, Mitenka's man-
agement was so bad, that the debts rolled up more and
more each year. The old count evidently saw but one
means of relief, — that was a government position, and
he went to Petersburg to get a situation, and at the

same time, as he expressed it, to give the girls one last

season's amusement.

\
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Shortly after the Rostofs reached Petersburg, Berg
had proposed for Viera, and his proposal had been
accepted.

In spite of the fact that in Moscow the Rostofs

moved in the highest society, without thinking or inquir-

ing what the society was to which they belonged, they

found in Petersburg that their position was somewhat
absurd and undefined. In Petersburg they were re-

garded as provincials, and many people who had ac-

cepted their hospitality at Moscow without question

now did not deign to notice them.

The Rostofs entertained as freely at Petersburg as

they had done at Moscow, and around their board gath-

ered a very mixed company : neighbors of theirs at

Otradnoye, landed proprietors of good standing but

not rich, and their daughters and a Fre'ilina Peronskaya,

Pierre Bezukhoi, and the son of their district post-

master, who had a government appointment at Peters-

burg. Among the men who were on a footing of

familiarity at the Rostofs' were Boris, Pierre, whom the

old count had met on the street one day and brought
home with him, and Berg, who spent whole days at the

Rostofs', and showed the Countess Viera those atten-

tions which every young man is expected to show on
the eve of a proposal.

Not without effect had Berg shown every one the

right arm wounded at Austerlitz, and affected to hold

his wholly unnecessary sword in his left hand. He
described the occurrence so persistently, and made it

a matter of such grave importance, that all came to

believe in the genuineness and merit of his action, and
Berg received two rewards after Austerlitz.

In the campaign in Finland he had also succeeded in

distinguishing himself. He picked up a fragment of

shell which had just killed one of the general-in-chief's

aides, and carried this fragment to the chief. And in

exactly the same way as after Austerlitz, he persisted in

giving every one such detailed accounts of his behavior,

that all came finally to believe with him that this must
have taken place also ; and again, after the war in Fin-
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land, he received two rewards. In 1809 he was already

captain of the Guard, and held a most advantageous

place in Petersburg.

Though there were some skeptics who smiled signif-

icantly when Berg's merits were mentioned in their

presence, it was impossible not to admit that Berg was a

strict, brave officer, of excellent standing at headquar-

ters, and a highly moral young man, with a brilliant

career before him, and already enjoying an exceptional

position in society.

Four years before. Berg, happening to fall in with a

comrade, also a German, in the parterre of one of the

Moscow theaters, had called his attention to Viera

Rostova, and said in German, ''Das soil mein Wcib

werden— She is to be my wife," and from that moment
he had laid his plans to marry her. Now that they

were in Petersburg together, he compared his own posi-

tion with the Rostofs', and came to the conclusion that

his time had come, and he proposed.

Berg's proposal was received at first with a surprise

not flattering to him. It seemed at first thought strange

that the son of an obscure Lifland nobleman should

offer himself to a Countess Rostova ! But one of Berg's

most characteristic traits was such a naive and good-

natured egotism, that the Rostofs began involuntarily to

feel that it would be an excellent arrangement, if he

himself were so firmly convinced that it was an excellent,

a very excellent arrangement ! Moreover, the Rostofs'

affairs were in great disorder, so that there was little

attraction for wooers ; and, worse than all, Viera was
twenty-four, and, although she had been everywhere,

and was undoubtedly pretty and sensible, she had
never before received an offer. So the consent was
granted.

" Now you see," said Berg to a comrade whom he

called his "friend," simply because he knew that it was
fashionable for men to have friends, "you see I have
weighed it all carefully, and I should not think of marry-

ing if I had not thought it all over, or if it interfered

with any one. But now, on the contrary, my father
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and mother are provided for. I have secured for them
that leasehold on the Baltic frontier, and 1 can live in

Petersburg on my salary, together with what comes from
her estate, for I am careful and economical. We can
live very well. I don't marry her for her money ; I

don't call that sort of thing honorable, but it 's no more
than fair for the wife to contribute her portion and the

husband his. I have rriy appointment ; she, her con-

nections and her little property. That 's something in

these days, is n't it .-' But, best of all, she is a lovely

girl, of good character and she loves me." ....

Berg reddened, and added with a smile, " And I love

her because her character is well-balanced .... very ad-

mirable. Now there 's her sister, of the same family,

but a very different person .... a most disagreeable char-

acter, and no sense at all, and that kind of thing, you
know .... disagreeable. But my affianced .... well," con-

tinued Berg, " you '11 come to us some day to see her."

He had it in mind to say, "to dine," but he bethought
himself and said, "to tea," and, doubling up his tongue,

he deftly sent forth a little ring of tobacco-smoke, abso-

lutely typical of his dreams of happiness.

After the first feeling of dissatisfaction which Viera's

parents felt at Berg's proposal, the festivity and hap-

piness usual in such circumstances were redoubled ; but
the joy was not genuine, it was artificial. In the

feelings of the relatives regarding this alliance there

were mingled elements of perplexity and mortification.

Their consciences pricked them because they had
never been fond of Viera, and were now so glad to get

her off their hands. The old count, most of all, was
perplexed. He probably would not have been able to

tell what was the cause of this perplexity, but the real

cause of it was his finances. He really did not know
how he stood or how much he owed, and what he should
be able to give as Viera's dowry. When the daughters
were born, each had received as a portion about three

hundred serfs ; but one of these estates had been al-

ready sold, and the other was mortgaged and the pay-
ments were so behindhand that it was bound to be



46 WAR AND PEACE

foreclosed, and therefore could not be granted as a

dower. Nor was there any money to spare.

Berg had already been the accepted bridegroom for

more than a month, and only a week remained before

the wedding, and still the count had not been able to

face the dreaded question of the dowry, and had not

broached the subject to his wife. At one time, the

count thought of giving Viera his Riazan property ; at

another, of selling a forest ; then of raising money on a

note.

One morning, a few days before the wedding, Berg
came early to the count's private room, and with a pleas-

ant smile respectfully asked his future father-in-law

what he was going to give as the Countess Viera's mar-
riage portion. The count was so confused at this long-

anticipated question that he answered at haphazard
whatever first came into his head.

" I like it in you that you are careful, I like it
;
you

shall be satisfied." ....

And, patting Berg on his shoulder, he got up, thinking

to end the conversation then and there. But Berg, still

smiling pleasantly, explained that, unless he could know
definitely what would be Viera's dowry, and unless a

portion of it, at least, were paid over beforehand, he
should be under the necessity of withdrawing from the

offer.

" You will certainly agree with me, count, that if I

should permit myself to marry without having a definite

knowledge of what means I shall have for the mainte-

nance of my wife, I should be acting abom...."

The conversation ended by the count, who wished to

be generous, and also to avoid future demands, saying
that he would give him a note for eighty thousand
rubles. Berg, sweetly smiling, kissed him on the shoul-

der, and declared that he was very grateful, but that he
could never make himself ready for his new life unless

he had thirty thousand in ready cash. " Or only twenty
thousand would do, count," he added. " And in that

case, the note would be for only sixty thousand."
" Well, very good," said the count, hastily. " Only you
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will allow me, my dear fellow, to give you the twenty
thousand, and the note for eighty thousand besides.

That's the way we'll do it! Kiss me'."

CHAPTER XII

Natasha was now sixteen, and the year 1809 was the
very one to which she had counted up on her fingers

four years before, at the time when she and Boris had
exchanged kisses. Since that time she had not once
seen Boris. Before Sonya, and always with her mother,
when Boris was mentioned, she had freely declared that

all that had gone before was childish nonsense, as if it

were a settled matter, of which there was no use talking,

and long ago forgotten. But in the deepest depths of

her. heart she was tormented by the question whether
the promise that bound her to Boris was to be consid-

ered in jest or in earnest.

From the very time when, in 1805, Boris had first

left Moscow and joined the army, he had not met the

Rostofs. He had been at Moscow several times, and
had passed not very far from Otradnoye, but not once
had he been to see his old friends.

It had several times occurred to Natasha that he was
trying to avoid her, and her surmises had been strength-

ened by the melancholy tone in which her elders spoke
of him.

" In these degenerate days, old friends are easily for-

gotten," said the countess, more than once, when Boris

had been mentioned.

Anna Mikhai'lovna had also been more rarely of late

at the Rostofs' ; she seemed to hold herself especially

on her dignity, and always spoke enthusiastically and
boastfully of her son's merits, and the glittering career
which he was now pursuing.

When the Rostofs came to Petersburg, Boris went to

call on them.
He went to their house with some emotion. His ro-

mance with Natasha was the most poetical recollection
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of his youth. But at the same time he went there with

a firm determination to give both her and her parents

clearly to understand that those youthful relations be-

tween him and Natasha could not be considered binding

on either of them. He had a brilliant position in society,

thanks to his intimacy with the Countess Bezukhaya, a

brilliant position in the service, thanks to the patroAage
of an eminent personage whose confidence he fully en-

joyed, and he had now fully elaborated plans for a mar-
riage with one of the wealthiest heiresses in Petersburg,

which, indeed, he might very easily do.

When Boris reached the Rostofs', Natasha was in her

room. When she was informed of his presence, she
went to the drawing-room almost on a run, blushing
and beaming with a more than gracious smile.

Boris remembered Natasha as a little girl, in a short

gown, with dark, flashing eyes under her clustering hair,

and with a wild, merry laugh. That was just as he had
last seen her, four years before; and consequently, when
an entirely different Natasha came into the room, he
was taken aback, and his face expressed solemn amaze-
ment. This expression on his face delighted Natasha.

" Well, would you have known your mischievous little

playmate .''" asked the countess. Boris kissed Natasha's
hand, and said that he noticed a great change in her :

—
" How handsome you have grown !

"

" Why should n't I .'' " replied Natasha's mocking eyes.

"Don't you think that papa seems much older.'"

she asked.

Natasha sat there without joining in the conversation

between Boris and the countess, and silently studying the

husband of her childhood's ideal, even to the minutest
particulars. Boris was conscious of her steady and
affectionate gaze fixed upon him, and occasionally he
stole a glance at her.

His uniform, his spurs, his cravat, the cut of his hair,

all were most fashionable and coimne il faut. Natasha
instantly noticed this. He sat somewhat toward the
edge of the easy-chair, nearest the countess, with his

right hand smoothing the immaculate, neat-fitting glove
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that he wore on his left, and he spoke, with a pecuHarly

delicate compression of the lips, about the gayeties of

Petersburg high life, and he called to mind the old

times in Moscow, and his Moscow acquaintances, with a

gentle irony. Natasha felt sure that not without design

he mentioned the names of the highest aristocracy,

whom he had met at the ambassador's ball, or his invi-

tations to the N. N.'s' and the S. S.'s'.

Natasha sat silent all the time, looking keenly at

him. This glance of hers confused and troubled Boris

more and more. He kept turning frequently toward
her, and stumbling in the midst of his stories. He did

not stay more than ten minutes, and then got up to

take his leave. All the time those keen inquisitive

eyes, full of mockery, looked at him with a peculiar

challenging expression.

After this jfirst visit of his, Boris confessed to himself

that Natasha was just as fascinating to him as ever,

but that it was his duty to renounce this feeling, be-

cause to marry her, an almost dowerless maiden, would
be the ruin of his career, and the renewal of their for-

mer friendship without intention of marrying her would
be a base trick. Boris resolved in his own mind to

avoid meeting Natasha ; but, notwithstanding this reso-

lution, he went again in a few days, and kept going
more and more frequently, and at last spent whole
days at the Rostofs'. He kept trying to persuade him-

self that he would soon have a chance to come to an

explanation with Natasha, and tell her that what was
past must be forgotten, that, in spite of everything, she

could not be his wife, that he had no property, and
their friends would never consent to their union. But
he kept putting it off, and finding it more and more
awkward to bring about this explanation. Each day
he became more and more perplexed.

In the opinion of her mother and .Sonya, Natasha
was just as much in love with Boris as ever she had
been. She sang for him all her favorite pieces, showed
him her album, begging him to write in it ; but she
never allowed him to talk about the past, giving him to

VOL. III.— 4
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understand how charming the new relationship was,

and each day he entered deeper into the fog, never

saying what he had resolved to say, not knowing what
he was doing, or why he went there, and how it would
all end. He even ceased to frequent Ellen's, though
he daily received reproachful notes from her ; but still

he spent most of his spare time at the Rostofs'.

CHAPTER XHI

One evening, when the old countess, in nightcap and
dressing-sack, with her false curls removed, and with
one thin little wisp of white hair escaping from under
her white calico cap, was performing the low obeisances
of her evening devotions on a rug, sighing and groaning,

the door of her room creaked on its hinges, and Natasha
came running in, with her bare feet in slippers, and also

in dressing-jacket and curl-papers.

The countess glanced around and frowned. She went
on repeating her last prayer, "7/" tJiis coiicJi become my
tomb." Her devotional frame of mind was destroyed.

Natasha, with rosy cheeks and full of animation,

when she saw her mother at her devotions, suddenly
paused, made a courtesy, and involuntarily poked out

her tongue, to express her annoyance at her careless-

ness. Then, perceiving that her mother still went on
with her prayer, she ran to the bed on tiptoes, kicked

off her slippers by rubbing one dainty little foot against

the other, and sprang into that couch which the countess
was so afraid would be her tomb. This couch was
a lofty feather-bed, with five pillows, each smaller

than the other. Natasha jumped into the middle, sink-

ing deep into the feather mattress, rolled over next the

wall, and began to creep under the bedclothes, snuggling
down, tucking her knees up to her chin, then giving ani-

mated little kicks, arid laughing almost aloud, now and
again uncovering her head and looking at her mother.

The countess finished her prayers, and with a stern

face came to the bed ; but seeing that Natasha's head
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was hidden under the bedclothes, she smiled her good,

amiable smile.
" Nu, nu, nu," said the mother.
" Mamma, can we talk now ? Say yes !

" cried Natasha.
"There now, one kiss in thy neck; just one more and
that will satisfy me !

" and she threw her arms around
her mother, and kissed her under the chin. In her
treatment of her mother, Natasha seemed to be very
rough in her manner ; but she was so dexterous and
graceful, that, whenever she seized her mother in her
arms, she always did it in such a way as not to hurt her,

or disturb her at all.

"Well, what have you to tell me to-night.''" asked
the countess, settling back on the pillows, and waiting
until Natasha, rolling over and over, should nestle down
close to her, drop her hands, and become serious.

These visits from Natasha, which took place every
night before the count came from his club, were a great

delight to both mother and daughter.
" What is there to tell to-night .'' I want to tell you

about ....
"

Natasha stopped her mother's mouth with her hand.
" About Boris .-' .... I know," said she, gravely. " That 's

why I came. Don't speak, I know ! No, but you may
tell me." She took away her hand. " Go on, mamma

;

he 's a dear, is n't he .-*

"

" Natasha, you are sixteen years old ; at your age I

was already married. You say that Boris is a dear. He
is a very dear boy, and I love him like a son, but what
do you wish ? .... What are you thinking about .-* You
have entirely turned his head, that's evident."....

As she said this, the countess looked at her daughter.

Natasha lay looking fixedly at one of the carved mahog-
any sphinxes that ornamented the bedposts. The coun-

tess could only see her daughter's profile. It seemed
to her that the sweet face had a peculiarly grave and
thoughtful expression.

Natasha was listening and pondering.

"Well, what is it.?"

" You have entirely turned his head. What made
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you do so ? What do you want of him ? You know
that you cannot marry him."

'• Why not ? " asked Natasha, without altering her

position.
" Because he is young, because he is poor, because

he is a relative.... because you yourself are not in love

with him."
" How do you know I 'm not in love with him ?

"

" I know. Now, this is not right, darling."
•' But if I wish ....

" began Natasha.
" Do cease talking nonsense !

" said the countess.

"But if I wish....
"

"Natasha, I am in earnest....
"

Natasha did not allow her to finish ; she seized the

countess's plump hand and kissed it on the back, and
then on the palm ; then turned it over again and began
to kiss it on the knuckle-joint of each finger in succes-

sion, then on the middle joints, then again on the

knuckles, repeating in a whisper, "January, February,

March, April, May .... Tell me, mamma, why don't you
go on ? Speak !

" said she, looking at her mother, who
with affectionate eyes gazed at her daughter, becoming
so engrossed in this contemplation that she apparently

forgot what she was going to say,

" It is n't proper, dusha moya ! People won't remem-
ber anything about your affection as children, but if he
is seen to be so intimate with you now, it might injure

you in the eyes of other young men who come to the

house ; and, worst of all, it is torturing him all for noth-

ing. Perhaps he might, by this time, have found some
rich girl to marry, but now he is quite beside himself."

"Beside himself .-"" repeated Natasha.
" I will tell you my own experience. I once had a

cousin....
"

"I know— Kirill Matveyitch, but he 's an old man,
is n't he ?

"

" He has n't always been old ! But see here, Natasha,

I am going to talk with Boris. He must not come here

so often....
"

" Why must n't he, if he likes to ?
"
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" Because I know that this cannot come to any good
end."

"How do you know? No, mamma! you must not

speak to him. What nonsense !
" exclaimed Natasha,

in the tone of one who is about to be deprived of a pos-

session. "Well, I won't marry him; but do let him
come, for he enjoys it, and so do I." Natasha looked

at her mother with a smile. " Not with any intentions,

but this way," she repeated.
" What do you mean, my dear ?

"

" Why, fAis way. It is perfectly understood that he
is not to marry me .... but tJiis way !

"

" Yes, this way, this way," repeated the countess
;

and she went into an unexpected fit of good-natured
laughter, her whole body shaking.

"Come, mamma, stop laughing at me !

" cried Natasha.
" You make the whole bed shake. You are awfully like

me. You laugh just as easily as I do Do stop !
"

....

She seized the countess's two hands, kissed the joint

of the little finger of one of them for June, and went
on kissing July and August on the other hand.

" Mamma, but is he ever and ever so much in love .''....

you think so, do you.?.... Was any one ever as much in

love with you } .... And he 's a dear boy, very, very dear

boy, is n't he .-' Only, he 's not quite to my taste— he 's

so narrow, just like the dining-room clock. You know
what I mean, don't you.? narrow, you know .... grayish

and polished." ....

" What nonsense you do talk !
' exclaimed the

countess.

Natasha went on :
" Don't you understand what I

mean .? Nikolenka would understand me There 's

BezukhoT, —he 's blue, dark blue and red, and he is four

square."

"And are you coquetting with him too.?" asked the

countess, laughing again.

"No; he's a Freemason; I found it out. He is

splendid, dark blue and red. How can I make you see

it.?"....

"Graphinyushka— little countess ; are n't you asleep
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yet ? " cried the count at this moment at the door.

Natasha jumped out of bed, seized her sHppers in her

hand, and escaped barefooted to her own room.

It was long before she could go to sleep. She kept

thinking how strange it was that no one could ever

understand things as she understood them, or read what
was in her mind.

*' Sonya.-*" she thought, gazing at the young girl, who,
with her hair in a tremendous long braid, lay asleep

curled up like a little kitten. " No, not even she! She
is amiable ! She is in love with Nikolenka, and that 's

all she cares about. And mamma can't understand
either!.... It is so strange; how clever I am and how
.... she is pretty," Natasha went on, speaking of herself

in the third person, and imagining that some very intel-

ligent, some most intelligent and most handsome man,
was saying this about her. " She has everything,

everything," this man of her imagination was saying.
" She is extraordinarily clever, lovable, and pretty, be-

sides .... extraordinarily pretty and graceful; she can
swim, she can ride horseback splendidly, and what a

voice ! One might say, a marvelous voice !

"

She sang her favorite snatch from a Cherubini opera,

threw herself into bed, smiling at the happy thought
that she should be asleep in a moment, called to Du-
nyasha to put out the light ; and even before Dunyasha
had left the room, she had already passed across into

that other, still happier world of dreams, where all

things were just as bright and beautiful as in reality,

but still more fascinating, because so different.

On the next day, the countess, calling Boris to her,

had a talk with him, and from that time forth he ceased

to be a frequent visitor at the Rostofs'.
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CHAPTER XIV

On the thirty-first of December (O.S.), on the very
eve of the new year, 18 10, le reveillon, a ball was given

by a grandee of Catherine's time. The diplomatic

corps and the emperor had promised to be present.

The grandee's splendid mansion on the English Quay
was illuminated with countless windows, all ablaze.

At the brilliantly lighted, red-carpeted entrance stood

a guard of police, comprising not alone gendarmes, but

even the chief of police and half a score of officers.

Carriages drove away, and new ones kept taking their

places, with red-liveried lackeys, and lackeys with

plumes in their hats. From the carriages descended
men in uniforms, and men adorned with stars and
ribbons ; and, as the steps were let down with a bang,

ladies in satins and in ermine cloaks hastily and noise-

lessly went up the carpeted entrance.

Almost every time when a new equipage drove up,

a flurry of excitement ran through the crowd, and hats

were removed.
"The sovereign .-•"

.... "No, a minister." .... "Prince so

and so.".... "An ambassador."..., "But did you see his

plume .-'

"

Such were the remarks heard in the crowd. There
was one man, better dressed than the rest, and he
seemed to know who everybody was, and called by
name the famous grandees of the time.

Already a third of the guests had arrived ; but at the

Rostofs', who were also invited, hasty preparations

were still making.
In the Rostof family there had been much discussion

and excitement over this ball ; many were the appre-

hensions lest they should not get their invitation, lest

their dresses should not be ready, lest everything should
not be as it ought to be.

Marya Ignatyevna Peronskaya, an old friend and
relative of the countess, was to accompany the Ros-
tofs to the ball. She was a lean and sallow lady-in-
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waiting to the empress dowager, and took charge of

her country cousins, the Rostofs, in their entry into

Petersburg high life.

They were to call for her at ten o'clock in the even-

ing at the Tavrichesky Sad, and now it lacked only five

minutes of ten, and the ladies were not yet dressed.

This was the first great ball which Natasha had ever

attended. She had got up at eight o'clock that morn-
ing, and had been all day long in a state of the wildest

excitement and bustle. All her energies, from earliest

morning, had been expended in the effort to have all

of them— herself, Sonya, and her mamma— dressed

to perfection. Sonya and the countess trusted them-
selves entirely to her hands. The countess was to wear
a dark red or inasaka velvet gown ; the two girls white
crepe gowns with pink silk overskirts, and roses in their

corsages ; their hair was to be arranged a la grecqiie.

The most important part had been already done

:

their feet, hands, arms, necks, and ears had been
washed, perfumed, and powdered with extraordinary

care. On their feet they wore open-worked silk stock-

ings, and white satin slippers with bows. Their toilets

were almost finished. Sonya was already dressed, and
so was the countess ; but Natasha, who had been help-

ing the others, was behindhand. She was still sitting

in front of the mirror in a peignoir that covered her
slender shoulders, Sonya, already dressed, was stand-

ing in the middle of the room fastening on a last bow
with a pin that hurt her dainty fingers as she tried to

press it, squeaking, through the ribbon.
" Not that way, not that way, Sonya," cried Natasha,

turning her head suddenly, and putting her hands up to

her hair, which the. maid, who was dressing it, had not

yet had time to finish. " Don't put the bow that way,
come here !

"

Sonya sat down in front of her. Natasha pinned the

bow in a different position.
" If you please, baruishnya, I can't arrange your hair

this way," exclaimed the maid, still holding Natasha's
braids.
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" Oh, good gracious, wait then ! There, that 's the

way, Sonya !

"

" Are you almost ready ? " the countess was heard

asking. " It 's ten o'clock already."
" In a minute, in a minute. And are you all ready,

mamma ?
"

"Only have my toque to put on."
" Don't you do it without me !

" cried Natasha. " You
won't get it right !

"

" Yes, but it 's ten o'clock !

"

It had been decided upon that they should reach the

ball-room at half-past ten, and Natasha had still to

get on her gown, and they had to drive to the Tavric-

hesky Sad.

As soon as her hair was done, Natasha, in her short

petticoat, which showed her ball-slippers, and wearing

her mother's dressing-jacket, ran to Sonya and examined
her critically ; then she hurried to her mother. Bending
her head down she put the toque on it, and, giving her

gray hair a hasty kiss, she scurried back to the maids,

who were putting the last touches to her skirt.

The delay had been caused by Natasha's skirt, which
was too long ; two maids were at work on it, hastily

biting off the ends of the thread. A third, with her

mouth full of pins, was hastening from the countess to

Sonya ; and a fourth was holding up high in the air the

completed crepe gown.
" Mavrushka, hurry up, you old dove."^

"Give me the thimble, baruishnya."

"Are you almost ready?" asked the count, coming
to the door. " Here is some perfume for you. Peron-

skaya will be in a fume."
"There ! it is done !

" cried the maid, lifting up with

two fingers the completed crepe dress, and giving it a

puff and a shake, by this motion expressing her sense

of the airiness and purity of what she held.

Natasha began to put the garment on.

"In a minute, in a minute; don't come, papa," she

cried to her father, who was just opening the door. Her
^ Galubushka.
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head at that very moment was disappearing under the

cloud of crepe. Sonya closed the door. But in a

moment the count was admitted. He wore a blue

dress-coat, short clothes, and buckled shoes, and was
scented and pomaded.

" Oh ! papa, how handsome you look ! Charming !

"

cried Natasha, as she stood in the middle of the chamber
and adjusted the folds of her skirt.

" Excuse me, baruishnya, excuse me," said one of the

maids, who was on her knees pulling the skirts ; and she

shifted the pins from one side of her mouth to the other,

with a deft motion of her tongue.

"Mercy on us!" cried Sonya, with despair in her

voice, scrutinizing Natasha's dress. " Mercy on us ! it 's

too long now !

"

Natasha made a few steps so as to look into the pier-

glass. The skirt was indeed too long.
" Good gracious ! sudaruinya, it is n't too long, at all,"

said Mavrusha, crawling along on the floor after her
young mistress.

" Well, if it 's too long, then let us tack it up ; we can
do it in a second," said Dunyasha, in a decisive tone,

taking a needle from the bosom of her dress, and again

sitting on the floor, to baste up the bottom of the

skirt.

At this instant, the countess, in her toque and velvet

robe, came timidly into the room with noiseless steps.

"Oo! Oo ! my beauty!" cried the count. " You are

the best of them all !
"

....

He tried to give her a hug and a kiss, but she blushed
and pushed him away, so as not to rumple her dress.

" Mamma, your toque wants to be more to one side,"

cried Natasha. " I will pin it on," and she sprang for-

ward so quickly that the maids, who were at work on the

skirt, did not have time to let go, and a piece of the crepe

was torn.

" Good heavens ! what has happened .''.... Truly, it was
not my fault." ....

" No matter ; it won't be seen," said Dunyasha.
" O my beauty ! a real queen !

" cried the old nurse,
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looking in at the door. "And Sonyushka, too; well,

they are beauties !
" ....

By quarter-past ten, finally, all were seated in the

carriage and on their way. But they had still to stop

at the Tavrichesky Sad.

Peronskaya was all ready and waiting for them. Not-

withstanding her advanced age, and her lack of charms,

almost exactly the same thing had taken place in her

case as with the Rostofs, though, of course, with no haste

and flurry, for this was an old story with her ; but her

unbeautiful old body had been washed and scented and
powdered in just the same way, and she had been just

as scrupulous in washing behind her ears ; and just as

at the Rostofs', her ancient maid had enthusiastically

contemplated the adornment of her mistress, when,
dressed in her yellow robe with the monogram, she had
come down into the drawing-room.

Peronskaya praised the Rostofs' toilets and the Ros-
tofs extolled her taste and her toilet ; and at last, at

eleven o'clock, taking great care of their hair and their

gowns, they stowed themselves away in the carriages,

and drove off.

CHAPTER XV

Natasha, since that morning, had not had a moment's
freedom ; and not once had she taken time to think of

what was before her.

In the raw, chill atmosphere, in the narrow, dimly

lighted, swaying carriage, she, for the first time, vividly

saw in her imagination what was waiting for her there,

at the ball, in the lighted halls, — the music, the flowers,

the dances, the sovereign, all the brilliant youth of the

city. Fancy pictured it in such attractive colors, that

she could hardly believe that it was going to be real-

ized ; it was all in such vivid contrast with the impres-

sion of the chill, the narrowness, and darkness of the

carriage. She realized all that was awaiting her only

at the moment when, having passed along the red-car-
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peted entrance, she went into the vestibule and took

off her shuba, and, together with Sonya, preceded her

mother up the grand staircase lined with flowering

plants. Then only it came over her with what propri-

ety she must behave at a ball, and she tried to assume
that dignified manner which she felt to be the proper

thing for a young maiden on such an occasion.

But, fortunately for her, she was conscious that her

eyes were wandering ; she could not distinguish any-

thing clearly ; her heart was beating a hundred a min-

ute, and her pulses throbbed almost painfully. It was
impossible for her to assume any such manner, and it

would have been ridiculous in her ; and so she walked
along, trembling with excitement, and trying with all

her might to hide it ; and this was the very manner
which, more than any other, was becoming to her. Be-

hind them, and in front of them, other guests were mount-
ing the stairs, also talking in low tones, and dressed in

ball costumes. The mirrors on the landings reflected

visions of ladies in white, blue, and pink gowns, with

diamonds and pearls on their bare arms and bosoms.

Natasha glanced into the mirrors, but in the reflec-

tion she could not distinguish herself from among the

others ; all were commingled and confused in one glit-

tering procession. As they reached the door leading

into the first ball-room, an unbroken roar of voices, foot-

steps, and greetings deafened Natasha ; the lights and
brilliant toilets still more dazzled her. The host and
hostess, who had been half an hour standing near the

entrance and repeating over the same words of welcome,
" CJtarni^ de voiis voir,'' met the Rostofs and Peron-

skaya in the same way.

The two young girls, in their white gowns, each with

a single rose in her dark locks, went in and courtesied

exactly alike ; but involuntarily the hostess let her glance

rest longer on the slender little Natasha. She looked at

her and smiled on her alone with a special graciousness

;

to the others she was only the hostess. As she looked

at her, she perhaps remembered the golden days of her

girlhood, which would never more return, and her own
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first ball. The host also followed Natasha with his

glance, and asked the count which of the two was his

daughter.
'' Charmante f' said he, kissing his finger-tips.

In the great ball-room, the guests were crowded to-

gether near the entrance, awaiting the coming of the

sovereign. The countess took her place in the front

row of this group. Natasha had had her ears open, and
was conscious that several had asked who she was, and
had looked at her. She realized that she was making a

pleasant impression on those whose attention she had
attracted, and this fact somewhat calmed her agitation.

"There are some just like ourselves, and some not so

good," she thought.

Peronskaya was pointing out to the countess the most
notable personages in the ball-room.

"There! that's the Dutch ambassador, see,— that

gray-headed man," said Peronskaya, directing the coun-

tess's attention to a gentleman with abundant curly

hair, silver-white. He was surrounded by ladies, whom
he had just set to laughing by some remark.

" Ah ! and there is the tsaritsa of Petersburg, the

Countess Bezukhaya," she exclaimed, indicating Ellen,

who had just entered. " How handsome she is ! she
does not stand second even to Marya Antonovna. Just

see how young and old stare after her. She 's both hand-

some and intelligent They say Prince has gone
daft about her. And see those two, there ! They are

not pretty at all, but what a following they have !

"

She indicated a lady and her extremely plain daughter,

who were just crossing the ball-room.

"That girl is the heiress to millions," said Peron-

skaya; "and there are her suitors. That's the Coun-
tess Bezukhaya's brother, Anatol Kuragin," said she,

calling attention to a handsome young cavalryman, who
was just then passing them, holding his head very high,

and not deigning to give the ladies any recognition.
" How handsome he is ! is n't he } They say he 's going
to marry this heiress ; and your cousin, Drubetskoi, is

also after her ; they sd.v she has millions Who.-* Oh !
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that is the French ambassador himself," she replied to

the countess, who asked who Caulaincourt was. "Just
see, he is like some tsar ! And yet they are all so pleas-

ant, so very pleasant— these French. Ah! and there

she is ! After all, there is no one who can be compared
to our Marya Antonovna. And how simply she is

dressed ! Charming ! — And that stout man yonder, in

spectacles, is the universal Freemason," said she, point-

ing out Bezukhoi. " Compare him with his wife ! what
a ridiculous creature !

"

Pierre walked along, his stout form swaying, and
pushed through the throng, bowing to right and left,

carelessly and good-naturedly, as if he were making his

way through the swarms of a market-place. He passed

along, evidently in search of some one.

Natasha was glad to see Pierre's well-known face,

even if he was "a ridiculous creature," to use the words
of Peronskaya ; and she knew that it was her party, and
herself in particular, of whom Pierre was in search.

Pierre had promised that he would attend the ball and
find partners for her.

But before he reached where they stood, Pierre

stopped near a short and very handsome dark-featured

cavalryman, in a white uniform, who was standing by
the.window and conversing with a tall man with stars

and a ribbon. Natasha instantly recognized the short

young man in the white uniform : it was Bolkonsky,

who seemed to her to have grown younger, gayer, and
handsomer.

" There 's another of our acquaintance— Bolkonsky—
do you see him, mamma .-* " asked Natasha, indicating

Prince Andrei'. " Do you remember } he spent a night

with us at Otradnoye."
" Ah, indeed ! so you know him, then .-*

" asked Peron-

skaya. " I cannot endure him. // fait a present la

phiie et le beati temps l'^ There's no end to his pride.

He 's like his father. And now he 's hand in glove with

Speransky ; they are concocting all sorts of schemes.

^ " From him now we must look for our good weather or our rain; " a

French proverb, signifying his success.— Author's Note.
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See how he treats the ladies ! one just spoke to him,

and he turned his back on her ! I 'd give him a lesson

if he treated me as he did those ladies."

CHAPTER XVI

Suddenly there was a general stir : a whisper ran

through the throng, which pressed forward and then
divided again, making two rows, between which came
the sovereign, to the strains of the band which just then
began to play. He was followed by the host and hostess.

The sovereign passed along, hastily bowing to the right

and left, as if he were anxious to have done as soon
as possible with these first formalities. The musicians
played a polonaise then famous, on account of the words
which had been set to it. These words began, "A/ek-
sa7idr, Yelizavyeta, yo2i enrapture 7ts." ....

The sovereign entered the drawing-room. The throng
pushed toward the doors ; several personages, with anx-
ious faces, in great haste, rushed hither and thither.

The throng again moved away from the drawing-room
door, where the sovereign made his appearance, engaged
in conversation with the hostess. A young man, with
an expression of annoyance on his face, came along and
begged the ladies to step back. Several ladies, with
eager faces, showing absolute disregard of all the con-

ventional rules of good breeding, pushed forward, to the
imminent risk of their toilets. The gentlemen began to

select partners, and get into position for the polonaise.

Space was cleared ; and the sovereign, with a smile,

stepping out of time, passed into the ball-room, leading

the lady of the house by the hand.

They were followed by the host, with Marya Anto-
novna Naruishkina ; then ambassadors, ministers, and
various generals, whom Peronskaya indefatigably called

by name.
More than half of the ladies had partners, and were

already dancing or beginning to dance the polonaise.

Natasha felt that she and Sonya, as well as her mother,
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were neglected with that minority of ladies who lined

the walls, and were not invited to take part in the po-

lonaise. She stood with her slender arms hanging by

her sides ; with her maidenly bosom, as yet scarcely de-

fined, regularly rising and falling with long inspirations;

and she looked straight ahead with brilliant eyes full of

alarm, indicating that she was ready for the greatest

enjoyment or the greatest disappointment.

She was not interested now in the sovereign, or in any
of those distinguished personages whom Peronskaya was
calling their attention to ; she had only one thought,—

" Is n't any one coming to invite me .'' Can it be that

I am not going to be taken out for the first dance ?

Won't any of those men notice me ?— of those men who
now do not seem to see me ; or, if they see me, look at

me as much as to say, 'Oh, she's nothing,— she's

nothing to look at
!

' No, it cannot be !
" said she to

herself. "They must know how I am longing to dance,

and how splendidly I dance, and how much they would
enjoy it if they danced with me!

"

The strains of the polonaise, which had now lasted

some little time, began to have a melancholy cadence in

Natasha's ears,— as if connected with sad memories.
She felt like having a good cry. Peronskaya had left

them ; the count was at the other end of the ball-room

;

she and Sonya and the countess were as much alone, in

this throng of strangers, as if they were in the woods
;

no one took any interest in them, or looked out for them.

Prince Andrei passed them with a lady on his arm,

and evidently did not recollect them. The handsome
Anatol, smiling, said something to the lady with whom
he was promenading, and looked into Natasha's face as

one looks at a wall. Twice Boris passed them, and each

time turned his head away. Berg and his wife, who were
not dancing, joined them.

Natasha felt mortified to death at this family gather-

ing, there, at the ball ; as if they had no other place for

family confidences than in a ball-room. She did not look

at Viera, or listen to what she had to say about her

emerald-green dress.
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At last the sovereign sat down near his last partner—
he had danced with three— and the music ceased. An
officious aide bustled up to the Rostofs, begging them to

move back a little more, and this although they almost
touched the wall ; and then from the gallery was heard
the rhythmical, smooth, and enticing sounds of the
waltz.

The sovereign, with a smile, glanced down the ball-

room. A moment passed, and no one had as yet begun.
The aide, who acted as master of ceremonies, approached
the Countess Bezukhaya, and asked her to dance. She
accepted with a smile, and then, without looking at him,

laid her hand on his shoulder. The aide, who was a mas-
ter of his business, calmly, deliberately, and with all self-

confidence, placing his arm firmly about her waist, at

first started off with her in the glissade around the edge
of the circle ; then, when they reached the end of the

ball-room, he took her right hand with his left, turned
her around, and, while the sounds of the waltz grew more
and more rapid, the clicking of the aide's spurs could

be heard, as his agile and skilful feet beat the time of

the rhythm ; while on the third beat, at every turn, his

partner's velvet dress floated out and seemed to fly.

Natasha gazed at them, and was ready to weep that it

was not she herself who was leading this first waltz.

Prince Andrei, in the white uniform of a colonel of

cavalry, in silk stockings and shoe-buckles, stood, full of

life and radiant with happiness, in the front row of the

circle, not far from the Rostofs. Baron Firhof was talk-

ing to him about the first meeting of the Imperial Coun-
cil, which had been appointed for the next day. Prince

Andrei, as an intimate friend of Speransky, and one who
had shared in the labors of the Legislative Committee,
might be able to give authentic information in regard to

the approaching session, concerning which there were
various rumors. But Prince Andrei' was not listening to

what Firhof was saying, and looked now at the sovereign,

and now at the various gentlemen who were all ready to

dance, but had not the necessary courage to take the

floor.
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Prince Andrei was observing these gentlemen, who
showed such timidity in the presence of their sovereign,

and the ladies, whose hearts were sinking within them
with desire to be invited.

Pierre came up to Prince Andrei and took him by the

arm.
" You are always ready for a dance. My prot^gie, the

little Rostova, is here ; do invite her !
" said he.

"Where.'*" asked Bolkonsky. "I beg your pardon,"

he added, turning to the baron. " We will finish this

conversation at another time ; but at balls it is our duty
to dance."

He went in the direction indicated by Pierre. Na-
tasha's despairing, melancholy face attracted Prince

Andrei's attention. He recognized her, and divined her

feeling ; and, realizing that she was just " coming out,"

and remembering her conversation, he went with a

beaming countenance up to the Countess Rostova.
" Allow me to make you acquainted with my daugh-

ter," said the countess, with a blush.
" I have had the pleasure of meeting her before, but

perhaps the countess does not remember me," said

Prince Andrei, with a low and respectful bow, entirely

belying Peronskaya's spiteful observation about his rude-

ness. Approaching Natasha, he started to put his arm
around her waist, even before he had actually invited

her to dance with him. Then he proposed that they
should take a turn of the waltz. Natasha's face, with
its melancholy expression, ready to sink to despair or

become radiant, was suddenly lighted up with a happy,

childlike smile of gratitude.
' I had been waiting long for you,' this timid and

radiant young maiden seemed to say, by this smile flash-

ing out from under the tears that had been almost ready

to start, as she put her hand on Prince Andrei's shoul-

der. They were the second couple that ventured out

upon the floor. Prince Andrei was one of the best

dancers of his time. Natasha danced exquisitely; her

dainty little feet, shod in her satin slippers, performed
their duty with perfect ease and agility, independently
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of her volition ; and her face beamed with triumphant

delight.

Her bare neck and arms were thin and far from pretty,

compared with Ellen's charms. Her shoulders were
slim, her figure undeveloped, her arms slender ; but

Ellen seemed to be already covered with an enamel left

by the thousand glances that had glided over her form,

while Natasha seemed like a maiden who for the first

time appeared in a low-necked gown, and would feel

very much mortified if she were not assured that it was
the proper thing.

Prince Andrei liked to dance, and, as he wanted to

escape as soon as possible from the political and intellec-

tual remarks with which all approached him, and to

break up, as soon as possible, that tiresome circle of

people abashed by the presence of the sovereign,—
he was ready to dance ; and he chose Natasha because

Pierre had suggested her, and because she happened to

be the first among all the pretty women who attracted

his attention. But as soon as he clasped her slender,

supple form, and she began to move so close to him,

and smiled up into his face, the wine of her fascination

mounted to his head ; he felt a renewed energy and
fresh life when, having released her, he stopped and be-

gan to look at the other dancers.

CHAPTER XVn

Following Prince Andrei's example, Boris came and
invited Natasha to dance with him ; also the master of

ceremonies, who had opened the ball, and several other

young men ; and Natasha, turning her superfluity of

partners over to Sonya, flushed and happy, did not miss

a single dance throughout the rest of the evening.

She had eyes for nothing else, and she did not notice

what had attracted the attention of every one else at the

ball. She did not once remark how the emperor had a

long conversation with the French ambassador ; or how
he showed signal favor to a certain lady who was pres-
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ent ; or how Prince So-and-So and So-and-So said and
did this, that, and the other thing ; or how Ellen en-

joyed a brilliant success and attracted the special atten-

tion of such and such a person : she did not even see

the sovereign, and only noticed that he had withdrawn
by the fact that, after his departure, the ball became
livelier than ever.

Just before supper, Prince Andrei danced one of the

jolliest of cotillions with Natasha. He reminded her of

their first meeting on the Otradnoye driveway, and how
she could not go to sleep that moonlight night, and how
he had involuntarily overheard what she said. Natasha
blushed at this reminiscence, and tried to excuse herself,

as if there were something of which she ought to be
ashamed in the consciousness that Prince Andrei had
accidentally overheard her.

Prince Andrei, like all men who had grown up in so-

ciety, liked to meet any one that was free from the

stereotyped imprint of fashionable high life ; and such a

person was Natasha, with her admiration, her enjoyment,
and her modesty, and even her mistakes in speaking

French.
He treated. her, and spoke to her, with a peculiar deli-

cacy and affectionate courtesy. As he sat next to her,

talking on the simplest and most insignificant topics,

Prince Andrei admired the merry gleam in her eyes, and
her smile, answering not to what was said to her so

much as to her inward happiness. If, by chance, Na-
tasha was invited to dance, and got up with a smile, and
went dancing across the room. Prince Andrei found
especial delight in watching her fawn-like grace. In

the midst of the cotillion, Natasha, having just danced
out one figure, came back to her place, still panting. A
new partner again invited her out. She was tired and
out of breath, and evidently at first inclined to refuse

;

but instantly placed her hand on the cavalier's shoulder,

and gave Prince Andrei a smile.

' I should like very much to get my breath, and sit with

you,— I am tired, — but you see how I am in demand
;

and that pleases me, and I am happy, and I love you all,
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and you and I understand it all
;

' this, and much more
besides, this smile of hers seemed to say. When her

partner released her, Natasha glided across the room to

choose two ladies for the figure.

"If she speaks to her cousin first, and then to the

other lady, she will be my wife !
" said Prince Andrei,

unexpectedly even to himself, as he looked at her.

She zvent to her cousin first

!

"What nonsense sometimes enters one's head!" said

Prince Andrei to himself. " But it is quite evident that

this maiden is so sweet, and so unlike anybody else, that

she won't be kept dancing here for a month ; she '11 be
engaged or married There 's no one like her here!"

he thought, as Natasha, smoothing out the crumpled
petals of a rose in her corsage, came back and resumed
her place next him.

At the end of the cotilHon the old count, in his blue

coat, came up to the dancers. He invited Prince Andref
to call and see them, and he asked his daughter if she
had been having a good time. Natasha at first did not

reply, except by a smile which had a sort of reproach

in it, as much as to say, ' How can you ask such a

question .''

'

"The jolliest time I ever had in my life," said she;
and Prince Andrei noticed how she made a quick mo-
tion to raise her slender arms, as if to embrace her
father, and instantly dropped them again. Natasha was
happier than she had ever been in her life before ; she

had reached that' lofty height of bliss, when a person

becomes perfectly good and lovely, and cannot believe

in the existence or the possibility of wickedness, unhap-
piness, and sorrow.

Pierre, at this ball, for the first time had a realizing

sense of the humiliating position in which he was placed

by the status occupied by his wife in court society. He
was morose and absent-minded. A deep frown fur-

rowed his brow ; and, as he stood by the window, he
glared through his spectacles, and yet saw nothing.

Natasha, as she went down to supper, passed by him
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His gloomy, unhappy face struck her. She paused in

front of him ; she felt a desire to help him, to share with

him the superfluity of her own happiness.
" How jolly it is, count," said she. " Is n't it ?

"

Pierre gave her a distracted smile, evidently not

understanding what she said.

" Yes, I am very glad," he replied. •

"How can any one be dissatisfied with anything?"
wondered Natasha, " Especially such a good fellow as

that Bezukhoi."
In Natasha's eyes, all who were at the ball were alike

good, sweet, lovely men, full of affection toward one
another ; hatred was out of the question, and therefore

all ought to be happy.

CHAPTER XVIII

On the next day Prince Andrei remembered the ball of

the evening before, but it soon passed out of his mind.

"Yes, it was a very brilliant ball ; and besides.... yes,

the little Rostof girl was very captivating. There 's

something peculiarly fresh about her, very original and
un-Petersburg-like !

"

That was the extent of the thought that he gave to

the ball ; and, after he had drunk his tea, he sat down
to his labors. But, either because of his weariness, or

his sleepless night, the day was unpropitious for work
and he could not accomplish anything ; he kept finding

fault with his own work, as was often the case with him,

and he was glad when word was brought that some one
had come to see him.

The visitor was Bitsky, who had served on various

committees, and frequented all the different cliques of

Petersburg society. He was a zealous supporter of the
hew ideas and of Speransky, and was an indefatigable

gossip-monger: one of those men who follow the fashion

in their opinions as in their clothes, and who, for that

very reason, are regarded as the most eager partisans of

the latest doctrines.

Scarcely giving himself time to remove his hat, he

I
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rushed eagerly into Prince Andrei's room, and, on the

instant, rattled off into a stream of talk. He had only

just learned the details of the session of the Imperial

Council, that had taken place that morning, opened by
the sovereign in person, and he began to tell about it

with enthusiasm. The sovereign's speech had been ex-

traordinary; it was such a speech as only a constitutional

monarch could have uttered.
" The emperor said, in so many word.s, that the coun-

cil and the senate were now the members of the govern-

ment : he declared that the administration should have

its basis, not on arbitrary will, but on firm principles.

The sovereign declared that the finances should be re-

organized, and the budgets made public," said Bitsky,

laying a special emphasis on the important words, and

opening his eyes significantly. " Yes, the event of to-

day marks an era, a magnificent era, in our history," he

said in conclusion.

Prince Andrei listened to the story of the opening of

the Imperial Council, which he had been looking for-

ward to with so much impatience, and to which he attrib-

uted so much importance ; and he was amazed that

this event, now that it was really accomplished, not

only did not stir him, but even seemed to him worse

than idle. He listened to Bitsky's enthusiastic account

with quiet irony. The most obvious thought that came
into his head was, " What concern is it to me or to

Bitsky,— indeed, what concern is it of ours,— what the

sovereign deigned to say in the council .-' Can it make
me any happier, or any better .''

"

And this obvious criticism suddenly destroyed for

Prince Andrei all the interest that he had formerly

taken in the reforms.

Prince Andrei had been invited to dine that day at

Speransky's, '' en petit comite^' as he himself expressed

it when he gave him the invitation.

The idea of this dinner, in the intimate and home
circle of a man for whom he felt such an admiration, had
before this been exceedingly attractive to Prince Andrei,

the more from the fact that hitherto he had' never seen
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Speransky in his family life ; but now he lost all desire

to go.

At the hour set for the dinner, however, Prince

Andrei reached Speransky's own small house, near the

Tavrichesky Sad. Prince Andrei', a little late, was
shown into the parquetry-floored dining-room of the

modest little residence, — distinguished for its extraor-

dinary, its rather monastic, primness, — where all the

gentlemen constituting Speransky's petit coniite, being

his most intimate friends, had promptly assembled at

five o'clock. There were no ladies present, except

Speransky's young daughter, who had a long face just

like her father's, and her governess. The guests were
Gervais, Magnitsky, and Stoluipin.

Even while Prince Andrei was in the anteroom, he
heard loud voices, and a clear, precise ha-ha-ha : a laugh

like that affected by actors on the stage. Some one,

whose voice sounded like Speransky's, rang out dis-

tinctly : ha-ha-ha. Prince Andrei had never heard

Speransky laugh heartily, and the clear, ringing laugh
of the great statesman struck him strangely.

Prince Andrei went into the dining-room. All the

company were standing between two windows, around
a small table, spread with the zakuska. Speransky, in

a gray coat, with a star, and wearing the same immacu-
late white waistcoat and high white stock in which he
had appeared at the memorable meeting of the Imperial

Council, stood at the table, his face beaming with pleas-

ure. The gentlemen formed a circle around him. Mag-
nitsky, addressing Mikhail Mikhailovitch, was relating

an anecdote. Speransky listened, and began to laugh
even before Magnitsky reached the point of his story.

At the moment Prince Andrei entered the room, Mag-
nitsky's words were drowned in another roar of merri-

ment : Stoluipin's deep voice rang out, as he nibbled a

morsel of bread and cheese ; Gervais bubbled over with

tinkling laughter ; and above all rang out Speransky's
loud, deliberate ha-ha-ha.

Speransky, still laughing, gave his soft white hand to

Prince Andrei.
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" Very glad to see you, prince," said he. " One min-

ute,".... said he, turning to Magnitsky, and interrupting

the story he was telHng. " We have an agreement to-

day : dinner is for recreation, and not a word about
business."

And again he turned to the narrator, and again broke
out into laughter.

Prince Andrei', with surprise and sorrowful disillusion-

ment, listened to his guffawing, and gazed at the hilari-

ous Speransky. It seemed to Prince Andref that it

was not Speransky, but another man. All the mystery
and charm that he had hitherto discovered in Speran-
sky suddenly seemed commonplace and repulsive.

The conversation at the table did not flag for a

moment, and seemed to consist of little more than a

string of ludicrous stories. Magnitsky had scarcely

time to cap the climax of his story, when some one else

manifested his readiness to tell something that was
even funnier. The anecdotes were for the most part,

if not exactly confined to the world of officialdom, at

least related to the individuals in the service. It

seemed as if, in this gathering, the insignificance of

such characters was so thoroughly taken for granted,

that the only way in which it was worth while to speak
of them was to cover them with good-natured ridi-

cule.

Speransky related how at the council meeting that

morning, one of the statesmen, who happened to be
deaf, on being asked his opinion, replied that he was
entirely agreeable. Gervais related a long incident in

connection with the census, wherein remarkable stupid-

ity had been shown by all persons concerned. Stoluipin,

who had an impediment in his speech, joined the con-

versation, and began with some heat to speak of the

abuses of the former order of things ; but, as this threat-

ened to give a too serious character to the talk, Magnit-
sky chaffed him on his earnestness. Gervais made a

pun, and again the talk assumed its former hilarious

character.

Evidently Speransky, after his labors, liked recreation,
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liked to divert himself with a gay circle of friends ; and

all his guests, knowing this characteristic of his, did

their best to make him enjoy himself, and at the same
time to enjoy themselves. But this gayety seemed to

Prince Andrei forced, and the opposite of gay. The
ringing tones of Speransky's voice impressed him un-

pleasantly, and his incessant laughter had a false ring

to it which strangely wounded his sensibilities. Prince

Andrei could not laugh, and he was afraid that he should

appear like a killjoy in the company. But no one
noticed that he did not participate in the general mer-
riment. All of them, it seemed, were extremely gay.

He tried several times to put in his word ; but each

time it was tossed back, as it were, like a cork tossed

out of the water, and he could not jest like the others.

There was nothing wrong or ill-judged in what they
said ; wit and sense were displayed, and it ought to have
been really worth laughing at, but something, the very

thing that constitutes the salt of gayety, was lacking
;

but, worse than all, they did not seem to realize that

it was.

After dinner, Speransky's little daughter, with her

guvernantka, withdrew. Speransky caressed the little

girl with his white hand, and kissed her. Even this

action seemed to Prince Andrei' full of affectation.

The gentlemen, after the English fashion, remained
sitting at table over their port wine. The conversation

had turned on Napoleon's management of affairs in

Spain, and all were of one and the same mind in

their approbation of it ; but Prince Andrei took it on
him to disagree with them. Speransky smiled, and,

evidently wishing to change the subject, told a story

which was totally irrelevant. Then silence ensued for

several moments.
Before they left the table, Speransky recorked a bottle

in which a little wine was left, and saying, " Good wine
is expensive these days," ^ handed it to the servant, and
got up.

All arose, and, still talking noisily, passed into the

1 " Good wine goes in fine hoots," a variant of a Russian proverb.
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drawing-room. Speransky was handed two envelops
brought by a courier. He took them and went into

his private room. As soon as he had left, the general
gayety subsided, and the guests began to talk together
in subdued tones on matters of real interest.

" Well, then, now for a recitation !
" exclaimed Speran-

sky, coming back from his private room. " Wonderful
talent," he said, addressing Prince Andre'i. Magnitsky
immediately assumed- an attitude, and began to recite

some satirical verses which he had written in French
on certain well-known personages in Petersburg, and
several times he was interrupted by applause. At the
end of this recitation, Prince Andrei' went to Speransky
to take leave.

"Where must you be going so early .-"
" asked Speran-

sky.
" I promised to spend the evening ....

"

All were silent. Prince Andrei looked into Speransky's
mirror-like and impenetrable eyes, and it seemed to him
ridiculous that he had ever expected anything great from
this Speransky, or of the work that he had undertaken
to perform, or how he could ever have attributed any
importance to what Speransky was doing. It was long
before that dry, measured laugh of his ceased to ring in

his ears, even after he had taken his leave of Speransky.
On his return home. Prince Andrei began to live over

his life in Petersburg during the four months past, as if

it were something new. He recalled his labors, his

rounds of solicitation, the history of his project of the

military code — which had been brought to notice, and
then quietly laid on the table, for the sole reason that

another one of very wretched character had already been
compiled and placed before the sovereign ; he recalled

the meetings of his committee, of which Berg was a

member ; he recalled how strenuously and at what length

everything that touched upon the outside forms and pro-

ceedings of their meetings had been discussed, and how
careful they had been to avoid everything that reached
the essence of the matter ; he recalled his judicial labors,

and what pains he had taken to translate articles on the
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Roman and French course of procedure into Russian

;

and he grew ashamed of himself.

Then his imagination vividly brought up before his

mind his estate of Bogucharovo, his projects in the

country, his journey to Riazan ; he recalled his muzhiks,
and their head man, Dron, and he applied to them his

theory of the individual rights which he had so carefully

elaborated into' paragraphs ; and he was amazed at him-
self that he could have wasted so much time in such idle

work.

CHAPTER XIX

On the following day Prince Andrei went to make
calls at several houses where he had not been as yet,

and in the number at the Rostofs', whose acquaintance

he had renewed at the last ball. Not only was he re-

quired by the laws of politeness to call at the Rostofs',

but he also had a strong desire to see in her own home
this original and lively young girl, of whom he had such

pleasant recollections.

Natasha was the first who came down to see him.

She wore a simple blue morning-dress, and it seemed to

Prince Andrei that it was even more becoming to her

than the one she had worn at the ball. She and the

rest of the family received Prince Andrei" simply and
hospitably, as an old friend. The whole family, which
he had at first been inclined to criticize severely, now
seemed to him charming, simple-hearted, and cordial

people. The old count showed such genuine and un-

bounded hospitality, and his good nature was so con-

tagious, especially there in Petersburg, that Prince

Andreif could not with good grace refuse his invitation

to dinner.
" Ye.s, they are excellent people," said Bolkonsky to

himself. " Of course they cannot appreciate what a

treasure they possess in Natasha ; but they are good,

kindly people, and they make a most admirable back-

ground against which to bring out all the charm of this
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wonderfully poetical young girl, so overflowing with

vivacity."

Prince Andrei felt that in Natasha existed a peculiar

and unknown world, full of unrealized delights,— that

unknown world of which he had caught the first glimpse

as he drove through the Otradnoye avenue, and then

again at the window that moonlight night, when he had
been so stirred by it. Now this world no longer excited

his curiosity, no longer was it a strange world ; but, as

he entered into it, he realized that new delight was
awaiting him.

After dinner, Natasha, at the count's request, went to

the clavichord and began to sing. Prince Andrei stood

by the window and listened, occasionally exchanging
words with the other ladies. In the middle of a phrase

Prince Andrei stopped talking, and, to his amazement,
found that he was choked with tears, a thing which he
would not have believed possible for him. He looked

at Natasha as she sang, and a new and joyous feeling

arose in his heart. He was happy, and at the same
time melancholy. He had really nothing to weep about,

but he was ready to burst into tears. For what .-' his

former love .-^ .... For the little princess .-*.... For his dis-

appointed illusions .?.... For his hopes of the future .-•....

Yes and no ! The chief reason that he felt like weeping
was the sudden awakening to that strange and vivid

contradiction between the boundlessly immense and
infinite that existed in him, and the narrow and limited

world to which he felt that he himself, and even she,

belonged.

This contrast tormented and rejoiced him while she
was singing.

As soon as Natasha finished her song, she went to

him and asked him frankly how he liked her voice. She
asked the question, and was overwhelmed with confusion

the moment she had spoken, realizing, when it was too

late, that she ought not to have asked it. He smiled as

he looked at her, and replied that he liked her singing

just as he liked everything else that she did.

It was late that evening before Prince AndreY left the



78 WAR AND PEACE

Rostofs'. He went to bed as usual, but soon found that

he had a sleepless night before him. Relighting his

candle, he sat up in bed a little while ; then he got up

;

then he lay down again ; still, he was not in the least

oppressed by this sleeplessness ; his soul was so full of

new and joyful sensations, that it seemed to him as if

he had just emerged from a sultry chamber into God's
free world. Nor did it once occur to him that he was
in love with the young Countess Rostova ; he did not

think of her, he only imagined her himself ; and the

consequence of this was that all his whole life presented
itself to him in a new light.

" Why am I struggling, why am I toiling and moiling
in this narrow, petty environment, when life, all of life,

with all its pleasures, is open before me ? " he asked
himself.

And for the first time for long months, he began to

devise cheerful plans for the future. He decided that

it was his duty to undertake personally the education of

his son, to find him an instructor, and put him into his

hands ; then he would quit the service and travel abroad,

and see England, Switzerland, and Italy.

"I must make the most of my freedom, since I feel

myself so overflowing with strength and energy," said

he to himself. " Pierre was right in saying that one
ought to believe in the possibility of happiness, and now
I believe it is so. Let the dead bury their dead ; but,

while we are alive, let us live," he thought.

CHAPTER XX

One morning, Colonel Adolph Berg, with whom
Pierre was acquainted, just as he was acquainted with

every one in Petersburg and Moscow, came to see him.

He was dressed in an immaculate and brand-new uni-

form, with little pomaded love-locks curling round over

his temples, just as the sovereign wore them.
" I have just come from calling on the countess, your

wife, and I was so unfortunate in not being able to have
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my request granted ! I hope, count, that I shall be
more successful with you," said he, with a smile.

" What would you like, colonel ? I am at your
service."

" I am now quite completely settled in my new rooms,

count," pursued Berg, evidently convinced in his own
mind that this communication could not fail to be an
agreeable piece of news. "And, consequentl}^ I wanted
to have a little reception for my friends and my wife's."

He smiled more effusively than ever. " I wanted to

ask the countess and yourself to do me the honor to

come and take a cup of tea with us, and— and have
supper."

Only the Countess Elena Vasilyevna, who considered

the society of such people as the Bergs beneath her,

could have had the heart to refuse such an invitation.

Berg explained so clearly why he desired to gather

around him a small and select company, and why it

would be pleasant to him, and why he grudged money
spent on cards, and other disreputable occupations, but

was willing to go to large outlay in entertaining good
company, that Pierre could not think of refusing, and
agreed to be present.

" Only don't come late, count, if I may be so bold as

to beg of you ; at ten minutes to eight, I beg of you.

We will have cards ; our general will come, — he is very

good to me. We will have a good supper, count. So
please do me the favor."

Contrary to his usual habit of being late, Pierre that

evening reached the Bergs' at quarter to eight, five

minutes before the appointed time.

The Bergs, having made every provision for the re-

ception, were all ready and waiting for their guests to

come.
Berg and his wife were sitting together in their

library, all new and bright, and well provided with

statuary and paintings and new furniture. Berg, in a

nice new uniform, tightly buttoned' up, was sitting near

his wife, explaining to her that it was always possible

and proper to have acquaintances among people of high
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station, that being the only real advantage in having

friends. " You can always find something to imitate,

and can ask any sort of advdce. You see, that 's the way
I have done ever since I was first promoted." — Berg
did not reckon his life according to his years, but ac-

cording to the various steps of promotion. — " My com-
rades are still of no account, but, at the first vacancy,

I shall be made regimental commander ; and then, I

have the happiness of being your husband." He got

up and kissed Viera's hand, but, before he did so, he
straightened out the corner of a rug that was turned up.

" And how have I accomplished all this ? Principally, by
exercising a choice in my acquaintances. Of course,

though, one has to be straightforward and punctual."

Berg smiled with the consciousness of his superior-

ity over a weak woman, and relapsed into silence, saying

to himself that his wife, lovely as she was, was, neverthe-

less, a feeble woman, unable to appreciate the full sig-

nificance of the dignity of being a man— ci/i Maim zu
sein !

Viera, at the same time, smiled with a similar con-

sciousness of her superiority over her good, worthy
spouse ; who, nevertheless, like the rest of his sex, was
quite mistaken, she thought, in his understanding of the

meaning of life.

Berg, judging by his wife, considered that all women
were weak and unintellectual. Viera, judging by her

husband alone, and making wider generalizations, sup-

posed that all men considered no one but themselves

wise, and at the same time had no real understanding,

and were haughty and egotistical.

Berg got up, and, embracing his wife carefully,— so

as not to rumple her lace pelerine, for which he had paid

a high price,— kissed her on the center of the lips.

"There is one thing, — we must not begin to have
children too soon," said he, by an unconscious correla-

tion of ideas.
" Yes," replied Viera. " That 's exactly what I do

not want. We must live for society."
" The Princess Yusupovaya has one exactly like this,"
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said Berg, laying his finger on tlie lace pelerine, with

his honest, happy smile.

At this time Count Bezukhoi was announced. The
young couple exchanged congratulatory glances, each
appropriating the honor of this visit.

" This is what comes of understanding how to form
acquaintances," said Berg. "This comes of having

tact
!

"

" Now, I beg of you, don't interrupt me when I am
talking with guests," said Viera. " Because I know
how to receive each one, and what to talk to them
about."

Berg also smiled.

"Of course; but sometimes, among men, there must
be conversation for men," said he.

Pierre was shown into the new drawing-room, where
one could not possibly take a seat without destroying

the symmetry, neatness, and order that reigned there
;

and, consequently, it was perfectly comprehensible and
not to be wondered at that it required much magna-
nimity of Berg to allow this symmetry of chair or sofa

to be disturbed for his beloved guest ; or that, by reason

of finding himself in a state of painful irresolution in

regard to it, he should have allowed his guest to solve

the problem in his own way. Pierre, accordingly,

broke into the symmetry by pushing out a chair ; and
immediately after, Berg and Viera began their reception

and began to talk, each interrupting the other, and
trying to entertain their guest.

Viera, deciding in her own mind that Pierre would
naturally be interested in the French embassy, immedi-
ately began to talk about it. Berg, deciding that a

more virile subject must be chosen, broke into his wife's

discourse by raising a question in regard to the war
with Austria ; and found himself involuntarily digress-

ing from the abstract topic to various concrete pro-

posals which had been laid before him in regard to

taking part in the Austrian campaign, and the reasons
which had led him to decline them.

Although the conversation was desultory, and Viera
VOL. III. — 6
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was indignant that this masculine element should have
been introduced, both husband and wife had a feeling

of satisfaction that, though as yet there was only one
guest, still the evening had begun auspiciously, and
that their reception was going to be like every other

reception — with talk, tea, and brightly lighted candles
— as like, in fact, as two drops of water.

Shortly after, Boris appeared, he having been Berg's

former comrade. He treated Berg and Viera with

a shade of superiority and condescension. Boris was
followed by a colonel and his lady, then Berg's own
general, then the Rostofs ; and the reception by this

time, without a shadow of a doubt, began to resemble
all other receptions.

Berg and Viera could not refrain from a blissful smile

at the sight of this stir in the drawing-room, at the

clatter of disconnected snatches of conversation, at the

rustle of silken gowns, and the greetings.

Everything was just as it would be everywhere else
;

especially so was the general, who could not find enough
to say in praise of Berg's apartments, and patted him
on the shoulder, and with fatherly authority arranged

the disposition of the tables for Boston. The general

then set down next Count Ilya Andreyitch, as being,

next to himself, the guest of the greatest importance.

The old people gathered in groups by themselves, the

young people by themselves ; the hostess took her

place at the tea-table, which was laid out with exactly

the same kind of macaroons, in a silver cake-basket,

as the Panins had had at their reception ; in fact, every-

thing was exactly the same as at all receptions.

CHAPTER XXI

Pierre, as one of the most distinguished guests of

the evening, naturally had to play Boston in the set

with Count Ilya Andreyitch, the general, and the

colonel. It happened that his place at the table
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brought him opposite Natasha, and he could not help
being struck by the strange change that had come over
her since the evening of the ball. She spoke scarcely

a word, and was not so pretty as she had been at the
ball ; indeed, she would have looked plain, if it had not
been for her sweet expression of resignation.

" What is the matter with her ? " Pierre wondered, as

he looked at her. She was sitting next her sister at the
tea-table, and, with an air of utter indifference and with-

out even looking at him, answered some remark that Boris
had made to her. Having played out a whole suit, and
taken five tricks, greatly to his partner's satisfaction,

Pierre, as he gathered up his cards, was again led to

look at her, by hearing complimentary greetings, and
then the steps of some one entering the room.

" What has happened to her .?
" he asked himself, with

even more wonder than before.

Prince Andrei', with an expression of protecting af-

fection, was now standing in front of her, and saying
something to her. She had lifted her head, and was
gazing at him with flushed cheeks, and apparently
striving to restrain her rapid breathing. And the brill-

iant light of a strange inner fire, till then suppressed,
again flashed up in her. She was wholly transfigured

:

instead of being plain, she was as radiantly beautiful as

she had been at the ball.

Prince Andrei came toward Pierre, and Pierre noticed
a new and youthful expression in his friend's face.

Pierre changed his seat several times during the game,
sometimes being before Natasha, and sometimes behind

;

but, during all the time of the six "rubbers," he kept
watching her and his friend.

"There is something very serious going on between
them," said Pierre to himself ; and a feeling of mingled
joy and sadness stirred him, and made him forget his

own grief.

After the sixth rubber the general got up, declaring
that it was an impossibility to play in such a way, and
Pierre regained his freedom. Natasha, on one side, was
talking with Sonya and Boris ; Viera, with a slight smile
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on her face, was talking to Prince Andrei' about some-

thing or other.

Pierre joined his friend, and, asking what secret they

were discussing together, took a seat near them. Viera,

having noticed Prince Andrei's attention to Natasha,

had decided that that evening, that very evening, it was
an unavoidable necessity for her to drop some shrewd
insinuations in regard to the feelings ; and so she took

advantage of a moment when Prince AndreT was alone

to begin a talk about the sensibilities in general, and
about her sister in particular. With such a clever man
as she knew Prince Andrei to be, she knew she must
here use her diplomatic arts.

When Pierre joined them, he noticed that Viera was
talking with great eloquence and self-satisfaction, while

Prince Andrei' seemed rather confused,— which was a

rare thing with him.

"What is your opinion?" asked Viera, with her

slight smile. " You have such keen insight, prince, and
are so quick to read people's characters : what do you
think of Natalie.'' Would she be likely to be constant

in her attachments .'' would she be like other women,"
— Viera had herself in mind, — "and love a man once,

and remain forever faithful to him ? That is what I call

genuine love. What do you think, prince ?
"

" I have too slight an acquaintance with your sister,"

replied Prince Andrei, with a satirical smile, under which
he tried to hide his confusion, "to decide such a delicate

question ; and then, I have noticed that the less attrac-

tive a woman is, the more likely she is to be constant,"

he added, and looked at Pierre, who had just at that

instant joined them.

"Yes, that is true, prince; in our days," pursued
Viera, — speaking of " our days " in a way affected by
narrow-minded people who labor under the delusion that

they are the only ones to discover and appreciate the

peculiarities of their time, and that the human nature

changes with the changing years, — "young girls have

so much freedom, that the pleasure of being wQoed —
leplaisir d 'etrc courtisce— often stifles their true feelings.
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And Natalie, it must be confessed, is very susceptible

^o it."

This reference to Natasha again caused Prince Andrei
to scowl disagreeably ; he was about to rise, but Viera
proceeded with a still more subtle smile :

—
*' I think no one has ever been more coiirtisie than she

has," said Viera. " But no one had ever really seriously

succeeded in pleasing her, until very recently. You must
know, count," said she, addressing Pierre, " even our dear
Cousin Boris has, between ourselves, gone very, very far

into the land of sentiment. "
....

Prince Andrei, still scowling, said nothing.
" You and Boris are friends, are you not ? " asked

Viera.
" Yes, I know him." ....

" I suppose he has told you about his boyish love for

Natasha }

"

" Ah ! so it was a boyish love, was it .? " suddenly
asked Prince Andrei, unexpectedly reddening.

" Yes ! You know sometimes this intimacy between
cousins leads to love ; cousinhood is a risky neighbor-
hood ! that 's true, is n't it .''

"

"Oh, yes, without doubt," said Prince Andrei'; and
suddenly, becoming unnaturally excited, he began to

rally Pierre on his duty to be on his guard against any
intimacy with his fifty-year-old cousins in Moscow ; and
then, right in the midst of his jesting talk, he got up,

and, taking Pierre by the arm, drew him aside.

" Well ! what is it ? " asked Pierre, amazed at his

friend's strange excitement, and remarking the look

which, as he got up, he threw in Natasha's direction.

"I must, I really must, have a talk with you," said

Prince Andrei. "You know our gloves,"— he referred

to the Masonic gloves, which a newly initiated brother

was to present to the lady of his love. " I .... but no....

I will talk with you about it by and by." And, with
a strange light in his eyes, and a restlessness in his

motions. Prince Andrei crossed over to Natasha and
sat down. Pierre saw how he asked her some question,

and h'ow she blushed as she answered him.
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But just at that moment Berg came up to Pierre and
urged him to take part in a discussion between the

general and the colonel, on Spanish affairs.

Berg was satisfied and happy. Not once did the

smile of pleasure fade from his face. The reception

had been a success, and exactly like other receptions

which he had attended. The parallelism was complete.

The nice little gossipy chats among the ladies ; the

cards, and the general raising his voice over the game

;

the samovar and the macaroons ! One thing only was
lacking, which he had always seen at receptions, and
which he wished to imitate : that was a loud conversa-

tion between the men, and a discussion over some grave
and momentous question. The general had begun this

conversation, and now Berg carried Pierre off to take
part in it.

CHAPTER XXII

The next day, Prince Andrei went to the Rostofs' to

dinner, in accordance with Count Ilya Andreyitch's
invitation, and spent the \yhole evening there.

All in the house had an inkling of the reason of Prince

Andrei's visits, and he made no secret of it, but tried to

be in Natasha's company all the time.

Not only Natasha, in her heart of hearts frightened

and yet blissful and full of enthusiasm, but all the house-

hold also, felt a sort of awe, in the anticipation of a great

and solemn event. The countess, with melancholy and
gravely wistful eyes, gazed at Prince Andrei as he talked

with Natasha, and, with a sort of timidity, tried to in-

troduce some indifferent topic as soon as he turned to

her. Sonya was afraid to leave Natasha, and equally

afraid that she was in their way, when she was with

them. Natasha grew pale with fear and expectation if

by chance she was left alone with him for a moment.
Prince Andrei's timidity amazed her. She felt certain

that he had something to say to her, but had not the

courage to speak his mind.
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In the evening, when Prince Andrei had taken his

departure, the countess went to Natasha.
" Well ?

" said she, in a whisper.
" Mamma, for pity's sake, don't ask me any questions

now. It is impossible to tell."

Nevertheless, that night, Natasha, at one moment full

of excitement, at the next full of trepidation, lay for a

long time in her mother's bed, with eyes fixed on space.

Now she would tell her mother how he praised her, and
how he said he was going abroad, and how he asked her
where they were going to spend the summer, and how
he had asked her about Boris.

"Well, it's so strange, so strange !.... I never knew
anything like it before," said she. " But I have such a

feeling of terror when he is here ; I always feel afraid

when I am with him ; what does it mean .'' Does it

mean that it is really and truly.... .'' Mamma, are you
asleep ?

"

" No, dusha moya ; I confess to the same feeling of

terror," replied the mother. " Go, now !

"

" I shan't go to sleep, all the same. How silly it

would be to go to sleep ! Mamasha, mamasha, nothing
like it ever happened to me before," said she, in amaze-
ment and awe at the feeling which she was now experi-

encing. " How could we possibly have imagined ...."

It seemed, to Natasha that even as long ago as when
Prince Andrei had come to Otradnoye, she had fallen

in love with him. She was terror-stricken, as it were,

at that strange, unexpected happiness in meetingagain
with the very man whom she had— as she persuaded
herself— chosen for her husband then, and feeling that

he was not indifferent to her.

"And it had to be that he should come to Petersburg
just at the time when we were here ; and it had to be
that we should meet at that ball. It was our fate. It

is evident that it was our fate, that it all led to this—
all this. Even when I saw him first, I felt something
peculiar."

"What is it he has said to you.-* What were those
verses .'' Repeat them to me," said the countess, trying
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to recall some verses which Prince Andrei had written

in Natasha's album.
" Mamma, it 's nothing to be ashamed of because he

is a widower, is it ?

"

"Don't talk nonsense, Natasha. Pray to God ! Mar-
riages are made in heaven !

"

" Sweetheart !
^ mamasha ! how I love you, how good

you are !
" cried Natasha, shedding tears of bliss and

emotion, and hugging her mother.

At that same time. Prince Andrei was at Pierre's,

telling him about his love for Natasha, and his firm in-

tention of marrying her.

That same evening, the Countess Elena Vasilyevna
had given a rout. The French ambassador had been
there ; the foreign prince who for some time had been
a frequent visitor at the countess's had been present

;

and a throng of brilliant ladies and gentlemen. Pierre

had come down and wandered through the rooms, at-

tracting general notice among the guests by his con-

centrated, distracted, and gloomy looks.

Pierre, ever since the time of the ball, had been con-

scious that attacks of his old enemy, hypochondria, were
imminent ; and, with the energy of despair, he had
struggled to get the better of them. Since this prince

had become the countess's acknowledged admirer, Pierre

had unexpectedly been appointed one of the emperor's

chamberlains ; and from that time forth he began to

feel a great burden and loathing in grand society, and
more often his former gloomy, pessimistic thoughts,

about the falsity of all things human, began to come
back to him.

At this particular time, this tendency to gloominess
was accented by the discovery of the sympathy existing

between his little protegee Natasha and Prince Andrei,

and by the contrast between his own position and his

friend's. He vainly struggled to banish the thought

about his wife, and about Natasha and Prince Andrei.

But everything began once more to seem insignificant

1 Galubushka.
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in comparison with eternity, and again the question

arose, " To what end ?
"

Night and day he compelled himself to toil over his

Masonic labors, hoping to exorcise the evil demon that

hovered near him.

At midnight, Pierre came from the countess's apart-

ments to his own low-studded room, which smelled of

stale tobacco, and had just sat down at the table in his

soiled khalat, and started to finish copying some origi-

nal documents from Scotland, when some one came into

the room.

It was Prince Andrei*.
" Oh, it 's you, is it .'' " said Pierre, in an abstracted

and not over-cordial manner.
"Here I am at work, you see," said he, pointing to

his copy-book, and his face showed that he was trying

to find in it salvation from his troubles. Unhappy folk

always look at their work with that expression. Prince

Andrei', his face radiant with enthusiasm and new life,

came and stood in front of Pierre ; and, not noticing his

friend's unhappy face, smiled down on him with the

egotism of happiness.

"Well, my dear," said he, "last evening I wanted to

tell you something, and now I have come for that pur-

pose. It is something wholly unprecedented in my
experience. I am in love, my friend."

Pierre suddenly drew a deep sigh, and stretched his

clumsy form out on the divan near Prince Andrei.
" With Natasha Rostova, I suppose ?

" said he.

" Yes, yes ; who else could it be ? I should never

have believed it, • but this feeling is stronger than I.

Last evening I was tortured, I was miserable ; but this

torture I would not exchange for anything in the world.

I have never lived till now. Only now do I live, and
I cannot live without her. But can she love me.'*.... I

am too old for her. What should you say .-' " ....

" I .^ I.'' What could I say .-' " suddenly exclaimed

Pierre, springing up and beginning to pace the room.
" I have always thought .... This girl is such a treasure,

such a..., she is a rare maiden .... my dear fellow : I be-
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seech you, don't reason about it, don't let doubts arise,

but marry her, marry her, marry her, ....and I am con-

vinced that you will be the happiest man alive !

"

"But how about her?"
" She loves you !

"

"Don't talk nonsense...." said Prince Andrei', with

a smile, and looking straight into Pierre's eyes.

"She loves you, I know she does," cried Pierre,

bluntly.
" Now listen !

" said Prince Andrei, holding him by
his arm. " Do you know what a position I am in .'* I

must tell some one all about it !

"

" Well, well, go on, I am very glad," said Pierre, and
in reality his face had changed ; the frown had smoothed
itself out, and he listened to Prince Andrei' with joyous
sympathy. Prince Andre'i seemed, and really was,

another and wholly new man. Where had vanished his

melancholy, his contempt of life, all his disillusion ?

Pierre was the only man in whose presence he could

speak with absolute frankness, and hence he poured out

before him the fullness of his heart. Then he fluently

and boldly made plans for the future, declaring that he
could not think of sacrificing his happiness to his father's

caprices, and expressing his hope that his father would
consent to their marriage, and would come to love Na-
tasha ; then he expressed his amazement at the strange

and uncontrollable feeling that dominated him.
" If any one had predicted the possibility of my being

so deeply in love, I should not have believed it," said

Prince Andrei. " It is an entirely different sentiment
from the one that I had formerly. The whole world is

divided for me into two portions : the one is where she
is, and there all happiness and hope and light are found

;

the other is where she is not, and there everything is

gloom and darkness." ....

"Darkness and gloom," repeated Pierre. " Yes, yes,

and how I appreciate that !

"

" I cannot help loving light, and I am not to blame
for it. And I am very happy. Do you understand me ?

I know that you sympathize with my joy."
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"Yes, indeed, I do," said Pierre, earnestly, gazing at

his friend with tender, melancholy eyes. Prince An-
drei's fate seemed to him all the brighter from the vivid

contrast with the darkness of his own.

CHAPTER XXIII

Prince Andrei required his father's sanction for his

marriage, and the next day he set out for his home.
The old prince received his son's communication with

external unconcern, but with wrath in his heart. As
his own life was nearing its close, he could not under-
stand how any one could wish to make such a change in

his life, to introduce into it such a new and unknown
element.

" If only they would let me live out my life in my
own way ! then, when I am gone, they can do as they
please," said the old man to himself. With his son,

however, he made use of that diplomacy which he em-
ployed in matters of serious import. Assuming a tran-

quil tone, he summed the whole matter up :
—

In the first place, the match was not brilliant, as to

the birth, fortune, or distinction of the bride's family.

In the second place, Prince Andre'f was not as young as
he had once been, and his health was feeble, — the old

prince laid especial stress on this, — and she was very
young. In the third place, he had a son, whom it would
be a shame to give over to the mercy of a young step-

mother.

"In the fourth place, finally," said the father, giving
his son an ironical look, " I beg of you to postpone the
affair for a year, go abroad, go through a course of treat-

ment, find a good German tutor for Prince Nikolai'; and
then, if your love, passion, stubbornness, whatever you
call it, is as strong as ever, — why, marry her. And
this is my last word, remember ; absolutely my last

word," concluded the old prince, in a tone that signified

that nothing could ever change his mind.
Prince Andrei' clearly saw that the old prince hoped
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that either his sentiments or his prospective bride's

might not withstand the test of a year, or else that he
himself— since he was an old man— might die mean-
time ; he, accordingly, determined to obey his father's

wishes, to offer himself, and then postpone the wedding
for a year.

Three weeks after his last call at the Rostofs', Prince

Andrei' returned to Petersburg.

The day following her confidential talk with her
mother, Natasha waited anxiously for Bolkonsky ; but
he did not come. The second day, and the third day,

it was precisely the same. Pierre, also, failed to come

;

and Natasha, not knowing that the prince had gone to

see his father, could not explain his absence.

Thus passed three weeks. Natasha had no desire to

go anywhere, and she wandered like a languid and
mournful shadow through the rooms ; evenings, she hid

herself away from the others, and wept, and no longer

came to her mother's bedchamber. She frequently

flushed, and her temper grew peevish. She had an
impression that everybody knew about her disappoint-

ment, and was laughing at her and pitying her. This
grief, born of pride, added to her misery, all the more
from the fact that it was hidden grief.

One time she went to the countess, and tried to say

something, but suddenly burst into tears. Her tears

were like those of a child who has been punished with-

out knowing for what reason.

The countess tried to calm her ; but the young girl,

though she at first began to listen, suddenly interrupted

her:—
" Do stop, mamma ; I do not understand and I can-

not understand He came, and then he stopped

coming.... he stopped coming....
"

Her voice faltered, she almost wept ; but she con-

trolled herself and went on :
—

" I have n't any desire at all to be married ; and I

have been afraid of him all the time : I 'm perfectly

content now, perfectly content." ....
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On the day following this conversation, Natasha put
on an old gown for which ^shc had an especially tender
feeling, owing to the gay times which she had enjoyed
when wearing it in days past ; and from that morning
she once more resumed the occupations that she had
dropped since the time of the ball. After she had
drunk her tea, she went into the ball-room, which she
liked on account of its powerful resonance, and began
to practise her solfeggios and other exercises. After she
had finished her lesson, she stood in the middle of the
room and repeated a single musical phrase which
pleased her more than others. She joyfully listened to

the charming and apparently unexpected way in which
these notes reverberated through the empty spaces of

the ball-room, and slowly died away ; and suddenly her
heart grew lighter.

" What is the use of thinking so much about it all ! it

is good as it is," said she to herself, and she began to

pace up and down the room, not content with simply
walking along the echoing inlaid floor, but at ev^ry step— she wore her favorite new slippers— setting her little

heels down first, and then her toes, and finding as

much enjoyment in the regular clapping of the heel and
the creaking of the toe, as in the sounds of her voice.

As she passed by a mirror, she glanced into it.

' What a girl I am !

' the expression of her face, as

she caught sight of the reflection in the glass, seemed
to say. * It 's all good ! I need no one.'

A lackey was on the point of coming in to make
some arrangements in the ball-room ; but she sent him
away, closing the door after him, and then continued
her walk. Now again, this morning, she resumed her
former favorite habit of loving and admiring her own
sweet self.

" How charming this Natasha is !
" she was saying,

as if the words were spoken by some third person, the
man of her imagination. " Pretty, a good voice, young,
and she does not interfere with any one ; only leave her
in peace !

"

But even if she had been left in peace, she could not
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have been calm ; and of this she was immediately made
aware.

The front door into the vestibule was opened, and
some one asked :

—
" Are they at home ? " and then a man's steps were

heard. Natasha was gazing into the mirror, but she

did not see herself. She heard voices in the vestibule.

When she looked in the mirror again her face was
pale.

It was he ! She was sure of it, though she could

barely distinguish the voices through the closed doors.

Pale and frightened, Natasha ran into the drawing-

room.
" Mamma, Bolkonsky has come," she cried. "Mamma

!

this is dreadful! this is unendurable! I will not be....

tortured so ! What shall I do .''"
....

Before the countess had time to answer her, Prince

Andrei', with a grave and anxious face, was shown in.

As soon as he caught sight of Natasha, a flash of joy

lighted 'it. He kissed the countess's hand, and Na-
tasha's, and took a seat near the divan.

" It is a long time since we have had the pleasure ....
"

the countess began to say, but Prince Andrei inter-

rupted her. He answered her implied question, and
was evidently anxious to speak what was on his mind
as soon as possible.

" I have not been to see you all this time, for the

reason that I went to see my father; I had to confer

with him regarding a very important matter. I re-

turned only yesterday evening," he said, glancing at

Natasha. " I should like to have a little conversation

with you, countess," he added, after a moment's silence.

The countess, drawing a long sigh, dropped her eyes.
" I am at your service," she murmured.
Natasha knew that it was her duty to leave the room,

but she found it impossible to stir ; something choked
her, and she stared at Prince Andref, almost rudely,

with wide eyes.
" What ! so soon .-' this very moment ? .... No, it can-

not be !
" she said to herself.
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He again looked at her, and this glance told her that

beyond a peradventure she was not deceived.

Yes, her fate was to be decided instantly, that mo-
ment, then and there

!

" Go, Natasha, I will send for you," whispered the
countess.

Natasha, with startled, pleading eyes, looked at her
mother, and at Prince Andrei', and left the room.

" I have come, countess, to ask your daughter's
hand," said Prince Andrei.
The countess's face flushed, but she said nothing.

"Your proposal...." began the countess, gravely.

Prince Andrei' waited, and looked into her eyes.

"Your proposal"— she grew confused— "is very pleas-

ing to us, and ....and I accept, accept your proposal,

with pleasure. And my husband .... I hope .... but it will

depend upon herself."
" I will ask her as soon as I receive your permission

.... will you grant it .'' " said Prince Andre'i.

"Yes," said the countess, and she offered him her
hand ; and, with a mixed feeling of alienation and affec-

tion, touched his brow with her lips, as he bent over her
hand. She was ready to love him as a son ; but she
was conscious that he held her at a distance, and filled her
with a sort of terror. " I am sure that my husband will

give his consent," said the countess; "but your father....
"

" My father, to whom I have confided my plans, has

consented, on the express stipulation that the wed-
ding should not take place within a year ; and this was
the very thing that I wished to tell you," said Prince

Andre'f.
"

" It is true that Natasha is still young, but a year is

so long."
" This cannot be otherwise," said Prince Andre'i, with

a sigh.

"I will send her to you," said the countess, and she
left the room.

" Lord, have mercy upon us !

" she repeated over and
over, as she went in search of her daughter. Sonya
said that Natasha was in her chamber. She found her
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sitting on her bed, pale, with dry eyes, gazing at the

holy pictures, and swiftly crossing herself, and whisper-

ing to herself. When she saw her mother, she jumped
up and rushed to her.

" What ? Mamma ? .... What is it ?
"

"Go, go to him. He has proposed for your hand,"

said the countess, coldly, so it seemed to Natasha.
" Go ! .... Go," reiterated the mother, drawing a long

sigh, and looking with melancholy, reproachful eyes after

her daughter, as she flew out of the room.

Natasha could not remember how she found herself

in the drawing-room. But, as she went into the room,

and caught sight of him, she stopped short.

" Can it be that this stranger is now all in all to

me ? " she asked herself ; and the reply came like

a flash, " Yes ! he alone is dearer to me than all in the

world."

Prince Andrei went to her with downcast eyes :
—

" I have loved you from the first moment that I saw
you. May I dare to hope .''

"

He looked at her, and the grave passion expressed in

his face filled her with wonder.

Her eyes replied, " Why should you ask .-' Why
should you doubt what you must surely know ? Why
should you speak, when it is impossible with words to

express what you feel ?
"

She drew near to him, and paused. He took hei

hand, and kissed it :
" Do you love me ?

"

"Yes, yes," exclaimed Natasha, with something that

seemed almost like vexation ; and, catching her breath

more and more frequently, she began to sob.

" What is it ? What is the matter ?
"

"Akh! I am so happy," she replied, smiling through
her tears, and coming closer to him ; she hesitated for

a moment, as if asking if it were permissible, and then
kissed him.

Prince Andrei held her hand, and gazed into her eyes,

and failed to find in his heart his former love for her.

A sudden transformation seemed to have taken place in

his soul : there was none of that former poetical and
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mysterious charm of longing ; but there was a feehng
akin to pity for her weakness, as a woman, as a child ;

there was a shade of fear, in presence of her utter self-

renunciation, and her fearless honesty ; a solemn and,

at the same time, blissful consciousness of the obliga-

tion which forever bound him to her. The present feel-

ing, though it was not so bright and poetical as the

former, was more deep and powerful.
" Has your matnau told you that our marriage cannot

be till a year has passed.''" asked Prince Andrei', con-

tinuing to gaze into her eyes.
" Can it be that this is the little silly chit of a girl, as

they all say of me }
" mused Natasha. " Can it be that

from this time forth, I am the wife, the equal, of this

stranger, this gentle, learned man, whom even my father

regards with admiration .-* Can it be true, can it be true

that now, henceforth, life has become serious .-' that now
I am grown up .'' that now I shall be responsible for

every word and deed .-'.... Yes, but what was that he
asked me .-*

"

" No," said she aloud ; but she did not know what he
had asked her.

" Forgive me," said Prince Andrei. " But you are so

young, and I have already had such long experience of

life. I tremble for you. You do not know yourself !

"

Natasha, with concentrated attention, listened to what
he said, and did her best to take in the full meaning of

his words ; but it was impossible.

"How hard this year will be for me— deferring my
happiness !

" pursued Prince Andrei. " But during the

time you will have made sure of your own heart. At
the end of the year I shall ask you to make me happy

;

but you are free. Our betrothal shall remain a secret,

and if you should discover that you do not love me, if

you should love...." said Prince AndreT, with a forced

and unnatural smile.

"Why do you say that.''" asked Natasha, interrupt-

ing him. " You know that from that very first day that

you came to Otradnoye, I loved you," said she, firmly

convinced that she was telling the truth.

VOL. III.— 7
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" In a year, you will have learned to know your-

self."

"A who....ole year!" suddenly exclaimed Natasha,

it now suddenly, for the first time, dawning upon her

that the wedding was to be postponed. "And why a

year.''— why a year.-*"

Prince Andrei began to explain the reasons for this

postponement. Natasha refused to listen to him.

"And is there no other way of doing?" she asked.

Prince Andrei made no answer, but the expression of

his face told her how unalterable his decision was.

"This is terrible! No, this is terrible, terrible!"

suddenly exclaimed Natasha, and again she began to sob.
" I shall die, if I have to wait a year ; it cannot be, it is

dreadful."

She looked into her lover's face, and saw that it was
full of sympathy and perplexity.

" No, no, I will do everything you wish," she said,

suddenly ceasing to sob. " I am so happy."
Her father and mother came into the room, and con-

gratulated the afifianced pair.

From that day forth. Prince Andrei' began to visit the

Rostofs as Natasha's accepted husband.

CHAPTER XXIV

There was no formal betrothal, and Bolkonsky's en-

gagement to Natasha was not made public. Prince

Andrei insisted on this point. He said that, as he was
the cause of the postponement, he ought to bear the

whole burden of it. He declared that he considered

himself forever bound by his word; but he felt that he
ought not to hold Natasha, and he granted her perfect

freedom. If, within a half-year, she should discover that

she did not love him, she should have perfect right to

break the engagement.
Of course, neither the parents nor Natasha would

hear to this, but Prince Andrei pressed the matter.

Prince Andre'f was at the Rostofs' every day, but he did
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not treat Natasha with the famiharity of the zhenikh, or

bridegroom : he always addressed her by the formal vici,

"you," and kissed only her hand.

Between Prince Andrei" and Natasha, after the day of

their betrothal, there came to be an entirely different

relationship from before : one closer and more simple.

It seemed as if they hitherto had never known each
other; both of them liked to recall how they had seemed
at the time when they were notJii7ig to each other; now
they both felt that they were entirely different beings

;

then everything was pretense, now it was simple and
true. At first the family felt a certain awkwardness in

their relations toward Prince Andrei: he seemed like

a man from another world, and it took Natasha a long
time to train the others to feel used to him; and she
felt a pride in assuring them all that it was only in ap-

pearance that Prince Andrei was so different, and that

he was really like every one else, and that she was not

afraid of him, and that no one had any reason to fear

him.

After some days the family got wonted to him, and
felt no awkwardness in going on in his presence with
the ordinary routine of life, and he also had a share in

it. He could talk with the count about farming, with
the countess and Natasha about wearing-apparel, and
with Sonya about albums and embroidery. Sometimes
the family, when by themselves, and even in Prince

Andrei's presence, marveled that such an event had
taken place,— that the prognostics of it had been so

apparent : thus. Prince Andrei's visit to Otradnoye, and
their coming to Petersburg, and the resemblance be-

tween Natasha and Prince Andrei, which an old nurse

had remarked when he first came to Otradnoye, and
many other portents of what had happened, were re-

called by the family.

That poetical melancholy and silence which always
mark the presence of an engaged couple reigned in

the house. Often, when all were together, no word
would be said. Sometimes the rest would get up and
leave the room, and even then the two young: people,
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though by themselves, would sit in perfect silence, as

before. They rarely spoke about their future; Prince

Andrei avoided it from dread, as well as from consci-

entious motives. Natasha shared his feelings, as, in-

deed, she shared all his feelings, which she was always

quick to read.

Once, Natasha began to ask him about his little boy;

Prince Andrei flushed^ as he was apt to do at that time,

— and Natasha particularly liked it in him, — and re-

plied that his son would not live with them.
" Why not ?

" asked Natasha, in alarm.
" I could not take him away from his grandfather

;

and, besides ....
"

" How I should love him ! " exclaimed Natasha, in-

stantly divining his thought. " But I understand : you
are anxious to avoid any excuse for misunderstandings
between us."

The old count sometimes came to Prince Andrei,

kissed him, and asked him his advice in regard to

Petya's education, or Nikolai's advancement in the

army. The old countess would sigh as she looked at

them. Sonya was always afraid that she was in the

way, and tried to invent excuses for leaving them alone,

even when this was not necessary. When Prince Andrei
talked— and he was very admirable in conversation—
Natasha would listen to him with pride; when she her-

self spoke, she noticed, with fear and joy, that he listened

to her with attention, and scrutinized her keenly. She
would ask herself in perplexity :

—
" What is he searching for in me ? What are his eyes

trying to discover .-' Supposing he were not to find in

me what he seeks to find .-'

"

Occasionally she was attacked by one of those absurd
fits of mirth, peculiar to her, and then it was a delight

for her to see and hear him laugh. He rarely laughed
aloud, but when he did indulge in merriment, he gave
himself up entirely to it ; and always, after such an ex-

•perience, she felt that she had grown nearer to him,

Natasha would have been perfectly happy, if the thought
of their parting, which was now near at hand, had not
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filled her with vague alarm,— so much so that she grew
pale and chill at the mere thought of it.

On the evening before his departure from Petersburg,
Prince Andrei brought Pierre, who had not once called

at the Rostofs' since the evening of the ball. Pierre

seemed confused and out of spirits. He engaged in

conversation with the countess. Natasha was sitting:

with Sonya at the checker-table and asked Prince Andreif

to join them. He did so.

" You have known Bezukhoi for a long time, have you
not ? " he asked. " Do you like him .-*

"

"Yes, he is a splendid man, but very absurd."

And, as was usually the case, when speaking of Pierre,

she began to relate anecdotes of his heedlessness, anec-

dotes, many of which had been invented about him.
" You know, I have told him our secret," said Prince

Andrei'. " I have known him since we were boys. His
heart is true gold. I beg of you, Natalie," said he,

growing suddenly grave. " I am going away. God
knows what may happen : you may cease to lo.... well,

I know that I ought not to speak of this. One thing,

though : in case anything should happen, after I am
gone....

"

" What could happen .'*

"

" If there should be any misfortune," pursued Prince
Andrei, " I beg you. Mademoiselle Sophie, if anything
should happen, go to him for help and counsel. He
may be a most heedless and absurd man, but his heart

is the triiest gold."

Not Natasha's father, or mother, or Sonya, or Prince

Andrei" himself, could have foreseen what an effect

parting from her lover would have had upon Natasha.
Flushed and excited, with burning eyes, she wandered
all day long up and down the house, busying herself

with the most insignificant things, as if she had no idea

of what was going to happen. She did not shed a tear,

even at the moment when he kissed her hand for the

last time, and bade her farewell.
" Don't leave me," was all that she said ; but these

words were spoken in a voice which caused him to pause
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and consider whether it was really necessary for him
to go away, and which he remembered long afterward.

Even after he had gone, she did not weep ; but she
stayed in her room for many days, not shedding a tear,

and she took no interest in anything, and only said from
time to time :

—
" Akh ! why did he go ?

"

But, a fortnight after his departure, most unexpectedly
to the household, she woke up out of this moral illness,

and began to seem the same as formerly ; except that

her whole moral nature was changed, just as the faces

of children change during protracted illness.

CHAPTER XXV

Prince Nikolai Andreyitch Bolkonsky's health

and disposition grew much worse during the year that

followed his son's absence. He became even more
irritable than formerly; and all the explosions of his

unreasonable anger were turned against the Princess

Mariya. It seemed as if he tried to search out all the

tender spots of her nature, so as to torture her as griev-

ously as possible.

The Princess Mariya had two passions, and, therefore,

two joys : her little nephew, Nikolushka, and religion
;

and both were favorite themes for the old prince's slurs

and ridicule. Whatever subject of conversation arose,

he managed to bring in some reference to old maids'

superstitions, or to the spoiling and over-indulging of

children.

"Do you wish to make him"— he referred to Niko-

lushka— "an old maid, like yourself.-' It 's all nonsense
;

Prince Andrei wants a son — not a girl," said he.

Or, turning to Mile. Bourienne, he would ask her, in

the princess's presence, how she liked our Russian popes
and images, and again indulge in his bitter jests.

He seized every opportunity of cruelly wounding the

Princess Mariya, but his daughter found no difficulty in

forgiving him. How could she blame him, and how could
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he, her father, who she knew, in spite of all, loved her,

be unjust to her? Yes, and what was justice? The
princess never thought about that word "justice"—

a

concept born of pride. All the complicated laws of

men, for her, were summed up in the one clear and simple
rule of love and self-denial, imposed upon us by Him,
who, though he was God, so loved the world as to suffer

for it. What mattered to her, then, the justice or in-

justice of men ? It was necessary for her to suffer and
to love, and this she did.

During the winter. Prince Andrei had come to Luisiya
Gorui, and was more cheerful, gentle, and affectionate

than the Princess Mariya had seen him for a long time.

She had a presentiment that something unusual had hap-

pened to him ; but he said nothing to her about his love.

Before he went away, he was closeted for a long time with

his father, and the Princess Mariya noticed that each was
displeased with the other.

Shortly after Prince Andrei's departure, the Princess

Mariya wrote to her friend, Julie Karagina, who was at

that time in Petersburg, and in mourning for her brother,

who had been killed in Turkey. Like all young girls,

the Princess Mariya had her dreams ; and one of hers was
that Julie would yet become her brother's wife.

Affliction, my dear and affectionate friend Julie, is evidently

the common lot of us all.

Your loss is so awful that I can only explain it as being a

special providence of God, who, in his love for you, has seen

fit to try you and your excellent mother. Ah ! my dear friend,

religion, and religion alone, can— I will not say console us—
but save us from despair ; religion alone can make plain to us

what, without her aid, it is impossible for man to comprehend :

why, for what purpose, should beings who are good and noble,

and best made to find happiness in life, who have not only never

injured a living thing, but rather have sought only the happiness

of others,— why should they be recalled to God ; while the

base and the vicious, or those who are only a burden to them-
selves and others, are left to live?

The first death which I ever witnessed— and I shall never

forget it— was that of my dear sister-in-law, and it produced
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upon me a wonderful impression. Just as you are now asking

Fate why your charming brother had to die, so did I ask why
this angehc Liza should be taken away, when she had never

done the slightest wrong to any one, and never had anything

but the purest thoughts in her soul. And since then, my dear

friend, five years have passed away, and, even with my humble
intelligence, I begin clearly to see why she had to die, and how
her death may be regarded as merely the expression of the

Creator's infinite goodness, all of Whose works, though for the

most part beyond our comprehension, are but the manifestation

of His boundless love to His creatures.

I often think so, and perhaps her purity was too angelic to be
compatible with the force necessary to carry all the obligations

of motherhood. As a young wife, she was beyond reproach
;

possibly she might have failed as a mother. Now, although

she has left us, and Prince Andrei in particular, the purest re-

gret and sweetest memories, I am sure that she herself is in the

enjoyment of that place which I dare not hope for myself to

attain.

But, not to speak of her exclusively, this premature and
terrible death has had a most salutary effect, notwithstanding

all the sorrowfulness of it, on my brother and myself.

These thoughts at that time would have been impossible,—
at that time I should have repelled them with horror ; but now
this is plain, and beyond a peradventure. I write this to you,

my friend, simply hoping that it may persuade you of the Gospel

truth, which I have taken as the rule of my whole life : that not

one hair from our head shall fall without His will. And His

will is conditioned only by infinite love toward us ; and, there-

fore, all that happens to us is for our good.

You ask if we are going to spend next winter in Moscow? In

spite of all my desire to see you, I think it most improbable ; and,

indeed, I cannot think that it is for the best. And you will be
amazed when I tell you that the reason of that is— Buonaparte !

And this is why : my father's health has been failing of late ; he

cannot endure any contradiction, and has grown irritable. This

irritability, as you may know, is especially excited by political

affairs. He cannot endure the thought that Buonaparte has so

managed as to put himself on an equality with all the sovereigns

of Europe, and especially with ours— the grandson of the great

Catherine ! As you know, I am perfectly indifferent to politics
;

but from words spoken by my father, and from his discussions

with Mikhail Ivanovitch, I know all that is going on in the world,
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and particularly about all the honors attained by Buonaparte,
who, I should think, is considered a great man, and not the least

of the French emperors, all over the world, except at Luisiya

Gorui

!

And this is what my father will not admit ! It seems to me
that my father, precisely on account of his views of poHtical

affairs, and foreseeing the collisions which would infallibly take

place, in consequence of his character,— taking no account of

any one when he expresses his opinions, — feels unwilling to go
to Moscow. All the gain that he would get, he would more than
undo by the quarrels which would be sure to follow in regard to

Buonaparte. At all events, the question is soon to be decided.
Our home life goes on in the old routine, except that my

brother Andrei is away. As I have already written you, he has

been very much changed of late. This year, for the first time
since his affliction, he has begun to lead a perfectly normal life

;

he has become what he was when he was a child, as I remember
him, kind, affectionate, and with a truly golden heart, the like

of which I never knew. He has learned, so it seems to me,
that his life, after all, is not yet ended. But, together with this

moral change, his physical health has deteriorated. He is far

worse than before, more nervous. I am troubled about him, and
I am glad that he has decided to take the trip abroad which the

doctor long ago prescribed for him. I hope that it will effect a

complete cure.

You write me that he is spoken of in Petersburg as one of

the most industrious, cultivated, and intelligent young men
of the day. Forgive a sister's pride, but I have never doubted
it. It is impossible to estimate the good which he has accom-
plished here, beginning with his own peasantry, and includ-

ing the nobility of the district. In his life at Petersburg he

has received only what was due him.

I am amazed that rumors should have come from Peters-

burg to Moscow, and especially such false rumors as what
you wrote me in regard to the supposed marriage of my
brother to the little Rostova. I do not believe that my brother

will ever marry again ; and certainly he will not marry her.

x'\nd this is my reason for thinking so : in the first place, I

knovy that, though he rarely mentions his late wife, yet he was
too deeply afflicted by her loss ever to think of letting another

fill her place in his heart, or of giving a stepmother to our little

angel. In the second place, to the best of my knowledge, this

young girl is not the sort of woman who would be likely to
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please Prince Andrei. I feel certain that he would not choose

her for his wife, and I will frankly confess that I do not

desire it.

But I have prattled too long, already : here I am, finishing

my second sheet ! Good-by, my dear friend. May God shield

you under His holy and almighty wing. My dear companion,

Mile. Bourienne, sends her love.

Marie.

CHAPTER XXVI

In the middle of the summer, the Princess Mariya
received a letter from her brother, from Switzerland,

in which he confided the strange and surprising news
of his engagement to Natasha. His whole letter

breathed enthusiastic devotion for his "bride," and
affectionate and trusting love for his sister. He wrote
that he had never before loved as he loved now, and
that now only did he realize and understand the mean-
ing of life ; he besought his sister to pardon him for

not having said anything to her about this at his visit

at Luisiya Gorui, although he had confided his intention

to his father.

He had not told her because the Princess Mariya
would have endeavored to persuade their father to grant

his request ; and if she had failed, it would have irri-

tated him, and the whole weight of his displeasure

would have come upon her.

Moreover [he wrote], the matter was not so definitely

settled as it is now. Then, my father had set a term of proba-

tion— a year ; and now, already, six months have slipped away,

half of the designated term, and I remain firmer than ever fixed

in my determination. If the doctors had not detained me here

at the springs, I should have been back in Russia ere this
;

but now I must postpone my return for three months longer.

You know me, and how I am situated in regard to my father :

I really need nothing from him ; I have been, and shall be
always, independent of him ; but to act contrary to his wishes,

to incur his anger, when perhaps he has so short a time to

remain among us, would destroy half of my happiness. I
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have just been writing him a letter in regard to this, and I

beg of you, if you can find a favorable moment, give him this

letter, and inform me how he receives it, and whether there is

any hope that he will consent to shorten the term by three

months.

After a long period of indecision, doubting, and
prayer, the princess handed the letter to her father.

The day following, the old prince said to her, with-

out any show of excitement :
—

"Write to your brother to wait till I'm dead..,, it

won't be long.... he '11 soon be free."....

The princess tried to make some reply ; but her
father would not hear to it, and his voice began to rise

higher and higher.

"Marry, marry, my little dove !.... Fine family!....

Clever people, ha ? Rich ? ha ! Yes, a fine stepmother
for the little Nikolushka she'll make. Write him that

he may marry her to-morrow, if he wishes. She '11

make a fine stepmother for Nikolushka, and I '11 marry
Bouriennka ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! so that /le may have a

stepmother as well ! There 's one thing, though, there 's

no room for any more women here ; let him marry, and
go and live by himself. Perhaps you 'd like to go and
live with him.?" said he, turning to the Princess Mariya:
"Go, then, in God's name: through ice and snow—
ice and snow— ice and snow !

"

After this explosion, the old prince said nothing-

more on that score, but his restrained vexation at his

son's weakness was expressed in his treatment of his

daughter. And he now had new themes for his sar-

casm, in addition to his old ones ; namely, stepmothers,
and his admiration for Mile. Bourienne.

" Why should I not marry her.''" he asked his daughter.
" She would make a splendid princess !

"
I

And the Princess Mariya began to notice, with per-

plexity and amazement, that her father more and more
tried to have the Frenchwoman about him as much as

possible. The Princess Mariya wrote Prince Andrei
how their father had received his letter ; but she tried
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to comfort her brother, giving him to hope that her

father might be dissuaded from this notion.

Nikokishka and his education, Andrei", and religion

were the Princess Mariya's consolation and delight; but,

as every human being must cherish some individual

aspiration, so also the Princess Mariya had, in the deep-

est depths of her soul, secret dreams and hopes, which
constituted a "higher consolation even than the others.

This consoling dream and hope was represented to her

mind by the " Men of God," the pilgrims and fanatics

who came to see her without the old prince's knowledge.

The longer the Princess Mariya lived, and the more
experience she got out of life, by carefully observing it,

the more she marveled at the short-sightedness of men
who seek here on earth all their enjoyment and delight;

who toil and moil, and battle and struggle, and do evil

to one another, in order to follow these impossible, shame-
ful phantoms of happiness. Prince Andrei loved his

wife ; she died : he was all ready to find his happiness

in another woman. His father objected to this, because

he desired for his son a more distinguished and wealthy
alliance. And thus all men struggled, and suffered, and
tortured themselves, and risked the loss of their souls,

their immortal souls, for the sake of attaining joys which
were merely transitory.

" Not only do we know this ourselves, but Christ, the

son of God, came down to earth and taught us that this

life is fleeting, a short probation ; and yet we cling to it

always, and expect to find happiness in it. How is it

that no one comprehends this .-' " wondered the Princess

Mariya. "None except these despised Men of God, who
come to me with wallets on their shoulders, climbing

the backstairs, for fear they should meet the prince,

not to avoid suffering, but for the sake of preventing
him from committing a sin. To forsake family and
fatherland, and forswear all endeavor to get earthly

good ; to form no ties, and to wander under an assumed
name, in hempen rags, from place to place, doing no
harm to any one, and praying for people, praying for

those who persecute them, as well as for those who give
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them protection,— there is no truth, and no life, higher

than that
!

"

There was one pilgrim woman, Fedosyushka,— a

little, gentle, pock-marked woman, fifty years old,—who
had been for thirty years wandering about the world
barefooted and wearing penitential chains. The Prin-

cess Mariya was especially fond of her. Once, in the

solitude of her chamber, feebly illumined only by the

lampadka or shrine lamp, when Fedosyushka had been
telling about her experiences, the thought that the pil-

grim woman had found the only true path of life sud-

denly came over her with such appealing force that she

herself resolved to go on a pilgrimage. After Fedo-
syushka had retired to rest, the Princess Mariya long
pondered the matter in her own mind, and at last re-

solved, no matter how unusual it was, that it was her

duty to make this pilgrimage. She confided her resolve

only to the monk. Father Akinfidja, her confessor, and
the confessor approved of her project. Under the pre-

text that she was going to help some pilgrim, the Prin-

cess Mariya sent and purchased a pilgrim's complete
outfit : shirt, lapti, or bast shoes, a kaftan, and a black

kerchief. Frequently she would go to the curtained

commode where she kept them, and stand irresolute,

wondering \yhether the time had not yet come for her

to carry out her project.

Often, when she heard the stories told by the pilgrims,

she would be stirred by their simple narratives, which to

her were full of profound meaning, though so mechani-
cally repeated by them ; till, oftentimes, she was ready
to renounce everything and flee from her home. In her

imagination she already saw herself and Fedosyushka,
in filthy rags, tramping along with staff and birch-bark

wallet, over the dusty highway, rambling about from one
saint's shrine to another ; without envy, without the

love of her fellows, without desires; and, at the end of

all, journeying thither where there is no regret and no
tears, but eternal joy and felicity.

" I shall go to a place where there is a saint ; I shall

pray there ; but, before I get attached to the place, or
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love any one, I shall pass on. And I shall keep wander-

ing on until my limbs fail under me, and then I shall

lie down and die anywhere ; and then, at last, I shall

reach that eternal haven of peace where there is no
regret and no sorrow

!

" said the Princess Mariya to

herself.

But later, when she saw her father, and especially the

little Koko, her resolve lost its force ; she shed a few
quiet tears, and had the consciousness that she was a

sinner : she loved her father and her nephew more than

God.



PART SEVENTH

CHAPTER I

THE biblical tradition tells us that absence of work,
idleness, constituted the first man's happiness

before the fall. A love for idleness remains just the
same, even in fallen man ; but the curse still hangs over
mankind, and it is impossible for us to be slothful and
easy-going ; not alone because we are required to earn
our bread in the sweat of our faces, but because by the
very conditions of our moral nature we cannot be idle

and content. A secret voice warns us that to be idle is

for us a sin. If a man could find a situation where he
could feel that he was of use in the world, and fulfilling

his duty while still remaining idle, he would have found
one of the conditions of primeval bliss. And such a

condition of obligatory and irreproachable idleness is

enjoyed by a whole class of society — the military.

And this state of obligatory and irreproachable idleness

always has been and will be the chief attraction of mili-

tary service.

Nikolaf Rostof had been enjoying this felicity to the

full, having continued since 1807 to serve in the Pavlo-

grad regiment ; he was now commander of the squadron
of which Denisof had been deprived. Rostof had grown
into a rather rough but kindly young fellow, whom his

Moscow acquaintances would have found sufficiently

mauvais genre, but who was loved and respected by his

comrades, his subordinates as well as his superiors ; and
he was well satisfied with his existence. Latterly, in

1809, in letters from home, he had found more and
more frequent complaints from his mother that their

pecuniary affairs were going from bad to worse, and
III
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that it would be seasonable for him to come home and
give his old parents some joy and consolation.

In reading over these letters, Nikolai' felt a sensation

of alarm at the thought of being torn from a condition

of life where he found himself so quiet and tranquil, far

removed from the busy turmoil of society. He had a

presentiment that, sooner or later, he should be dragged
again into that whirlpool of life,— with its wasteful ex-

penditure, and rearrangement of affairs ; with its ac-

counts to verify ; with its quarrels, intrigues, obligations
;

with the demands of society, and with Sonya's love, and
the necessity of an explanation. All this was terribly

difficult and confused ; and he answered his mother's
letters with cold formality, beginning, Ula cJicre manian,
and concluding with Voire obcissant fils, and studiously

refrained from setting any time for his return home.
In 1810 he received a letter from his parents, who in-

formed him of the engagement between Natasha and
Bolkonsky, and that the wedding was put off for a year,

on account of the old prince refusing his sanction. This
news grieved and disgusted Nikolai'. In the first place

he was pained at the thought of losing Natasha from
the household, for he was fonder of her than the other

members of the family ; in the second place, he was
annoyed, from his point of view as a hussar, that he ha^i

not been on hand to make this Bolkonsky understand
that this alliance was not a very great honor, and that,

if he loved Natasha, he might have married her, even
without his scatter-brained father's consent.

For a moment he almost made up his mind to ask for

leave of absence, so as to see Natasha before she was
married ; but just then came the army manoeuvers, he
remembered Sonya and the various entanglements, and
once more he postponed it.

But in the spring of that same year he received a

letter from his mother, who wrote without the count's

knowledge, and this letter prompted him to go. She
wrote that if he did not come, and did not assume the

management of their affairs, their whole property would
have to be sold by auction, and they would all be thrown
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on the world. The count was so weak, he had such
confidence in Mitenka, he was so good-natured and so

easily cheated by every one, that everything was going
from bad to worse. " For God's sake, I beg of you,

come immediately, unless you wish to make me and all

the family unhappy," wrote the countess.

This letter had its effect upon Nikolai'. He was pos-

sessed of the sound common sense of mediocrity, and it

told him that this was his duty.

Now, it was requisite that he should go either on
leave of absence or on the retired list. He could not
have explained why he had to go, but, after his siesta,

he commanded his roan stallion Mars to be saddled —
it had not been out for a long time, and was at any time
a terribly fiery steed ; and, when he brought it home all

in a lather, he explained to Lavrushka, — Denisof's man
had stayed on with Rostof, — and to his comrades who
dropped in that afternoon, that he had obtained leave of

absence, and was going home.
How hard it was for him to realize that he was going

to absent himself from army life— the only thing that

especially interested him— and fail to find whether he
had been promoted, or granted the "Anna," for the last

manoeuvers ! How strange it was to think that he was
going away before he had sold that troika, or three-span,

of roans to the Polish Count Holuchowski, which they
had been negotiating about, and which Rostof had
wagered would bring two thousand rubles ! How im-

possible to realize that he should miss the ball which
the hussars were going to give to the Pani Pscazdecska,
in order to pique the Uhlans, who had given a ball to

their Pani Borzjozowska ! He knew that he must
leave, go away from all this bright, pleasant existence,

and go where everything was trouble and turmoil.

At the end of a week he was granted his leave of

absence. His comrades of the hussars, not only those
of his regiment, but of the whole brigade, gave him a

dinner which cost them fifteen rubles a head ; they had
two bands to play, and two choruses to sing for them.
Rostof danced the trepaka with Major Basof ; the tipsy
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officers "tossed" him, embraced him, and deposited him
on the ground again ; the soldiers of the third squadron

once more "tossed" him and cried hurrah. Then they

carried him to his sledge, and escorted him as far as the

first station.

As is usually the case, Rostof's thoughts during the

first half of his journey, from Kremenchug to Kief,

were retrospective and connected with the affairs of his

squadron ; but, after he had gone half-way, he began to

forget about the trofka of roans, his quartermaster Do-
zhoiveik, and anxious questions began to arise in his

mind as to what he should find at Otradnoye. The
nearer he came to his home, the more powerfully he
was affected by his forebodings ; as if the inner feelings

were subject to the law that conditions the swiftness of

falling bodies to the square of the distance. At the

Otradnoye station he gave the driver three rubles for

vodka, and, all out of breath, rushed like a school-boy

up the steps of the old home.
After the first enthusiastic greetings, and after that

strange sense of vague disappointment at the reality

falling short of expectation, — "Everything is just the

same ; why, then, have I hastened so? "— Nikolai began
to become wonted to the old home life again. His
father and mother were the same, except that they
had grown a trifle older. He detected a peculiar rest-

lessness about them, and sometimes a slight coldness

between them, which was a new thing, and which Ni-

kolai, as soon as he discovered it, attributed to the unfor-

tunate condition of their affairs.

Sonya was now about twenty years old. She had
reached the zenith of her beauty, and gave no promise
that she would ever surpass what she already was ; even
thus, she was pretty enough. She simply breathed
happiness and love from the moment that Nikolai" came
home, and this maiden's faithful, unfaltering love for

him had a delightful effect on him.

Nikolai was more than all surprised at Petya and Na-
tasha. Petya had grown into a tall, handsome, frolic-

some, intelligent lad of thirteen, whose voice was already
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beginning to break. It was long before Nikolai' could

get over his amazement at Natasha, and he said, laugh-

ing, as he gazed at her :
—

'' You 're not at all the same !

"

" What ! have I changed for the worse ?
"

" Quite the contrary ; but what dignity, princess !
" ^

said he, in a whisper.

"Yes, yes, yes," exclaimed Natasha, gleefully.

Natasha told him of her romance with Prince Andrei",

and about his visit to Otradnoye, and showed him her
last letter from him.

"Tell me! Are you not glad for me.-'" she asked.

"I am so calm, so happy now."
" Yes, very glad," replied Nikolai'. " He is a splendid

man. And are you very much in love with him .''

"

" How can I tell you .''
" replied Natasha. " I was in

love with Boris, and with my teacher, and with Denisof,

and— but this is not at all the same. My mind is

serene and decided. I know that there is not a better

man to be found, and so I feel perfectly calm and happy.

It is entirely different from what it used to be ....

before...."

Nikolai expressed to Natasha his dissatisfaction that

the wedding was to be postponed a year ; but Natasha,
with some show of exasperation, contended that it could

not have been otherwise, that it would have been dis-

graceful to force her way into his family against his

father's will, and that she herself had wished it.

"You don't in the least, in the least, understand the

necessities of the case," said she.

Nikolai said no more, and acquiesced. He often mar-
veled as he looked at her. She was absolutely unlike

a girl deeply in love and separated from her betrothed.

Her temper was calm and even, and she was as merry
as in days gone by. This was a surprise to Nikolai,

and even made him look with some incredulity at her

engagement with Bolkonsky. He could not make up
his mind that her fate was as yet fully decided, the

^The point of this lies in his calling her knyaginya, the title of a mar-
ried princess, as knyazhna is that of one unmarried.
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more from the fact that he had not seen Prince Andrei
with her. It seemed to him all the time that there was
something that was not as it should be in this proposed
marriage.

"Why this postponement.'' Why are they not for-

mally betrothed ?
" he asked himself. Once, when speak-

ing with his mother about his sister, he found to his

surprise, and to a certain degree his satisfaction, that

his mother also did not in the depths of her heart feel

any great confidence in the engagement.
" This is what he writes," said she, showing her son

a letter which she had received from Prince Andrei,

with that secret feeling of discontent which a mother
always has toward her daughter's future married hap-

piness. " He writes that he will not be back before

December. What do you suppose can detain him so .-'

It must be he is ill. His health is very delicate. Do
not say anything to Natasha. Don't be surprised that

she is happy ; these are the last days of her girlhood,

and I know how it affects her whenever we get a letter

from him. However, it is all in God's hands, and all

will be well," she concluded; adding, as usual, "He is a

splendid man." •

CHAPTER II

The first days after Nikolai's return, he was grave,

and even depressed. He was tormented by the present

necessity of making an investigation into the stupid

details of the household economy, for which his mother
had begged him to come home. On the third day after

his return, in order to get this burden from his shoulders

as soon as possible, he went, with contracted brows,

sternly, and not giving himself time to decide what he
was going to do, to the wing where Mitenka lived, and
demanded of him the "accounts of everything." What
he meant by the "accounts of everything," he had even

less of an idea than Mitenka, who, nevertheless, was
thrown into alarm and perplexity.

Mitenka's explanations about his accounts were soon
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finished. The starosta of the estate, and the starosta

of the commune, who were waiting in the anteroom,
listened with terror and satisfaction at first, as the

young count's voice began to grow fiercer and louder,

while they could distinguish terrible words of abuse,

following one upon another.

"You brigand, you ungrateful wretch !.... I'll whip
you like a dog ! .... You 're not dealing with my papenka
this time," and words of the like import.

Then these men, with no less satisfaction and terror,

saw the young count, all flushed, and with bloodshot

eyes, dragging Mitenka by the collar, and reinforcing

his efforts with very dexterous applications of his knees
and feet, whenever the pauses between his words gave
him a convenient chance ; while he cried at the top of

his voice :
—

" Get out of here ! you villain ! Don't you ever show
your face here again !

"

Mitenka flew down the six steps head first, and landed
in a bed of shrubbery. This shrubbery was a famous
place of refuge for delinquents at Otradnoye. Mitenka
himself, when he returned tipsy from town, was wont to

hide in it ; and many of the inhabitants of Otradnoye,
trying to get out of Mitenka's way, knew the advantages
of this place as a refuge.

Mitenka's wife and her sister, with terror-stricken

faces, peered out of the door of the room, where a pol-

ished samovar was bubbling, and where the high-post

bedstead affected by overseers could be seen, covered
with a patchwork quilt.

The young count, all out of breath, and giving them
no attention, strode by them with resolute steps, and
went into the house.

The countess, who had heard from the maids all that

had taken place in the wing, was, in one sense, delighted

at the direction which their affairs were now evidently

going to take ; and in another she was disquieted at the

way in which her son had taken hold of the matter.

She went several times on tiptoe to his door, and
listened while he was smoking one pipe after another
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The next day the old count called Nikolai' to one side,

and with a timid smile said :
—

" But do you know, my dear, you wasted your fire !

Mitenka has told me all about it."

"I knew," thought Nikolai', "that I should never
accomplish anything here, in this idiotic world."

" You were angry with him because he did not reckon

in those seven hundred rubles. But, do you know, they
were carried over, and you did not look on the other

page."
" Papenka, he is a scoundrel and a thief ; I know he

is ! And what I have done, I have done. But if you
don't wish it, I won't say anything more to him about
it."

"No, my dear." The count was also confused. He
was conscious that he himself had been a bad adminis-

trator of his wife's estate, and that he was to blame
toward his children ; but he did not know how to set

things right. " No, I beg of you, take charge of our

affairs ; I am old, I ....
"

" No, papenka, forgive me if I have done anything
disagreeable to you ; I am less able to attend to it than
you are.— The devil take these muzhiks, and accounts,

and carryings over," he said to himself. " I used to

know well enough what quarter stakes on a six at faro

meant ; but this carrying over to the next page, I don't

know anything about it at all," said he to himself ; and
from that time forth he gave no more attention to their

pecuniary affairs. Once, however, the countess called

her son to her, and told him that she had a note of

hand given her by Anna Mikhailovna, for two thou-

sand rubles, and she asked Nikolai's advice as to what
ought to be done about it.

"This is what I think," replied Nikolaf. "You have
told me that I was to decide the question. Well, I

don't like Anna Mikhailovna, and I don't like Boris
;

but they have been friends of ours, and are poor. This
is what we will do, then ! " and he took the note and
tore it in two ; and this action made the old countess

actually sob with delight.
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After this, the young Rostof entirely forswore inter-

ference with their- business n>atters, and entered with

passionate enthusiasm into the delights of hunting with

the hounds, for which the old count set him an example
on a large scale.

CHAPTER III

Already the wintry frosts had begun, each morning,
to chain up the soil, soaked by the autumnal rains

;

already there was green only in patches, and these made
a vivid contrast against the strips of brownish stubble-

fields, trodden down by the cattle, and the patches of

winter or spring wheat, or the russet lines of the buck-
wheat fields. The forest tree-tops, which even as early

as the end of August had been green islands amid the

black fields of winter wheat and the corn stubble, were
now golden and crimson islands amid the fields of bright

green wheat.

The gray hare had already more than half changed
his coat ; the foxes were beginning to leave their holes,

and young wolves were larger than dogs. It was the

very height of the hunting season. The hounds belong-

ing to that eager young huntsman, Rostof, were now in

excellent training for their work ; but they had been
taken out so assiduously, that, by the general advice of

the whippers-in, it had been decided to give them three

days' rest, and to set upon the twenty-eighth of Septem-
ber for the hunt ; at which time they would begin with a

certain dense forest, where there was a litter of young
wolves.

Such was the state of affairs on the twenty-sixth of

September.
All that day the hunting train was at home. It had

been bitter cold, but toward evening it grew warmer and
began to thaw. On the morning of the twenty-seventh,
when young Rostof went in his dressing-gown to his win-

dow, he looked out on a morning which could not have
been better for hunting ; the very sky seemed to be melt
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ingand flooding out over the earth. There was no sign ot

a breeze. The only motion in the air was that faint stir

of microscopic drops of mist or fog, falhng from above.

On the bare limbs of the park trees transparent drops

hung and fell on the leaves that carpeted the ground.

The garden soil had a peculiar black and glistening ap-

pearance, like poppy, and within a short distance lost

itself under the dim and moist curtain of fog.

Nikolai' stepped out upon the wet doorsteps, all cov-

ered with trails of mud. There was an odor of dying

forest vegetation, and of dogs. Milka, the black-

spotted bitch, with broad hind quarters, and big black

goggle eyes, got up when she saw her master, stretched

herself back, and lay down like a hare ; then unex-

pectedly leaped up and licked his nose and ears.

Another dog, a greyhound, seeing his master, came
bounding up the garden path, arching his back, and im-

petuously raising his tail,^ began to rub around Nikolai's

legs.

" O hoi !
" rang out at this moment that inimitable

huntsman's call, which compromises in itself the deepest

bass and the clearest tenor, and around the corner ap-

peared the whipper-in and hunter, Danilo : a grizzled,

wrinkled man, with his hair cropped, leaving a knob,

after the fashion of the Ukraina, and carrying a long

whip, with curling lash. He had that independent ex-

pression and scorn for all the world so characteristic of

huntsmen. He took off his Circassian cap in his barin's

presence, and looked at him scornfully. This expres-

sion of scorn was not meant to be insulting to the barin

;

Nikolai knew that, scornful and superior as this Danilo

seemed to be, he was, nevertheless, his devoted servant

and huntsman.
" Danila !

" said Nikolai, with a timid consciousness

that in this perfect hunting weather, with these dogs,

and this huntsman, he was seized by that indefinable

passion for hunting which makes a man forget all his

former good resolutions like a fond lover in the presence

of his mistress.

^ Pravilo, rudder.
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"What do you please to require, your illustrious-

ness ? " asked a deep, antiphonal bass, hoarse with

shouting at the hounds ; and two bright black eyes

gazed out from under the brows at the silent barin.

' Well, and can't you resist ?
' these two eyes seemed

to be asking.

"Fine day, isn't it? A chase and a race, hey?"
asked Nikolai, pulling Milka's ears.

Danilo said nothing, and winked his eyes.
" I sent Uvarka out at sunrise this morning to listen,"

said his deep bass, after a minute's pause. " He says

she 'i- drawn into the Otradnensky zakas, and they 're

howling there."

He meant that a she-wolf, which they both knew
about, had gone with her whelps into the Otradnensky
forest preserves, which was a small detached property,

about two versts from the house.

"Well, we must go after them, mustn't we?" said

Nikolaf. " Come to me with Uvarka, will you."

"Just as you order !

"

" See they are fed, then."

"All right!"

In five minutes, Danilo and Uvarka were standing in

Nikolai's great library. Though Danila was not very

tall, the sight of him in the room irresistibly made one
think of a horse, or a bear, surrounded by furniture and
the conditions of civilized life ; Danilo was himself con-

scious of this, and, according to his habit, stood as near

the door as possible, striving to talk in an unnaturally

low tone, and to keep from moving, lest he should break

something, and saying what he had to say as rapidly as

possible, so as to get out into the open air, under the

sky instead of the ceiling.

Having asked the requisite number of questions, and
elicited from Danilo— who was fully as anxious as him-

self to go— the information that it would not hurt the

dogs, Nikolai' ordered the horses to be saddled.

But, just as Danilo was on the point of leaving the

room, Natasha came hurrying in with swift steps, not

having stopped to do up her hair, or finish dressing, but
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wearing her nurse's shawl. Petya came running in

with her.

"Are you going.'" asked Natasha. "I thought so\

Sonya declared that you were not going. I knew that

to-day was such a perfect day that you would have
to go."

"Yes, we're going," curtly replied Nikolai', who, as

he intended to make a serious business of hunting that

day, had no wish to take Natasha and Petya. " We
are going, but after wolves only ; it would bore you."

" You know that is just what I like best of anything,"

said Natasha. " It 's too bad to be going yourself, and
to have the horses saddled, and not say a word to us !

"

" 'Vain are obstacles to Russians !
' let us go !

" cried

Petya.
" No, but you can't go ; mamenka told you that it was

out of the question," said Nikolai, turning to Natasha.

"Yes, I am going; I certainly am going," insisted

Natasha, firmly.

" Danila, have the saddles put on for us, and have
Mikhai'la bring around my dogs," said she, addressing

the whipper-in.

It had been trying and uncomfortable for Danilo to

be in the confinement of the room ; but to receive an
order from the young lady seemed incredible. He cast

down his eyes and made haste to go, pretending that it

did not concern him, and striving not to strike against

her in any way.

CHAPTER IV

The old count, who had always kept up an immense
hunting establishment, had turned it over to his son's

management ; but on this day, the twenty-seventh of

September, feeling particularly cheerful, he determined
to be of the party.

In two hours the whole hunt was gathered at the

front doorsteps. Nikolai', with a grave and solemn face,

which made it evident that he could not be distracted
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by trifles, walked right by Natasha and Petya, who were

trying to say something to him. He personally in-

spected everything, sent forward the pack with the

huntsmen, mounted his sorrel Donets ; and, whistling

to the dogs of his own leash, he started off through

the threshing-floor into the field that stretched toward

the Otradnensky preserves. The old count's steed, a

dun-colored gelding, named Viflyanka, was in charge of

the count's groom ; he himself was to ride in his drozh-

sky straight to the muset which he had designated.

The whole number of hounds brought together was
fifty-four, together with six whippers-in and feeders.

Besides the gentlemen, there were also eight greyhound-

grooms, followed by more than twoscore greyhounds
;

so that, with the master's dogs in leash, there were, all

told, about one hundred and thirty dogs, and twenty
mounted huntsmen.

Each dog knew who his master was, and answered to

his call. Each man knew his duty, his place, and his

work.

As soon as they had ridden beyond the hedge, all,

without unnecessary noise or talking, galloped smoothly
and evenly along the road, and then struck into the

fields that led to the Otradnensky preserves.

As soon as the horses were out of the beaten track,

they made their way across the field, as if it were a

carpet of yielding grass, occasionally splashing through

pools of water. The misty sky continued the same, and
the moisture fell monotonously to the ground. The air

was calm, mild, unresonant. Occasionally were heard

a huntsman's whistle, the snorting of a horse, the crack

of the long lash, and the whine of a dog which had left

Its place.

After they had ridden about a verst, suddenly out of

the fog loomed five more riders with dogs, coming to

meet the Rostofs. In front of them rode a hale and
hearty old man, with heavy gray mustaches.

" Good-morning, ' little uncle,' " ^ cried NikolaY, as the

old man rode up to him.

^ Dyadyushka, diminutive.
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" Here 's a how-de-do !
^ I was sure of it," said the old

man. He was a neighbor and distant relative of the

Rostofs— a landed proprietor of small means. "I
knew it, you could not resist it, and it 's good you came.

Here's a how-de-do!" This was a favorite phrase of

the old man's. " Look out for the cover, double quick,

for my Girchik reports that the Ilagins, and all their

train, are in the stubble, and they might — here 's a how-
de-do !— might snatch the litter away from under our
very noses !

"

"That's where I am going. Say, shall we join

packs .''
" asked Nikolai.

They united all the hounds into one large pack, and
the old man, whom Nikolai called " little uncle," rode

along by his side. Natasha, muffled up in shawls, out

of which peered her eager face, with bright, glistening

eyes, galloped up to them, followed by Petya and Mi-
khai'lo, the huntsman, who were her inseparable com-
panions, and by a groom, who was delegated to attend

her. Petya was full of glee, and kept whipping up and
hauling in hi? horse. Natasha sat firmly and gracefully

on her raven black Arabchik, and reined him in with a

practised hand, though without effort.

The "little uncle" looked disapprovingly at Petya

and Natasha. He did not believe in combining frivoli-

ties with the serious business of hunting.
" Good-morning, ' little uncle ' ; we are going too,"

shouted Petya.

"Good-morning to you, good-morning; don't ride the

dogs down !

" cried the old man, severely.
" Nikolenka, what a splendid dog Trunila is ! He

knew me !
" said Natasha, pointing to her favorite grey-

hound.
" Trunila, in the first place, is not a dog, but a hound,"

mused Nikolai, and gave his sister a stern glance, trying

to make her realize the immense distance that separated

them at that moment. Natasha realized it.

^ Chistoye dyelo marsch ! An almost meaningless semi-military phrase.

Literally: "Clean thing! forward! "— invented by the speaker, and char
acteristic of him.
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"Don't you imagine, 'little uncle,' that we shall be

in any one's way," said Natasha. "We will stay in our

own places and not stir."

" An excellent idea, little countess," ^ said the " little

uncle." "But mind you don't fall off your horse," he

added. " For you see, — here 's a how-de-do ! — you see

you 've nothing to hold on by !

"

The " island " of the Otradnensky preserves was now
in sight, two or three hundred yards distant, and the

cavalcade rode up toward it. Rostof and the " little

uncle," having definitely decided where they should set

in the hounds, and shown Natasha her post, a place

where there was not the slightest chance of anything

ever passing, crossed through a ravine into the woods.

"Well, little nephew, stand on solid ground," said the
" little uncle." "Take care not to let her get by."

"That depends," replied Rostof. "Phut! Kara! !

"

he cried, by this call answering the old man's words.

Kara!" was an aged, deformed, ugly-faced hound, famous
for having once tackled by himself a she-wolf.

All got to their posts.

The old count, knowing his son's passionate zeal for

hunting, had made good time, so as not to be behind-

hand ; and the cavalcade had scarcely reached the pre-

serve, when Ilya Andreyitch, cheerful and ruddy, with

shaking cheeks, came jolting across the fields, behind

his three b>dck horses, and was set down at the muset
which he had selected. Smoothing out his fur shuba,

and getting his hunting equipment, he mounted his

glossy Viflyanka, fat, kind, and steady, and as gray as

himself. The horses and the drozhsky were sent home.

Count Ilya Andreyitch, although not a keen huntsman
at heart, nevertheless was well acquainted with the rules

of venery ; and he rode off to the edge of the forest,

gathered up his reins, settled himself in the saddle, and,

feeling conscious that he was all ready, glanced around
with a sm.ile.

Near him stood his valet, an old-fashioned but heavy
rider, Semyon Chekmar. Chekmar held in leash three

^ Grafinyetchka.
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fierce-looking wolf-hounds, not less fat and sleek than

master and horse. Two dogs, old and intelligent

enough to be out of leash, stretched themselves out

on the ground. A hundred paces farther along the

edge of the forest was stationed the count's second

whipper-in, Mitka, a splendid rider and passionate

huntsman. The count, in accordance with time-hon-

ored custom, before the hunt began, drank a silver cup
full of zapekanotclika, or root brandy, took a snack of

lunch, and then drank a half-bottle of his favorite

Bordeaux.
Ilya Andreyitch was a trifle flushed from the wine

and the ride; his eyes grew moist and had a peculiar

gleam ; and as he sat in his saddle, muffled in his shuba,

he had the aspect of a child who has been got ready for

a ride.

The lean Chekmar, with sunken cheeks, having got

things settled to his satisfaction, looked up at his barin,

whose inseparable companion he had been for upwards
of thirty years, and, perceiving that he was in good
humor, waited for some pleasant talk. Just then a

third person rode up cautiously— evidently the result

of careful training— and, coming out from behind the

woods, paused not far from the count.

This person was an old man, with a gray beard, in a

woman's capote and high collar. This was the buffoon

who bore the woman's name Nastasya Ivanovna.

"Well, Nastasya Ivanovna," said the old count to him
in a whisper, and giving him a wink, "if you should dare

to scare away the brute, Danila would give it to you!

"

"I can defend myself," said Nastasya Ivanovna.
" Sh-sh-sh-sh-sh !

" hissed the count, and, turning to

Semyon, he asked, "Have you seen Natalia Ilyinitchna.-*

— VVhere is she.''
"

" She and Piotr Ilyitch were stationed in the high

grass 1 near Zharovo," -replied Semyon, with a smile.
" She 's a lady, but she 's going to have a great hunt all

the same."
"And aren't you surprised, Semyon, to see how she

^ Btiryaii, steppe-grass.



WAR AND PEACE 127

rides —^hey?" asked the count. "She rides as well as

a man !

"

" Of course I 'm surprised. Such daring! such skill!
"

"And where is Nikolasha.^ On Lyadovo hill, I sup-

pose.-'" asked the count, in a whisper.

"That's where he is. He knows well enough where
the best places are. And he rides so cleverly, too;

Danila and I were thunderstruck at him the other day,"

replied Semyon, knowing what would please the count.

"He rides well, does he.-* Hey.-* Fine fellow on a

horse, is he.'' Hey.''"

"Like a picture! How he run that fox t'other day
out of the steppe at Zavarzino! How he did gallop out

of the woods, 'twas a caution! Horse worth a thou-

sand, but the rider beyond price! 'T would be a hard
job to find such another young fellow."

"It would, indeed," interposed the count, regret-

ting that Semyon did not spin his story out longer.

"'T would be a hard job, would it.?" turning back the

flap of his shubka, and searching for his snuff-box.
" Then the other day, coming out of mass, in all his

regalia, when MikJiail-to Sidoruitch
"

But Semyon did not conclude his sentence, having
distinctly heard, owing to the stillness of the atmos-
phere, the howling of a hound or two, signifying that

the hunt was on; he bent down his head and listened,

and gave a warning gesture to his barin.

"They are after the whelps! " he whispered. "They
are making straight for Lyadovskaya."
The count, with the smile still lingering on his lips,

gazed into the distance, along the dike, and held the

snuff-box in his hand, forgetting to take a pinch. In-

stantly following the baying of the hounds came the

sound of Danilo's heavy horn, the signal that the wolf
was found. Then the pack united their voices with
those of the first three hounds; and then they could

hear the hounds breaking in, across the ravine, with
that peculiar howl which is the sign to the huntsman
that they have discovered the wolf. The riders had not

yet begun to set on the dogs, but were uttering the
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uliuliu ; and louder than all rang out Danilo's voice,

now in bass, now in piercingly shrill notes; it seemed

as if his voice filled the whole forest, and burst out be-

yond the forest bounds, and rang far over the fields.

After listening for a number of seconds in silence,

the count and his groom were convinced that the hunt

had divided into two packs. The larger half, vehe-

mently giving tongue, were driving farther afield ; the

other pack were rushing along the forest past the count,

while behind them was heard Danilo's uliuliu. The
sounds mingled and melted together, but seemed to be

growing fainter in the distance. Semyon sighed, and
stooped down to disentangle his leash, a young puppy
having got the cords mixed up. The count also sighed

;

and, noticing that he had his snuff-box still in his hand,

opened it and took out a pinch of snuff.

" Back," cried Semyon to the young hound, which
was trying to make for the woods. The count was
startled, and dropped his snuff-box. Nastasya Ivanovna
dismounted, and was just on the point of picking it up.

The count and Semyon were looking at him. Suddenly,

as often happens, the sounds of the hunt came nearer,

and it seemed as if the baying mouths of the dogs and
Danilo's uliuliu were directly upon them.

The count looked round, and at his right saw Mitka,

who, with starting eyes, was staring at him, and, lifting

his cap, directed his attention in front of him to the

other side.

" Look out !
" he shouted, in such a voice that it was

evident that this word had been for some time painfully

struggling to escape. And, letting loose his leash, he
dashed in the count's direction. The count and Se-

myon sprang out from the cover, and saw at their left

a wolf swinging easily along, and, with a noiseless lope,

making for the very cover where they had been in hiding.

The ferocious dogs yelped, and, tearing themselves free

from the leash, flung themselves after the wolf, almost
under the legs of the horses.

The wolf paused in his course, awkwardly, like one
suffering with the quinsy, turned his head, with its wide
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forehead, in the direction of the dogs, and then again,

with the same easy, waddling gait, gave one spring, and
then another, and, shaking his "stump," disappeared in

the cover.

At the same instant, with a roar that rather resembled
a whine, from the opposite edge of the forest, appeared
first one, then a second, then a third hound, and then
the whole pack came pouring out into the field, in the

very track by which the wolf had sneaked away and
escaped. On the heels of the hounds appeared Danilo's

horse, all black with sweat, breaking through the hazel

bushes. Over his long back, bending forward, and
doubled up like a ball, sat Danilo, hatless, with his gray
hair disheveled and falling around his sweaty face.

" Uliiclinliu ! Ulhilin!''' he was shouting. When he
saw the count, his eyes flashed fire.

"You sh..,." he began^ menacing the count with his

upraised whip-handle. "You've lost that wolf! What
hunters !

"

And, as if scorning to have further conversation with

the confused and startled count, he gave the wet flank

of his chestnut stallion the wrathful blow which had
been directed against the count, and dashed after the

hounds. The count, like one who had been chastised,

remained motionless ; and, looking around with a scared

smile, was going to try to gather sympathy for his situa-

tion from Semyon.
But Semyon had disappeared ; he was riding in and

out of the bushes, trying to start the wolf up from the

thicket. The masters of the greyhounds also were beat-

ing up the brute from all sides. But the wolf had made
his way into the bushes, and not a single hunter got
sight of him.

CHAPTER V

Nikolai Rostof, meantime, had not left his post, and
was anxiously expecting the brute. By the nearer and
more distant sounds of the hunt ; by the baying of the

hounds, whose voices he could distinguish ; by the shouts
VOL. III.— 9
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of the whippers-in, advancing and retreating,— he had
an idea of what was going on in the "island." He knew
that the "island" sheltered growing and full-grown

wolves ; that is, old wolves and their whelps. He knew
that the hounds had divided into two packs ; that in one

place they were on the right scent, and that elsewhere

they had met with bad luck. He expected each second

to see the beast making in his direction. He made a

thousand different conjectures as to which side the brute

would come out, and how he should attack him. His

heart was filled with mingled hope and despair.

Several times he offered up a prayer to God that the

wolf might come in his way ; he prayed with that sense

of passionate anxiety with which men are wont to pray

under the influence of some powerful excitement, even

though it may be due to the most trivial cause.
" Now what would it be to Thee," he said in his prayer,

" to do this for me ? I know that Thou art mighty, and
that it is a sin to ask Thee for such a thing ; but, for

God's sake, let an old full-grown wolf come my way, and
let Karai' get a death clutch on her throat, in sight of

the ' little uncle ' who keeps glancing over in this

direction."

A thousand times during that half-hour, Rostof swept

his eyes eagerly, restlessly, and with stubborn purpose,

around that thicket of forest, where two mighty oaks

looked down upon the aspen underbrush ; and at the

ravine, with its gullied banks ; and at the " little uncle's
"

cap, just visible underneath the bushes on the right.

" No, I shan't have this luck," thought Rostof. " But
how jolly it would be ! No hope ! always the same bad
luck with me at cards, and in war, and everywhere."

Austerlitzand Dolokhof, in vivid but swift alternation,

flashed through his mind.
" If I could only just once in my life run down a full-

grown wolf, that is all that I would ask for !
" he said

to himself, straining his ears and his eyes, as his gaze

swept the thicket from left to right, and as he tried to

distinguish the slightest variation in the noise of the

hunt.
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Then again he glanced to the right, and beheld some-
thing swiftly moving across the open field in his direction.

" No, it is impossible !

" thought Rostof, with a heavy
sigh, as a man sighs when what he has been long look-

ing forward to is practically accomplished. And here
the greatest piece of good fortune was accomplishing
so simply, so noiselessly, so undemonstratively, without

a sign ! Rostof could not believe his eyes ; and this

incredulity lasted more than a second. The wolf came
running forward, and leaped clumsily over the ravine

that lay across his path. It was an aged brute, with a

gray back, and a clearly marked russet belly. He ran

along at no great speed, evidently convinced that no one
could see him. Rostof, not daring to breathe, glanced
at his dogs ; they were lying down or standing up all

around, but had not yet discovered the wolf, or realized

what was going on. Old Karai, bending his head back,

and showing his yellow teeth, occasionally snapping
them together, was making a spiteful search for a flea,

on his haunch.
" Uliulhdiii

!
" whispered Rostof, thrusting out his

lips. The dogs, shaking their chains, and pricking up
their ears, sprang to their feet. Karai ceased his flea-

hunting and got up, cocking his ears, and slightly wag-
ging his tail, on which still hung k few shreds of hair.

" Shall I let 'em loose yet, or not .-'

" queried Rostof,

while the wolf was making in his direction, and steadily

increasing his distance from the woods. Suddenly the

wolf's whole appearance underwent a change : a thrill

ran over him, at the sight of what he had never proba-

bly experienced before, a pair of human eyes fixed on
him ; and slightly raising his head toward the huntsman,
he paused.

" Back or forward ? Eh ! it 's all the same ! Forward
;

we'll see," he seemed to say to himself; and, without
looking around, he dashed ahead, with occasional leaps,

easy and long, but decided.
" UHuHh ! " cried Nikolai', in a voice that sounded

not his own ; his good steed, of her own accord, bore
him forward down the slope, leaping the ravine, to cut



132 WAR AND PEACE

off the wolf ; and still swifter, entirely outstripping her,

rushed the hounds. Nikolai' did not hear his own shout,

was not conscious of the pace at which he was riding,

saw neither the dogs nor the ground over which he was
carried ; saw only the wolf, which, quickening his speed,

bounded on, without swerving, in the direction of the

ravine. The black-spotted, wide-haunched Milka was
the first to get close to the wild beast. Nearer, nearer,

she seemed to press— there, she leaps upon him ! But
the wolf swerved a trifle toward her, and, instead of

attacking, as was usually the case with her, Milka, sud-

denly raising her tail, came to point.
" Uliuliidmliii! " cried Nikolai'.

The red Liubim leaped beyond Milka, impetuously
flung himself on the wolf, and gripped him by the

haunch ; but, at the same instant, overcome by panic,

he sprang to one side. The wolf crouched down, clapped
his teeth together, then sprang up again, and bounded
forward, followed at an arshin's distance by all the

hounds, though they avoided getting closer.

"He'll escape! No, that's impossible! " mused Ni-

kolai, continuing to shout in a hoarse voice.
" Karai ! Uliuliu .'

" he screamed, trying to make out

where the old wolf-hound was ; he was now his only

reliance. Kara'f, with all the strength left him by his

advanced age, bounding forward, looking at the wolf

from the corner of his eyes, was running heavily side

by side with the brute, trying to get in front of him.

But, owing to the swiftness of the wolf, and the compara-
tive slowness of the hound, it was evident that Karal's

calculation was to be mistaken.

Nikolai now began to see the forest in front of him,
which, if the wolf succeeded in reaching it, would proba-

bly prove his safety. Just then, in front of them, a

pack of dogs and a huntsman came in sight, dashing
almost directly toward him. Here again was a hope.

A dark brown young dog, with a long body, belonging
to a kennel unknown to Rostof, was flying eagerly

forward, directly toward the wolf, and quite upset him.

The wolf swiftly and most unexpectedly sprang up and
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chrew himself upon the dark brown hound, chattered

his teeth, and the hound, covered with blood, from a

great gash in his side, with a pitiful howl, beat his head
on the ground.

" Karaiushka ! Oh, heavens !" mourned NikolaT. The
old hound, with the tufts of hair flying out from his

haunches, had taken advantage of the pause that he had
made to block the wolf's path, and was now within five

paces of him. The wolf, apparently conscious of the

peril, looked out of the corner of his eyes at Karai, put

his stump of a tail as far as possible under his legs, and
went off at a mighty bound. But, at this instant, —
Nikolai' saw that something extraordinary happened to

the dog,— Kara"!, quick as a flash, was on the wolf's

back, and the two were rolling heels over head down
into the ravine in front of them.

The moment that Nikolai caught sight of the dog and
the wolf rolling at the bottom of the ravine, in one indis-

criminate mass, out of which could be resolved the wolf's

gray hide, his hind leg stretched out, and his scared face,

and panting, with laid-back ears(Karaif still held him by
the gorge), — the minute that Nikolai' saw this was the

happiest moment of his whole life. He was just grasp-

ing the saddle-bow to dismount and give the wolf his

finishing stroke, when suddenly, from out of that mass
of dogs, the brute's head was extended, then his fore

paws were laid on the edge of the ravine. The wolf

chattered his teeth— Karai had now let go of his gullet

— gave a mighty leap with his hind legs, and, flirting

his tail, again got his distance from the dogs, and was
off at full speed. Kara'f, with bristling hair, apparently

either bruised or wounded, crawled painfully out of the

ravine.

"My God! what does it mean.''" cried Nikola'f, in

despair.

The "little uncle's" whipper-in started from the other

side to cut off the wolf's course, and the dogs again

brought the wolf to bay. Again they gathered round him.

Nikola'i, his whipper-in, the "little uncle," and his

huntsmen circled around the wolf, crying their uliuliu.



134 WAR AND PEACE

and screaming to the dogs, at each minute, whenever
the wolf sat up on his haunches, expecting to dismount,

and each time dashing forward, whenever the wolf shook
himself free, and tried to dash toward the thicket, which
was his only salvation.

At the very beginning of this wolf-baiting, Danilo,

hearing the hunters' uliuliu, came galloping along the

edge of the forest. He got there in time to see Kara!
grapple with the wolf; and he pulled in his horse, ex-

pecting to see that the game was finished. But when
the huntsmen did not dismount, and the wolf shook
himself and made off, Danilo spurred on his chestnut

;

not indeed at the wolf, but in a straight line toward
the thicket, in the same way as Karai had done, so as

to intercept the beast. By reason of this move, he
caught up with the wolf just as the "little uncle's"

hounds had brought him to a halt for the second time.

Danilo galloped forward silently, holding an unsheathed
dagger in his left hand ; and like a flail fell the strokes

of his whip on his chestnut's laboring sides.

Nikolai had not seen or heard Danilo until his heav-

ily panting chestnut dashed by ; and then he heard the

sound of a falling body, and saw that Danilo had flung

himself into the midst of the dogs, back of the wolf,

and was trying to clutch him by the ears. It was now
manifest to the dogs, and to the huntsmen, and to the

wolf, even, that all was over. The wild beast, timidly

laying back his ears, was struggling to gather himself

up once more ; but the dogs formed a ring round him.

Danilo, reaching forward, made a staggering step, and
with all his weight threw himself upon the wolf, as if

he were lying down to rest, and seized him by the

ears. Nikolai' was going to stab him, but Danilo
muttered :

—
"Don't do it, we'll gag him!" and, changing his

position, he placed his foot on the wolf's neck. Then
they put a stake into the wolf's jaws, fastened him as

if they were getting him into a leash, tied his legs,

and Danilo twice rolled the brute over and over.

With weary but happy faces, they lifted the live,
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full-grown wolf on the shying and whinnying horse
;

and, accompanied by the dogs, all yelping at him, they
took him to the place of general rendezvous.

All hastened up and began to examine the wolf,

which, with his great broad-browed head hanging
down, with the stake in his chops, glared from his

great glassy eyes at all that throng of dogs and men
surrounding him. When he was touched, he would
draw together his helpless paws, and glare fiercely,

and at the same time steadily, at them all. Count
Ilya Andreyitch also came riding up, and had a look

at the wolf.

"Oh, what an old one," said he. "Full-grown,
hey ?

" he asked of Danilo, who stood near him.
" Indeed he is, your illustriousness," replied Danilo,

respectfully taking off his cap. The count remem-
bered the wolf which had got past him, and his en-

counter with Danilo.
" Still, my boy, you were in a bad temper," said the

count.

Danilo made no reply, and merely smiled with em-
barrassment — a childishly sweet and pleasant smile.

CHAPTER VI

The old count rode off home. Natasha and Petya
promised to follow immediately. The hunt went far-

ther, as it was still early in the day. Toward noon
they sent the hounds into a dell grown up with a
dense young forest. Nikolai', taking his position on
the hillside, could overlook all his huntsmen.
On the other side from Nikolai' were fields ; and

there his whipper-in had taken his post alone, in a
pit behind a hazel copse. As soon as the dogs were
slipped, Nikola'i' heard the sharp yelp of one of his

favorite dogs — Voltorn ; the other hounds also gave
tongue, now ceasing, and then again taking up the
cry. In a minute, from the forest, the cry to fox was
heard ; and the whole pack rushed off pell-mell toward
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the open, in the direction of the field and away from
Nikolai'.

He saw the dog-feeders, in their red caps, dashing

off along the edge of the overgrown dell ; he saw, also,

the dogs, and every instant he expected the fox to

show himself in that direction on the field.

The huntsman stationed in the pit gave a start, and
let loose the dogs ; and then Nikolai' saw a strange-

looking red fox crouching down, and hurriedly making
across the field, with rumpled brush. The dogs began
to close in upon her. Then, as they came closer to

her, lo ! the fox began to dodge about among them,
in circles, making the circles ever shorter and shorter,

and sweeping her furry brush (which the hunters call

truba, a trumpet) around her; and then, lo ! one, a

white dog, flew at her ; and this one was followed by
a black dog ; and then all were mingled in confusion,

and the dogs, as they stood, scarcely swerving, made
a sort of star, all their tails pointing outwards. A
couple of huntsmen galloped up toward the dogs, one
in a red cap, the other, a stranger, in a green kaftan.

"What can that mean.?" queried Nikolai. "Where
did that huntsman come from .-^ It's not one of 'little

uncle's.'
"

The men despatched the fox, and stood for a long

time, without mounting or tying her to the sti'aps.

Near by, with projecting saddles, stood their horses,

which they held by the bridle ; and the dogs threw
themselves down. The huntsmen were gesticulating

and doing something with the fox. Then there rang
out the sound of a bugle, the conventional signal of

a dispute.

"That's one of Ilagin's hunters; and he's quarrel-

ing with our Ivan about something," said Nikola'i's

whipper-in.

Nikola'f sent the man to fetch his sister and Petya

;

and then rode slowly, at a footpace, to the place where
the dog-feeders had collected the hounds. Several

huntsmen wei'e galloping up to the scene of the dispute.

Nikolaif dismounted and stood near the hounds, with
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Natasha and Petya, who had now come up, and waited

till word should be brought as to the issue of the dis-

pute.

Out from behind the skirt of the forest came the quar-

relsome huntsman, with the fox at his saddle-straps, and
galloped up to his young barin. While still at a dis-

tance, he took off his cap, and tried to speak respect-

fully ; but he was pale and out of breath, and his face

was wrathful. One of his eyes was blackened,- but he
was apparently unconscious of the fact.

" What was the matter with you there .-' " asked
Nikolai'.

" What do you suppose ! he would be after snatching
it away from among our hounds ! And it was my
mouse-colored bitch, too, that had grabbed her ! Come
now, decide ! He tried to get away our fox. Now I '11

have a whack at his foxes. Here she is, on the saddle-

straps. Or would you like a taste of this .''
"

.... pointing

to his dagger, and evidently imagining that he was still

talking with his enemy.
Nikolai', not stopping to discuss the matter with the

huntsman, told his sister and Petya to wait for him, and
rode off to the place where the rival hunt of the Ilagins

was collected.

The victorious huntsman joined the throng of whip-

pers-in ; and there, surrounded by his sympathetic ad-

mirers, he related his exploit.

The truth of the matter was that Ilagin, with whom
the Rostofs had, in days gone by, had some disputes, as

well as lawsuits, was hunting in places usually pre-

empted by the Rostofs ; and, on this occasion, he had
apparently given special orders to go to the " island

"

where the Rostofs were hunting, and allowed his whip-
per-in to snatch the game from his rival's dogs.

Nikolai had never, seen Ilagin ; but, as was always the

case, knowing no half-way in his judgments and feelings,

and believing certain reports of the violence and arbi-

trary conduct of this proprietor, he hated him with all

his heart, and considered him his worst enemy. He
now rode up to him, full of angry emotions, and firmly
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grasping his long whip, ready for the most decisive and
risky proceedings against his enemy.
He had just ridden up to a jut of the forest, when he

saw riding in his direction a portly gentleman, in a

beaver cap, on a handsome raven-black steed, and ac-

companied by two huntsmen.
Instead of an enemy, Nikolai found in Ilagin a well-

bred, representative barin, who manifested a special

desire to make the young count's acquaintance. Rid-

ing up to Rostof, Ilagin raised his beaver cap, and de-

clared that he was very sorry for what had taken place
;

that he had commanded the huntsman who had per-

mitted himself to trespass on another's preserve to be
punished. He craved the count's acquaintance, and
invited him to hunt on his grounds.

Natasha, apprehensive lest her brother might do
something terrible, came up in great anxiety, and drew
up at a little distance behind him. When she saw that

the rivals were greeting each other with friendly cour-

tesy, she joined them. Ilagin lifted his beaver cap still

higher as he saw Natasha, and, with a pleasant smile,

said that the countess resembled Diana, both by her
passion for hunting and by her beauty, of which he had
heard many reports.

Ilagin, in order to smooth over his huntsman's indis-

cretion, pressingly urged Rostof to go to a steep hill-

side of his, about a verst away, which he kept for his

own private use, and which, on his word, was swarming
with hares. Nikolai' consented ; and the hunting party,

doubled in numbers, swept on their way.

In order to reach Ilagin's preserve, they had to strike

across country. The huntsmen made common cause.

The gentlemen rode together. The "little uncl'^,"

Rostof, Ilagin, each stealthily examined the dogs of the

other, striving not to let the others remark it, and anx-

iously searched for possible rivals among the dogs of

the others.

Rostof was especially struck by the beauty of a small

thoroughbred young bitch, spotted with red, and rather

slender, with muscles like steel, with a delicate little
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muzzle, and with prominent black eyes. She belonged

to Ilagin's pack. He had heard of the rarity of Ilagin's

dogs ; and in this pretty Httle dog he recognized a rival

to his Milka. In the midst of a sedate conversation

about the crops of the current year, which Ilagin had
started, Nikolai' called his attention to this little spotted

bitch.

"That 's a lovely little bitch you have !
" said he, in a

careless tone. " Full of mettle .''

"

"That one.-* Yes, that one's a good dog! She's a

hunter," replied Ilagin, speaking with affected indiffer-

ence of his red-spotted Yorza, for which he had paid a

neighbor, the year before, three families of household

serfs. " You did n't have much of a yield of grain,

either, did you .-* " he asked, resuming the conversation

that he had begun. And then, considering it no more
than fair to mollify the young count, in the same way,

Ilagin looked at his dogs, and picking out Milka, whose
breadth of beam first attracted his attention, he said :

—
"That black-spotted bitch of yours is a handsome one,

too— well worth having !

"

"Yes, pretty good, full of go !

" replied Nikola'f. " If

only an old gray hare would start across that field, I

would show you what kind of a dog she is!" he

thought ; and, turning to one of his huntsmen, he said

he would give a ruble if he would find a hare "on his

form," that is, hiding in his nest.

"I cannot understand," pursued Ilagin, "how it is

that sportsmen can be jealous of other men's game and
dogs. I will tell you how it is with me, count. I enjoy

going out to hunt
;
you see, you are apt to fall in with

pleasant company, like this. For what could be better ?
"

— he took off his beaver cap again to Natasha. "But
as for merely counting the pelts— that's a matter of

indifference to me !

"

"That's a fact!"
" Or why should it trouble me that some other dog,

and not mine, got on the scent first.'' I get just as

much sport from looking on at the course ; don't you,

count ? So I judge ...,"
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Just at this time was heard the long halloo— " Afoo-

j/evoa,"— from one of the greyhound-keepers, who had
been set on the watch. He was standing half-way down
the slope, on a hillock, with his whip upraised ; and
again he uttered the long-drawn "A—too—-yevoa''

This halloo, and the upraised whipstock, signified

that he had caught sight of a couching hare.
" On the scent, I imagine," said Ilagin, carelessly.

"What say you, count .'' Shall we give him a run V
" Yes, we must be after him ; certainly ! All to-

gether, shall we not .* " replied Nikolai, glancing at

Yorza and the "little uncle's" red Rugai", the two
rivals against which he had never as yet had a chance
to pit his own dogs. " Now what if they get my Milka
by the ears ! " he thought to himself as, side by side

with the "little uncle" and Ilagin, he galloped off

toward the hare.
" A full-grown fellow, is n't he .''

" asked Ilagin, as they

came up to the hunter who had discovered him, and,

not without anxiety, whistling to his Yorza. "And you,

Mikhail Nikanoruitch .^
" he asked, turning to the "little

uncle."

The " little uncle " came up with a frown.
" Why should I meddle.'* It's your game!— here's

a how-de-do!— why, your dogs cost a whole village!

Thousand-ruble dogs ! You two match yours, and I will

look on ! Ruga'i ! Na ! na !
" he cried. " Rugaiushka !

"

he added ; involuntarily expressing by this endearing
diminutive the hope that he placed upon his red hound.

Natasha could see and feel the excitement which these

two old men and her brother tried vainly to conceal,

and she herself was even more excited.

The huntsman on the hillock still stood with upraised

whipstock ; the gentlemen approached him at a foot-

pace. The harriers, coming up to the same horizon,

dashed off in the direction of the hare ; the hunters,

but not the gentlemen, also hastened after them. The
whole movement was made slowly, and in due form.

"Which way is he heading.''" asked Nikolaif, coming
within a hundred paces of the hunter that had discov-
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ered him. But the beater had no time to reply, ere the

gray hare, scenting the frost of the coming morn, was
up and away. The harriers, still in leash, dashed with
a howl down the slope after the hare : from all sides,

the greyhounds, unleashed, dashed after the harriers

and the hare. All these slowly stirring hunting attend-

ants, shouting "stof" (stay) to keep the dogs on the
right scent, and the greyhound-keepers crying " atoo,"

to urge them on, swept across the field. Ilagin, with
perfect coolness, Nikolai', Natasha, and the "little uncle

"

flew along, not heeding how or whither they were going,

with only the dogs and the hare in their eyes, and fear-

ing only lest they should for a single instant lose the

course of the hunt from sight.

The hare proved to be full grown and full of game.
After springing out, he did not on the instant dash
away, but cocked up his ears, listening to the shouts of

the men, and the trampling of the horses, suddenly clos-

ing in upon him from all sides. He made a dozen
springs, in no great haste, letting the hounds come
quite close to him ; and then, finally, having chosen his

course, and realized his danger, he laid back his ears

and was off like the wind. His form had been in the

stubble ; but the course he took was toward the meadow-
lands, where it was marshy. Two dogs, answering to

the hunter who had discovered him, were the first to see

the hare, and lay for him ; but they were still a consid-

erable distance behind when Ilagin's red-spotted Yorza
outstripped them, came within a dog's length of him,
sprang on him with frightful violence, snapped at the

hare's tail, and, supposing that she had him, rolled over
and over.

The hare, arching his back, darted off at a sharper
pace than ever. Then the black-spotted Milka, broad
of beam, dashed swiftly in front of Yorza, and began to

gain on the hare.

"Milushka!— little mother!" — rang out Nikolaif's

encouraging shout. It seemed as if Milka were just

going to overtake and nip the hare, but she went too

far, and went beyond. The hare had stopped short.
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Again the pretty little Yorza came to the fore and
seemed to hang over the hare's very tail, as if she were
measuring the distance, so as not to be deceived again,

before she should seize him by the hind leg.

" Yorzanka!— little sister !

"— rang out Ilagin's voice,

unnaturally, and as if choked with tears. Yorza heeded
not his prayer ; at the very instant that she might have

been expected to seize her game, he swerved off and
bowled away along the ridge, between the meadow and
the stubble. Again Yorza and Milka, like two little

pole-horses, dashed off neck and neck after the game

;

but this middle ground was better running for the hare,

and the dogs did not gain on him so rapidly.

" Rugai ! Rugaiushka ! here 's a how-de-do !
" cried

still a third voice at this instant ; and RugaY, the "little

uncle's " red, crook-backed hound, stretching out and
doubling up his back, was seen catching up with the

two other hounds, dashing beyond them, and falling,

with terrible self-control, on the hare itself. He flung

him from the stubble-ground into the meadow, leaped

on him even more fiercely a second time, in the muddy
marsh, into which he sank up to the knees ; and then

all that could be seen was that he rolled over and over

with the hare, the mud staining his back.

The "star" of dogs clustered round them. In a min-

ute the party gathered in a circle round the clustering

dogs. The "little uncle," radiantly happy, alone dis-

mounted, and cut off the hare's hind foot. Shaking the

hare, so that the blood would drip off, he looked around
excitedly, with wandering eyes, unable to keep his feet

and hands quiet ; and spoke, not knowing what he said,

or whom he addressed.

"That 's the kind of a how-de-do ! That 's a dog for

you! Worth all of your thousand-ruble hounds ! Here's
a how-de-do ! " said he, all out of breath, and fiercely

glancing around, as if he were berating some one ; as if

all of them were his foes, and all had insulted him, and
now, at last, he had come to his chance for getting even
with them. " Look at your thousand-ruble dogs ! Here's
a how-de-do ! Here, Rugai, here 's the foot !

" he cried,



WAR AND PEACE 143

flinging him the hare's paw, with the mud still clinging

to ^it :
" You 've earned it— here 's a how-de-do !

"

" She 'd run herself all out : she cornered him thrice,

all by herself," said NikolaT, likewise not heeding any one,

and not minding whether any one listened to him or not.

" That was a great way ; he seized him by the back !

"

exclaimed Ilagin's groom.
" Yes, when she 's run him out, of course, any house-

dog could grip him!" said Ilagin at the same instant;

he was "flushed, and what with the mad gallop, and the

excitement, could scarcely draw his breath. Natasha,

so great was her excitement and enthusiasm, also was
screaming at the top of her lungs, and shrilly enough to

make one's ears ring. With these shrieks of delight,

she expressed what all the other sportsmen were express-

ing by their simultaneous exclamations. And these

shrieks were so odd, that she would have been con-

strained to feel ashamed of herself, and all the others

would have been amazed at it, if it had been at any
other time.

The "little uncle " himself doubled up the hare cleverly,

and boldly laid him over the crupper of his horse, as if,

by this action, he were defying them all; and he mounted
his fallow bay, and rode away, acting as if he had no
wish to speak to any one.

All the rest, melancholy and disconsolate, separated
;

and it was only after some time had elapsed, that they

recovered their former state of affected indifference.

For some time, still, they gazed after the red, humped-
back Rugai' ; who, all spattered with mud, rattling his

chain, trotted after the " little uncle's " horse, with the

supercilious aspect of a victor.

' You see I am like all the rest of you, as long as

there is no game to be after. Yes, and you had better

keep at a respectful distance
!

' was what the aspect of

this dog seemed to Nikolai' to say.

When, after some time, the " little uncle " rode back
to Nikolai", and began to talk with him, Nikolai felt flat-

tered that, after what had taken place, the "little uncle"

was condescending enough to talk with him

!
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CHAPTER VII

When, late in the afternoon, Ilagin courteously took

his departure, Nikolai found that they were so far from
home that he was glad to accept the "little uncle's"

proposition that their hunting party should spend the

night at his little estate at Mikhai'lovko.
" Now if you should come to my place— here 's a how-

de-do !

"— said the "little uncle," "that would be the

best way : you see the weather is wet," added the "little

uncle." " You could get rested ; and the little countess
can be driven home in a drozhsky."

The proposition was accepted ; a huntsman was sent

to Otradnoye, after the drozhsky, while Nikolai, Na-
tasha, and Petya went to the "little uncle's."

Five men, big and little, — the " little uncle's " house
serfs,— rushed out on the front doorsteps, to welcome
their barin home. A dozen women, of every age and
size, thrust their heads out of the back porch to stare

at the approaching cavalcade.

The appearance of Natasha— a woman, a bariiinya

— on horseback aroused the curiosity of the "little

uncle's " household serfs to such a pitch that several of

them, undeterred by her presence, approached her,

stared at her, and freely made their observations, as

if she were some curiosity on exhibition, and not a

human being who could hear and understand what they
said.

" Arinka, just ye look : she sits sidewise ! Yes,
sidewise ; and her skirt dangles !.... And just see her
horn !

"

" Holy saints preserve us ! and a knife too !
"

....

" She 's a real Tatar !

"

" How is it you do not get thrown off .-' " asked the

most audacious of them, turning directly to Natasha.
The " little uncle " dismounted from his horse at the

doorsteps of his small country residence, which was
built in the midst of an overgrown garden ; and, glanc-

ing round on his domestics, he gave an imperative order
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for the supernumeraries to clear out, and for everything

to be done necessary for the reception of his guests and
the hunting train.

There was a general scattering. The "little uncle"

helped Natasha to dismount, and, giving her his hand,

led her up the precarious deal steps. The house, which

was not plastered, and showed the rough timbers of the

walls, was not remarkable for its cleanliness ; it was
plain to see that the inmates did not consider it the first

duty of life to remove every trace of a spot, but there

was no noticeable neglect. The entry was filled with

the odor of fresh apples, and hung with the skins of

wolves and foxes.

The "little uncle" conducted his guests through the

antechamber into a small dining-room, with a folding

table and red-pa,inted chairs ; thence into the drawing-

room, where there were a round pine table and a divan
;

and finally into the library, where there were a ragged

divan, a well-worn carpet, and portraits of Suvorof, of

the proprietor's father and mother, and of himself in

military uniform. The library smelt strong of tobacco

and dogs.

Here the "little uncle" begged his guests to be

seated and make themselves quite at home, and he left

them. Rugaf, his back still covered with mud, came
into the room, lay down on the divan, and began to

clean himself with tongue and teeth. From the library

led a corridor, in which could be seen a screen with its

hangings full of rents ; beyond the screen were heard

the laughing and chatter of women.
Natasha, Nikolai', and Petya threw off their wraps,

and sat down on the divan. Petya rested his head on
his arm, and was instantly asleep. Natasha and Nikolaif

sat in silence. Their faces were flushed ; they were
very hungry, and in very good spirits. They exchanged
glances ; after the hunting was over and they were in

the house, Nikolai' no longer considered it necessary

to display his masculine superiority over his sister.

Natasha winked at her brother ; and both, after trying

to restrain themselves for a moment, burst forth in a
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short and hearty peal of laughter, without even taking

time to think what they were laughing at.

After a short absence, the "little uncle" came in,

dressed in a Cossack coat, blue trousers, and short

boots. And Natasha felt that this costume, which, to

her amusement and amazement, she had seen the "little

uncle " wear at Otradnoye, was a perfectly proper cos-

tume, in no respect worse than frock-coat or swallow-

tail. The "little uncle " was also in the best of spirits:

he was not only not offended by the brother's and
sister's merriment,— it never entered into his head that

they were laughing at his mode of life,— but he even
joined in with their apparently causeless laughter.

"Well, the little countess is so young— here's a

how-de-do! — never saw another like her!" he ex-

claimed, giving Rostof a long-stemmed pipe, and clutch-

ing another with a carved short stem between his three

fingers, as his habit was.

"All day riding, just like a man, and as if it were
quite the ordinary thing."

Shortly after the "little uncle" rejoined them, the

door was opened by a young girl, apparently barefooted,

to judge by the noiselessness of her tread ; and in came
a portly, ruddy-faced, handsome woman of forty, with

double chin and full red lips, bearing in her hands a

huge tray set out with dishes. With overpowering hos-

pitality, dignity, and politeness beaming from her eyes,

and expressed in her every motion, she contemplated the

guests, and with a flattering smile made them a most
respectful courtesy. In spite of her rather unusual port-

liness, which made bosom and abdomen unduly promi-
nent, and caused her to hold her head very high, this

woman, who was the "little uncle's " ckonomka, or house-

keeper, moved about with amazing agility. She walked
up to the table, set down the tray, and skilfully, with
her white, plump hands, removed and arranged on the
table the bottles and various dishes comprising the

zakuska or lunch. Having done this, she started away
and stood by the door, with a smile on her face.

' That is the kind of a woman I am ! Now, do you
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understand the "little uncle " ?
' her attitude seemed to

Rostof to imply. How could he fail to understand ?

Not only Rostof, but even Natasha, understood the

"little uncle," and the meaning of his furrowed brows,

and the happy, self-satisfied smile which slightly curved

his lips as Anisya Feodorovna entered the room. On
the tray were travnik or herb brandy, liqueurs, mush-
rooms, wheat-flour cakes with buttermilk, fresh honey-

comb, mulled wine and sparkling mead, apples, raw nuts,

roasted nuts, and nuts cooked in honey. Then Anisya
Feodorovna brought fruits preserved in honey and sugar,

and a ham and a fowl just roasted.

All this was of Anisya Feodorovna's own preparation,

and selecting, and setting forth. All this was redolent

of Anisya Feodorovna, and had the mark of her genius

and taste. All was in character with her scrupulous

neatness, and cleanness, and whiteness, and her pleas-

ant smile.
** Have a bite of something to eat, little countess," she

insisted, handing Natasha first one thing and then

another. Natasha partook of everything ; and it seemed
to her that she had never seen and never tasted such

buttermilk cakes, or mulled wine with such a flavor, or

nuts cooked so deliciously in honey, or such a fowl

!

Anisya Feodorovna went out. Rostof and the "lit-

tle uncle," while sipping their glasses of cherry liqueur,

talked about hunting, past and to come, about Rugai,

and Ilagin's dogs. Natasha, with shining eyes, sat

up erect on the divan, and listened to them. Several

times she tried to rouse Petya to have something to

eat ; but he muttered incoherent words, and was evi-

dently too sound asleep. Natasha felt so happy, she

so keenly enjoyed the novel surroundings, that her

only fear was that the drozhsky would come for her

too soon. After one of those fortuitous silences that

are almost inevitable with people who for the first

time entertain their friends at home, the "little uncle,"

responding to a thought that must have occurred to

his guests, remarked:—
"And this is the way I shall live .out my days. You
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die— here's a how-de-do!— and nothing is left. So
what 's the sin ?

"

The "httle uncle's" face had grown very grave, and
even handsome, as he made this remark. Rostof could

not help thinking of the pleasant things his father and
the neighbors had said of the old man. The "little

uncle," throughout the whole government, had the

reputation of being as noble-hearted and disinterested

as he was eccentric. He was often called upon to

act as arbiter in family disputes, he was chosen execu-

tor of wills, he was made the repository of secrets, he
was elected judge, and called upon to fill other offices

;

but he stubbornly refused to enter active service : au-

tumn and spring he rode about the country on his fal-

low bay stallion ; in the winter he stayed at home ; in

the summer he lounged in his overgrown garden.
•' Why don't you enter the service, ' little uncle '

.''

"

" I have served and I 've given it up. It is no use
— here's a how-de-do!— I can't make anything out

of it. It 's well enough for you youngsters, but my
wits could never grasp it. But hunting ! That 's quite

another thing ! That 's the how-de-do ! Open that door,

there !

" he cried. "What did you shut it for .-*

"

The door at the end of the corridor— which the
" little uncle " called " collidor " — led into a single room
occupied by the hunting train. The bare feet swiftly

slithered along, and an invisible hand pushed the door
open into the "hunters' room," as this was called.

The sounds of the balalaika, or Ukraine guitar, were
clearly heard through the corridor; some one who was
a master hand at playing it evidently had hold of the

instrument. It had been a long time since Natasha
had listened to these sounds, and now she ran out

into the corridor to hear more distinctly.

"That is Mitka, my coachman. I bought a beauti-

ful balalaika for him, I'm fond of it," said the "little

uncle." After coming back from his courses, the

"little uncle" was in the habit of summoning Mitka
into the "hunters' room" to play for him. The "little

uncle" liked that kind of music.
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"How good it is! It's excellent!" said Nikolai,

with a slight trace of involuntary scorn, as if he were
ashamed of himself for confessing that he extremely
enjoyed such sounds.

" Excellent !
" repeated Natasha, reproachfully ; she

was conscious of the tone in which her brother spoke.

'^Excellent does not express it: it's charming, that's

what it is I

"

Just as the "little uncle's" pickled mushrooms, the

hydromel, and the liqueur seemed to her the best in

the world, so also did that tune on the balalaika seem
to her, at that moment, the very acme of all musical
charm.

"Again, please, again," cried Natasha at the door,

as .soon as the sounds of the balalaika had ceased.

Mitka tuned the instrument, and once more began
bravely to thrum out the Bartimya, or "The High-
born Maid," with a clanging of strings and grappling

of chords. The "little uncle" sat and listened, in-

clining his head to one side with an almost impercep-
tible smile. The theme of the Baniinya was repeated

a hundred times. Several times the balalaika had to

be tuned, and then once more the same sounds trem-
bled forth ; and yet the listeners were not wearied,

and wanted to hear this tune over and over again.

Anisya Feodorovna came in, and leaned her portly

frame against the door-lintel.

"Be kind enough to listen to him," said she to Na-
tasha, with a smile strikingly like the "little uncle's."
" He plays for us gloriously !

" said she.

"That part is not done right!" suddenly exclaimed
the "little uncle," with an energetic gesture. "It
needs to be faster there— here's a how-de-do! — let

it out!"....
" And do you know how to play .''

" asked Natasha.
The "little uncle" smiled, but made no reply.

"Just you look, Anisyushya, if the strings are all

on my guitar. I have not had it in my hands for

some time— here's a how-de-do!"
Ani.sya Feodorovna gladly went to fulfil her lord
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and master's command, and immediately brought the

guitar.

The "little uncle," not looking at any one, blew off

the dust, rapped with his bony fingers on the sounding-

board of the guitar, tuned the strings, and straightened

himself on his chair. He grasped the guitar above the

finger-board, with a somewhat theatrical air, pushing
back his left elbow ; and, with a wink toward Anisya
Feodorovna, he struck up, not the Baruinya, but a prel-

ude of one clear, ringing chord ; after which he began
in a steady and precise, but still regularly accentuated

tempo, to improvise variations on the well-known song,
" On the pa-a-vement o-of the street."

At once the theme of the song began to sing itself

rhythmically in the hearts of both Nikolai' and Natasha,

with that peculiar sedate cheerfulness which Anisya
Feodorovna's whole being exhaled. Anisya Feodorovna
blushed, and, hiding her face in her handkerchief, she

left the room with a laugh. The " little uncle " went
on improvising on the song clearly, carefully, and with

energetic steadiness, his glance, full of varying inspira-

tion, fixed on the spot where Anisya Feodorovna had
been standing. There was a barely perceptible some-

thing, betokening amusement, at one corner of his mouth,
under his gray mustache ; and this look intensified as

the song went on, or as the accent grew more pronounced,
and in such places as the strings almost snapped under
his twanging fingers.

"Charming! charming, 'little uncle'! Some more,

some more
!

" cried Natasha, as soon as he came to a

pause. Then, springing up from her seat, she threw
her arms around the "little uncle" and kissed him.

"Nikolenka! Nikolenka !
" he cried, glancing at her

brother, and, as it were, asking him if he appreciated

it all.

Nikolaf also was greatly delighted with the perform-

ance. The " little uncle " once more struck up a tune.

Anisya Feodorovna's smiling face again appeared in

the doorway, and behind her were grouped still other

faces.
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'' Za Khalodno'i Kliiitchevo'i

Kritchit : ' dyevitsa, posto'i /
'
" i

was the tune which the " little uncle " played. Then he
made one more skilful change of key, broke off, and
shrugged his shoulders.

"There, there, 'little uncle!' you old darling !" ^

murmured Natasha, in such a tone of entreaty that

one might have thought her life was dependent on its

gratification. The "little uncle" stood up, and as if

there were two men,— the one smiling a grave smile

at the merry one, while the merry one performed a naive
and dignified antic in anticipation of the plyaska, or

native dance.

"Now, then, my dear niece," cried the "little uncle,"

waving his hand toward Natasha, after striking a chord.

Natasha threw off the shawl which she had wrapped
around her, glided out in front of the " little uncle,"

and, putting her arms akimbo, made a motion with her

shoulders, and waited.

Where, how, when, had this little countess, educated

as she had been by a French emigree, imbibed the Rus-
sian spirit .'' Was it from the very atmosphere which
she breathed .-* Where had she learned all those char-

acteristic motions which X\\e pas de cJidle might long ago
have been supposed entirely to efface }

But the spirit and the motions were the very ones—
inimitable, untaught, intuitive, thoroughly Russian—
which the "little uncle" expected of her. The moment
she got to her feet, with an enthusiastic, proud, and
shrewdly gay smile, the first tremor of fear which seized

Nikolai' and all the other spectators— the fear that she

might not be able to perform it correctly— passed away,
and gave place to sheer admiration.

Her performance was so absolutely perfect, and so

entirely what was expected of her, that Anisya Feodo-
rovna, who had immediately handed to her the handker-

^ " At the crystal-flowing fountain

Cries a voice, ' O maiden, wait !
'

"

* Gahibchik,
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chief that played such an indispensable part in the dance,

wept and laughed at once, as she gazed at that slender,

graceful countess, from another world, as it were, edu-

cated in silks and velvets, who could understand all that

was in herself— Anisya ; in Anisya's father, Feodor
;

and in her aunt, and in her mother, and in the whole
Russian people.

"Well, little countess — here's a how-de-do!" ex-

claimed the "little uncle," with a radiant smile, when
the plyaska was finished. " Well done, niece ! Now,
all we need is to pick you out a fine young husband—
here 's a how-de-do !

"

" Already picked out," said Nikolai", smiling.
" Oho !

" exclaimed the " little uncle," in surprise, with

a questioning look at Natasha. Natasha, with a smile

of pleasure, nodded her head in assent.
" And he 's such a fine one !

" said she.

But the moment these words had escaped her lips, a

new train of thoughts and feelings arose in her mind :

what signified Nikolai's smile when he said, "Already
picked out .-^

" " Is he glad or sorry .? Possibly he thinks

that my Bolkonsky would not approve, would not under-

stand, this gayety of ours. No, he certainly would not

understand it all Where is he now, I wonder.-'"

said Natasha to herself, and her face grew suddenly
grave. But it lasted only a single second. " You must
not think about it, you must not dare to think about it,"

said she to herself ; and, with her face wreathed in smiles,

she again sat down beside the " little uncle," and urged
him to play something more.

The " little uncle " played still another song and waltz
;

then, after a short silence, he cleared his throat, and
struck up his favorite hunting-song :

—
" Kak so vetchera porosha
Vuipadala khorosha.''^ ^

The "little uncle" sang as the people sing, with that

full and nafve conviction that the whole meaning of the

^ " As the evening sun sank low
Fell the white and beauteous snow."
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song is to be found exclusively in the words ; that the

tune will go of itself, and that there is no special air, or

that the air is merely for harmony's sake. The result

was that this singing of the "little uncle's," so com-
pletely free from self-consciousness, like the songs of

the birds, was particularly charming. Natasha was in

raptures over his singing. She determined that she
would not take any more lessons on the harp, but would
henceforth play only on the guitar. She asked the " lit-

tle uncle " to let her take the instrument, and immedi-
ately began to pick out chords for singing.

About ten o'clock a lineika, or long, low carriage,

and a drozhsky came for Natasha and Petya, and three

mounted men, who had been sent to find them. The
count and countess did not know what had become of

them, and, as the messenger reported, were in a great

state of agitation.

Petya was picked up and deposited in the linefka, like

a dead body ; Natasha and Nikolai took their places in

the drozhsky. The "little uncle" muffled Natasha all

up, and bade her farewell with a new and peculiar

touch of affection. He accompanied them on foot as

far as the bridge, which they had to abandon for the

ford, and he commanded his hunters to precede them
with lanterns.

" Goo^-hy
,
prasJicJia'i, — my dear niece," rang his voice

from out the darkness— not the one which Natasha had
known hitherto, but the one that had sung, " As the

evening sun sank low."

The windows in the village through which they passed
gleamed with ruddy lights, and there was a cheerful odor
of smoke.
"How charming the 'little uncle' is!" exclaimed

Natasha, as they bowled along the highway.
"Yes," said Nikolai'. "You are not cold, are

you }
"

" No, I 'm comfortable, perfectly comfortable. Oh,
I 'm so happy !

" replied Natasha, with a sense of per-

plexity. They rode for a long time in silence.

The night was dark and damp. They could not even
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see the horses ; they could only hear them splashing

through the unseen mud-puddles.

What was going on in that girl's impressionable mind,

which was so quick to catch and retain the most varied

experiences of life ? How was it possible to stow them
all away in it ? But she was very happy. As they drew
near the house, she suddenly struck up the song, "As
the evening sun sank low," the tune of which she had
been trying all the way to catch, and at last succeeded
in remembering.

" You 've caught it, have you ?
" said Nikolai'.

" What were you thinking about just now, Niko-

lenka.''" asked Natasha. They were fond of asking

each other this question.

"I ?" exclaimed Nikolai, trying to recollect; "let me
see ! At first, I was thinking that Rugai", the red

hound, was like the 'little uncle'; and that, if he had
been a man, he would keep the ' little uncle ' about him
all the time ; if not for hunting, at least for his music

;

at all events, I would have kept him. How musical the
.' little uncle ' is ! Is n't he .'' Well, and what were your
thoughts .'•

"

" Mine .'' Wait ! wait ! At first, I was thinking how
we were riding here, and that we supposed we were on
our way home ; whereas, in reality, it is so dark that

God only knows where we are going ; and we might
suddenly discover that we were not at Otradnoye at all,

but in some fairy realm ! And then I was thinking....

no, there was nothing else !

"

" I know ! you certainly were thinking about /itm,"

said Nikolai, smiling, as Natasha knew by the tone of

his voice.
" No," replied Natasha, though in reality she had

been thinking about Prince Andrei", and wondering how
he would have liked the "little uncle." "And there's

one thing I have been repeating and repeating all the

way," said Natasha, "and that is, 'How superbly Ani-

syushka marched about !

' " And Nikolai' heard her

clear, merry laugh, so easily excited by trifles. " But

do you know," she suddenly added, " I am certain that
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I shall never, never again be so happy, so free from care,

as I am now !

"

"What rubbish, nonsense, trumpery talk !
" exclaimed

Nikolai'; and he thought in his own mind, "How
charming this Natasha of mine is ! I shall never find

another friend like her ! Why should she think of get-

ting married ? We might travel all over the world
together !

"

" How charming this dear Nikolai is
!

" thought
Natasha. " Ah ! there 's a light in the drawing-room
still," said she, pointing to the windows of the mansion,
cheerfully shining out into the moist, velvety darkness
of the night.

CHAPTER Vni

Count Ilya Andreyitch had resigned his position

as predvodityel, or marshal of the district nobility, be-

cause this office entailed too great expenses. But still

his finances showed no improvement.
Often Natasha and Nikolai' found their parents en-

gaged in secret, anxious consultation ; and they heard
rumors about the sale of the magnificent ancestral home
of the Rostofs, and their pod-Moskovnaya estate. Now
that he was relieved from this office, it was not necessary
for them to entertain so extensively, and life at Otrad-
noye went on more quietly than in former years ; but
the huge mansion, and the wings, were just as full of

servants as ever, and more than twenty persons habit-

ually sat down at table. And all these were the regular

household, who lived there, practically members of the
family ; or those who were obliged, for some reason or

other, to live at the count's expense. Such, for instance,

were Dimmler, the music-master, and his wife ; Vogel,
the dancing-master, and his whole family ; then, an
elderly lady of quality,^ named Bielova, who had her
home there ; and many others of the same sort : Petya's

tutors and governors, the young ladies' former "guver-
nantka," and men and women who simply found it

^ Baruinya.



156 WAR AND PEACE

better, or more to their advantage, to live at the count's

than at home.
They had not quite as much company as formerly;

but the scale of living was practically the same, for the

count and the countess found it impossible to accommo-
date themselves to any other.

The hunting establishment was the same, nay, it had
even been increased by Nikola'f : there were still fifty

horses and fifteen coachmen in the stables ; rich gifts

on name-days were still given, and formal dinners, to

which all the neighborhood were invited ; the count still

had his whist and Boston parties, at which, as he held

his cards spread out so that every one could see them,

his neighbors were enabled to go away enriched to the

extent of several hundred rubles, every day, having

come to regard it as an especial prerogative of theirs to

make up a table at which Count Ilya Andreyitch should

serve as their chief source of income.

The count marched along through the monstrous
tangle of his affairs, strivino; not to believe that he waso

. , ,

so involved, and at every step involving himself more
and more, and feeling conscious that he had not the

strength to rend the bonds that beset his feet, or the

zeal and patience required to unravel them.

The countess, with her loving heart, was conscious

that their fortunes were going to rack and ruin ; but

she felt that the count was blameless ; that he could

not help being what he was ; that he himself was suffer-

ing, — though he tried to conceal it,— from the con-

sciousness of the ruin that faced himself and his family,

and was striving to devise means of rescue.

From her woman's point of view, the only means that

presented itself was to get Nikolai married to a wealthy

heiress.

She felt that this was their last hope ; and that if

Nikolai refused a certain match, which she proposed

to arrange for him, it would be necessary to bid a final

farewell to every hope of restoring their fortunes. This
match was with Julie Karagina, the daughter of a most
worthy and virtuous father and mother ; a girl whom
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the Rostofs had known since she was a child, and who
had lately come into a large fortune, by the death of

the last of her brothers.

The countess had written directly to Madame Kara-

gina, in Moscow, proposing a marriage between daughter

and son ; and she had received a most favorable response.

Madame Karagina replied that she, for her part, was
agreed ; but that everything depended on her daughter's

inclinations. Madame Karagina invited Nikolai to come
to Moscow.

Several times the countess, with tears in her eyes,

told her son that now, since both of her daughters were
provided for, her sole desire was to see him married.

She declared that she would go to her grave contented,

if this might be. Then she said that she happened to

know of a very lovely young girl ; and she wanted to

know his ideas upon the subject.

On other occasions, she openly praised Julie, and
advised Nikolaf to go to Moscow and have a good time

during the Christmas holidays. Nikolai was sharp

enough to understand his mother's covert hints ; and,

during one of their talks, he managed to draw her out

completely.

She told him that their whole hope of bringing their

affairs into order was in seeing him married to the

Karagina.
" But what if I loved a girl who was poor, maman,

would you insist upon my sacrificing my feelings and
honor, for moneyf he asked, not realizing the harsh-

ness of his question, and simply desiring to show his

noble feelings.

"No, you don't understand me," said his mother, not

knowing how to set herself straight. " You misunder-
stood me, entirely, Nikolenka. All I desire is your
happiness," she added ; and she had the consciousness

that she had not spoken the truth, that she was getting

beyond her depth. She burst into tears.

" Mamenka ! don't cry; simply tell me that this is

your real wish, and you know that I would give my
whole life— everything that I have— to make you
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happy," said Nikolai". " I would sacrifice everything

for you, even my dearest wishes."

But the countess had no desire to offer the dilemma :

she had no wish to demand a sacrifice from her son

;

she would have preferred herself to be the one who
should make the sacrifice.

" No, no, you did not understand me ; we won't say

anything more about it," said she, wiping away her tears.

"Yes, perhaps it is true, that I am in love with a pen-

niless girl," said Nikolai" to himself. "Why should I

sacrifice my sentiments and my honor, for the -sake of

wealth ! I am amazed that mamenka should say such a

thing to me ! Is there any reason, because Sonya is

poor, that I should not love her.''" he asked himself,
" that I should not return her true, generous love .'' And,
most certainly, I should be much happier with her, than
with such a doll as Julie ! I can always sacrifice my
feelings for my parents' good," said he to himself.

"But to command my feelings is beyond my power. If

I love Sonya, then my feeling is more powerful, and above
everything for me."

Nikola'i did not go to Moscow. The countess did not

again revert to her conversation with him about his

marriage ; but she saw with pain, and even with indig-

nation, the signs of a constantly growing intimacy

between her son and the dowerless Sonya. She re-

proached herself, but she found it impossible to resist

heaping worriments upon Sonya, and finding fault with

her : oftentimes unreasonably stopping her short, and
addressing her with the formal viii, "you," and ^' moya
niilaya,'' instead of by the usual tenderer epithets.

What annoyed the worthy countess most of all was that

this poor, dark-eyed niece of hers was so sweet, so gentle,

so humbly grateful for all her kindnesses ; and so genu-

inely, unchangeably, and self-sacrificingly in love with

Nikola"!", that it was impossible to find anything really

to blame her for.

Nikola"!" stayed at home, waiting till his leave of ab-

sence should expire.

A letter was received about this time from Natasha's
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lover, Prince Andrei, dated at Rome ; it was his fourth.

In it he wrote that he should long ere that have been on
the way home to Russia, had it not been that the

warmth of the climate had unexpectedly caused his

wound to reopen, which obliged him to postpone his

journey till the beginning of the next year.

Natasha was deeply in love with her "bridegroom "
:

her character had been greatly modified by this love
;

at the same time, her nature was thoroughly open to all

the joys of life ; but toward the end of the fourth month
of their separation, she began to suffer from attacks of

melancholy, which she found it impossible to resist.

She was sick to death of herself ; she grieved because
all this time was slipping away so uselessly ; while she

felt that she was only too ready to love and to be loved.

It was far from cheerful at the Rostofs'.

CHAPTER IX

The Christmas holidays had. come, and except for the

High Mass, except for the formal and perfunctory con-

gratulations of the neighbors and the household ser-

vants, except for the new gowns that every one had on,

there was nothing that especially signalized the season
;

though the perfectly still atmosphere, with the ther-

mometer at twenty degrees ^ below zero, the sun shin-

ing dazzlingly all day long, and at night the wintry

sky glittering with myriads of stars, seemed to imply
that nature at least gave special distinction to the

Christmastide.

After dinner on the third day of the Christmas holi-

days, all the household had scattered to their respective

rooms. It was the most tedious time of the day. Ni-

kolai', who had been out in the morning, making calls on
the neighbors, was asleep in the divan-room. The old

count was resting in his library. Sonya was sitting at

the center-table in the drawing-room copying some
designs. The countess was laying out her game of

^ Reaumur.
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patience. Nastasya Ivanovna, the buffoon, with a woe-

begone countenance, was sitting at the window with

two old ladies.

Natasha came into the room, and went directly up to

Sonya, looked at what she was doing, then stepped
across to her mother and stood by her without saying

a word.
" Why are you wandering about like a homeless

spirit .'' " asked her mother. " What do you want ?
"

"I want //z;;z .... instantly ! this very minute! I want
him,'' said Natasha, with gleaming eyes, but without a
trace of a smile.

The countess raised her head and gave her daughter
a steady look.

"Don't look at me! Don't look at me, mamma; I

shall cry if you do!
"

" Sit down, sit down with me here," said the countess.
" Mamma, I must have him. Why am I perishing so,

mamma.''

"

Her voice broke; the tears started to her eyes, and
in order to hide them she quickly turned away and left

the room.

She went into the divan-room, stood there a moment
lost in thought, and went to the maids' sitting-room.

There, an elderly chambermaid was scolding a young
girl, who had just come in from out of doors all out of

breath.
" You might play some other time," the old servant

was saying. "There is a time for all things."
" Let her be, Kondratyevna," said Natasha. " Run,

Mavrusha, run."

And having rescued Mavrusha, Natasha went through
the ball-room into the anteroom. An old man and two
young lackeys were playing cards. They stopped their

game, and respectfully stood up as their young mistress

came in.

"What shall I have them do.?" wondered Natasha.
"Yes, Nikita, please go.... where shall I send him.-* oh,

yes.... go into the barnyard and fetch me a cock; yes,

and you, Misha, bring me some oats."
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"Do you wish a few oats?" asked Misha, with joyous
readiness.

"Go, go, make haste," said the old man, imperi-

ously.
" And you, Feodor, get me a piece of chalk."

As she went past the butler's pantry, she ordered the

samovar to be got ready, although it was not anywhere
near the time for it.

Foka, the btifetchik, or butler, was the most morose
man of all the household. Natasha took it into her
head to try her power over him. He suspected that

she was not in earnest, and began to ask her if she
meant it.

" Oh, what a baruishnya she is! " said Foka, pretend-

ing to be very cross at Natasha.

No one in the house set so many feet flying, and no
one gave the servants so much to do, as Natasha. She
could not have any peace of mind if she saw servants,

unless she sent them on some errand. It seemed as if

she were making experiments whether she would not

meet with angry answers or with grumbling, on the

part of some of them, but the servants obeyed no one
else so willingly as Natasha.

"Now, what shall I do.-* Where shall I go.-*" pon-

dered the young countess, as she slowly passed along
the corridor.

" Natasya Ivanovna, what sort of children shall I

have.^" she demanded of the buffoon, who, dressed in

his woman's short jacket, was coming towards her.

"Oh, you will have fleas, dragon-flies, and grass-

hoppers!" replied the buffoon.

"My God! my God! it's this everlasting sameness!
What shall I do with myself .-' Where can I find some-
thing to do.''" and, swiftly kicking her heels together,

she ran up-stairs to the quarters occupied by Vogel and
his wife. Two governesses were sitting in the Vogels'

room; on the table stood plates with raisins, walnuts,

and almonds. The governesses were discussing the

question whether it were cheaper to live in Moscow or

Odessa.
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Natasha sat down, listened to their conversation with
a grave, thoughtful face, and then stood up.

"The Island of Madagascar! " she exclaimed. " Ma-
da-gas-car," she repeated, laying a special emphasis on
each syllable; and then, without replying to Madame
Schoss's question what she said, she hastened from the
room.

Petya, her brother, was also up-stairs ; he and his tutor
were arranging for some fireworks which they were
going to set off that night.

"Petya! Petka!" she cried to him. "Carry me
down-stairs !

"

Petya ran to her and bent his back. She jumped
upon it, threw her arms around his neck, and he, with
a hop, skip, and jump, started to run down with her.'

" No, thank you ! that will do ! The Island of Mada-
gascar! " she repeated, and jumping off, she flew down-
stairs.

Having made the tour of her dominions, as it were,
having made trial of her power of command, and dis-

covered that all were sufficiently obedient, but that

everything was nevertheless utterly stupid, Natasha
went into the ball-room, took the guitar, sat down in

a dark corner behind a cabinet, and began to thrum the
bass strings of her guitar, practising a theme which she
remembered from an opera she had heard at Petersburg
in company with Prince Andrei.

To those who were outside listening to her as she
strummed on the guitar there seemed to be no sense to

what she was playing, but in her imagination these

sounds aroused from the dead past a whole series of recol-

lections. As she sat in the shadow of the cabinet, with
her eyes fixed on the pencil of light that streamed from
the door of the butler's pantry, she listened to herself,

and indulged in day-dreams. She was in the mood for

day-dreaming.

Sonya, with a wine-glass in her hand, passed through
the ball-room on her way to the butler's pantry. Na-
tasha looked at her, at the bright chink in the door

;

and it seemed to her that on some occasion, long be-
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fore, she had seen the light streaming through the

chink in the pantry door, and Sonya crossing the room
with a glass.

" Yes, and it was exactly the same !
" said Natasha

to herself. " What is this tune, Sonya ? " cried Na-
tasha, moving her fingers over the bass strings.

"Ah ! Are you here .''
" cried Sonya, startled at first,

and then stopping to listen. " I don't know. Is n't it

' The Storm ' ?
" she suggested timidly, for fear that

she was mistaken.
" Now, there ! she gave a start in exactly the same

way, she came up to me in exactly the same way, and

her face wore the same timid smile when that took

place," thought Natasha. " And in just the same way
I felt that there was something lacking in her. — No !

that is the chorus from the 'Water Carrier.' ^ You
ought to know !

"

And Natasha hummed the air over to recall it to

Sonya's memory.
" Where were you going .-'

" asked Natasha.

"To change the water in this glass. I am just copy-

ing a sketch."
" You are always busy ; and here am I, not good for

anything," said Natasha. "Where is Nikolai'.?"

" Asleep, I think !

"

"Sonya, do go and wake him up," urged Natasha.
" Tell him that I want him to sing."

She remained sitting there, and wondering why it was
that this had happened so ; but, as it did not disturb her

very much that she was not able to solve this question,

she once more relapsed into her recollections of the

time when she was with /lim, and he looked at her with

loving eyes.
" Akh ! I wish he would come ! I am so afraid that he

won't come ! But, worst of all, I 'm growing old ! that 's

a fact ! Soon I shall not be what I am even now

!

But, maybe, he will come to-day. Maybe he is here

now. Maybe he has come, and even now is sitting in

1 The Peasants' Chorus, third act of Cherubini's opera, " Les Deux Jour«

nees" (known also in Germany as " Der Wassertrager "), produced 1804.
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the drawing-room. Maybe he came yesterday, and 1

have forgotten about it."

She got up, laid down the guitar, and went into the

drawing-room. All the household— tutors, governesses,

and guests — were already gathered near the tea-table.

The men were standing around the table ; but Prince

Andrei' was not among them, and everything was as

usual.

"Ah! there she is," said Count Ilya Andreyitch, as

he saw Natasha. " Come here and sit by me !

"

But Natasha remained standing near her mother,

looking around as if she were in search of some one.
" Mamma !

" she murmured. " Give him back to me,
mamma, quick, quick !

" and again she found it hard to

keep from sobbing.

She sat down by the table, and listened to the con-

versation of her elders, and of Nikolai', who had also

come to the tea-table.
" My God ! my God ! the same faces, the same small-

talk ! even papa holds his cup and cools it with his

breath just as he always does!" said Natasha, to her

horror feeling a dislike rising in her against all the

household because they were always the same.
After tea, Nikola'i', Sonya, and Natasha went into the

divan-room, to their favorite corner, where they always

held their most confidential conversations.

CHAPTER X

"Has it ever happened to you," asked Natasha of

her brother, when they were comfortably settled in the

divan-room, "has it ever happened to you that it seemed
as if there were nothing, just nothing at all, left in the

future for you .' that all that was best was past, and that

you were not so much bored as disgusted .''

"

"Haven't I, indeed! Many a time, when everything

was going well, and all were gay, it would come into my
head that it was all vanity and vexation of spirit, and
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that all of us would have to die. Once, at the regi-

ment, I did not go out to promenade, though the band
was playing, for everything had suddenly become so

gloomy....
"

" Akh ! I know what you mean ! I know ! I know !

"

interrupted Natasha. " When I was a tiny bit of a girl,

it used to be that way with me. Do you remember I

was punished once, on account of those cherries, and
you were all dancing, while I had to sit alone in the
class-room, and sobbed .'' I shall never forget how mel-
ancholy I felt, and how vexed with you all and with
myself ! Oh, yes, vexed with you all ! all of you ! And
the worst of it was, I was not to blame," said Natasha

;

" do you remember .''

"

"I remember," replied Nikolai'; "and I remember
that I went to you and wanted to- comfort you ; and, do
you know, I was ashamed to do it ! We were terribly

absurd ! I had at that time a kind of toy, like a

manikin, and I wanted to give it to you ! Do you
remember.''

"

" And do you remember," asked Natasha, with a

thoughtful smile, "how, once, a long, long time ago, when
we were little tots, uncle took us into the library, — that

was in the old house and it was dark,— and when we
went in, suddenly there stood before us ....

"

" A negro !
" said Nikolai, taking the word from her

mouth, and laughing merrily. " Of course I remember
it ! And now I can't tell for the life of me that it was
a negro, or whether we saw it in a dream, or whether it

was something that we were told !

"

" He had gray hair, you remember, and white teeth,

and he stood and stared at us ....
"

"Do you remember it, Sonya .?

" asked Nikolai.
" Yes, I have a dim recollection of something about

it," timidly replied the young girl.

"I have asked both papa and mamma about that

negro," said Natasha. " They declare that no negro was
ever here. But you see j/^z/ remember about it !

"

" Certainly I do ! And now I recall his teeth very

distinctly."
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" How strange ! Just as if it were in a dream! I

like it
!

"

" And do you remember how we were rolling eggs in

the dining-room, and suddenly two little old women
appeared, and began to whirl round on the carpet. That
was so, was n't it ? Do you remember how fine it was ?

"

" Yes ; and do you remember how papenka, in a

blue shuba, used to fire off his musket from the door-

steps ?

"

Thus, smiling with delight, they took turns in calling

up, not the reminiscences of a gloomy old age, but the

recollections of the poetic days of youth ; impressions

from the most distant past, dreams fused and confused

with reality ; and these happy recollections sometimes
made them quietly laugh.

Sonya, as usual, sat at a little distance from the other

two, though their recollections were not confined to

themselves alone. She did not remember much of what
the others did, and what came back to her failed to

arouse in her that poetic feeling which they experienced.

She simply rejoiced in their enjoyment, and tried to take

a part in it.

She began to feel a special interest in these reminis-

cences only when they came to speak of her first com-
ing to their house. Sonya was telling how afraid she

was of Nikolai', because he wore braid on his jacket ; and
her nurse told her that they were going to sew her up in

braid.

"And I remember they told me that you were born

under a cabbage," said Natasha. "And I remember,
also, that I did not dare to disbelieve it, though I knew
that it was a fib, and so I felt uncomfortable."

At this stage of the conversation, a chambermaid
thrust her head into the divan-room, at the rear door,

and said in a whisper :
—

" Baruishnya, they have brought the cock."

"I don't want it, Polya, now; tell them to carry it

away again."

While they were still engaged in talking, Dimmler
came into the divan-room, and went to the harp which
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stood in one corner. As he took off the covering, the

harp gave forth a discordant sound.
" Eduard Karluitch, please play my favorite nocturne

— that one by Monsieur Field," ^ cried the old countess
from the drawing-room.
Dimmler struck a chord, and, turning to Natasha,

Nikolai', and Sonya, said, " Young people, how quiet you
are sitting !

"

" Yes, we are talking philosophy," said Natasha, look-

ing up for an instant, and then pursuing the conversa-

tion. It now turned upon dreams.

Dimmler began to play. Natasha noiselessly went
on her tiptoes to the table, took the candle, and car-

ried it out ; then she came back and sat down quietly

in her place.

In the room, especially that part where the divan was
on which they were sitting, it was dark, but through the

lofty windows the silver light of the full moon fell across

the floor.

" Do you know, I think," said Natasha, drawing closer

to Nikolai' and Sonya, when Dimmler had now finished

his nocturne, and sat lightly thrumming the strings,

apparently uncertain whether to cease, or to play some-
thing else, — "I think that when you go back, remember-
ing, and remembering, and remembering everything, you
remember so far back, that at last you rerhember what
happened even before you were born."....

"That is metempsychosis," exclaimed Sonya, who
always had been distinguished for her scholarship and
her good memory. "The Egyptians used to believe

that our souls once inhabited the bodies of animals, and
will go into animals again."

" Ah, but do you know, I don't believe that we were
ever in animals," remarked Natasha, in the same low
voice, though the music had ceased. " But I know for

certain that we used to be angels in that other world
;

and, when we come here, we remember about it."....

ijohn Field, known as "Russian Field," born in Dublin; pupil of

dementi; went from Paris to Germany, from Germany to Russia, where
he died in January, 1837.
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"May I join you?" asked Dimmler, coming up noise-

lessly, and taking a seat near them.
" If we were angels, then why have we fallen lower?"

suggested Nikolai. " No, that can't be !

"

" Who told you that we are lower than the angels ?

Because I know what I used to be," objected Natasha,

with conviction. " You see the soul is immortal If

I am going to live always, it must be that I lived before,

lived a whole eternity."
" Yes, but it is hard for us to realize what eternity is,"

remarked Dimmler, who, when he had joined the group

of young people had worn a slightly scornful smile, but

now spoke in as low and serious a tone as the rest.

"Why is it hard to realize eternity?" demanded
Natasha. "After to-day comes to-morrow, and then the

next day, and so on forever ; and, in the same way, yes-

terday was, and then the day before." ....

" Natasha ! now it is your turn. Sing me something!

"

said the countess's voice. " Why are you all sitting

there, like conspirators ?
"

"Mamma! I don't feel like it," said Natasha; but,

nevertheless, she got up.

Not one of them, not even Dimmler, who was no

longer young, wanted to break off the conversation and

leave the corner ; but Natasha had arisen, and NikolaY

took his place at the clavichord. Natasha, as usual, go-

ing to the center of the music-room, and, choosing the

place where her voice sounded best, began to sing her

mother's favorite piece.

She had said that she did not feel like singing ; but it

was long since she had sung as she sang that evening,

and long before she sang so well again. Count Ilya

Andreyitch listened to it from his library, where he was
closeted with Mitenka ; and, like a school-boy in haste to

go out to play as soon as his lessons are done, he stum-

bled over his words as he gave his instructions to his

overseer, and finally stopped speaking ; while Mitenka,

also listening, stood silently in front of the count.

Nikolai did not take his eyes from his sister, and even

breathed when she did. Sonya, as she listened, thought
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what a wide gulf there was between her and her friend,

and how impossible it would be to find any one in the

world so bewitchingly charming as her cousin. The
old countess, with a smile of melancholy pleasure, and
with tears in her eyes, sat occasionally shaking her

head. She was thinking of Natasha, and of her own
youthful days ; and of that unnatural and terrible ele-

ment that seemed to enter into this engagement of her
daughter with Prince Andrei'.

Dimmler, taking his seat next the countess, and
covering his eyes, listened.

"No, countess," said he, finally, "this talent of hers

is European ; she has nothing to learn ; such smooth-
ness, sympathetic quality, power...."

" Akh ! How I tremble for her ; how worried I am !

"

said the countess, not realizing to whom she was speak-

ing. Her maternal instinct told her that Natasha had
more in her than ordinary girls, and that this would
result in unhappiness for her.

Natasha had not quite finished her singing, when
fourteen-year-old Petya, all excitement, came running
into the room with the news that some maskers had
come.

Natasha abruptly stopped.
" Durak ! idiot!" she cried to her brother, and, run-

ning to a chair, flung herself into it, and sobbed so that

it was long before she could recover herself.

" It 's nothing, mamenka ; truly it 's nothing ; it was
only Petya startled me," said she, striving to smile; but
her tears still flowed, and her throat was choked by her
repressed sobs.

The house servants, who had dressed themselves up
as bears, Turks, tavern-keepers, fine ladies, monsters,

and ogres, bringing in with them the outside cold and
hilarity, at first shyly clustered together in the ante-

room ; but gradually, hiding one behind the other, they
ventured into the ball-room ; and at first, timidly, but
afterwards with ever-increasing fervor and zeal, began
to perform songs, dances, and khorovodsy and other

Christmas games.
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The countess, after she had recognized them, and

indulged in a hearty laugh at their antics, retired into

the drawing-room. Count Ilya Andreyitch, with a radi-

ant smile, took his seat in the ball-room, with approving

glances at the masqueraders. Meantime, all the young
folks had mysteriously disappeared.

Within half an hour, the other masqueraders in the

ball-room were joined by an elderly baruinya, in farthin-

gale, and this was Nikolai' ; by a Turkish woman, and
this was Petya ; by a clown, this was Dimmler ; by a

hussar, Natasha ; and by a Circassian youth, Sonya

:

both the girls had dark eyebrows and mustaches, con-

trived with the help of burnt cork.

After well-feigned surprise, and pretended lack of

recognition, as well as praise, from those who were not

mumming, the young people decided that their costumes

were too good to be wasted, and that it was incumbent

upon them to go and exhibit them elsewhere.

Nikolai", who had a strong desire for a troika ride, the

roads being in splendid condition, proposed that they

should take with them the ten house serfs who were dis-

guised, and that all should go and visit the " little uncle."

"No, he is an old man, and you will merely disturb

him," expostulated the countess. " Why ! you could n't

all get into his house ! If you must go somewhere, then

go to the Melyukofs'."

Madame Melyukova was a widow, who, with a host

of children of various ages, and with tutors and gover-

nesses, lived about four versts from the Rostofs'.
" There ! ma chtre, a good idea !

" cried the old count,

becoming greatly excited. " Wait till I can get into a

costume and I will go with you. I tell you we will wake
Pasheta^ up !

"

But the countess was not at all inclined to let the old

count go, since, for several days, his leg had been troub-

ling him. It was therefore decided that it was not best

for Ilya Andreyitch to go ; but that if Luiza Ivanovna,

that is to say, Madame Schoss, would act as chaperon,

then the young ladies might also go to Melyukova's.

1 Diminutive of Pehgaya,
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Sonya, though generally very timid and shy, now was
more urgent than all the others in her entreaties to

Luiza Ivanovna not to disappoint them.

Sonya's costume was the best of all. Her mustache
and dark brows were extremely becoming to her. All

assured her that she was very handsome, and she was
keyed up to a state of energy and excitement quite out
of her usual manner. Some inner voice told her that

now or never her fate was to be decided ; and now, in

her masculine garb, she seemed like another person.

Luiza Ivanovna consented ; and in less than half an
hour, four troikas, with jingling bells on shaft-arch ^ and
harness, swept, creaking and crunching over the frosty

snow, up to the front steps.

Natasha was the first to catch the tone of Christmas
festivity, and this jollity was perfectly infectious, grow-
ing more and more noisy, and reaching the highest pitch

as they all came out into the frosty air, and with shout-

ing and calling, and laughing and screaming, took their

places in the sledges.

Two of the three spans were unmatched ; the third

troika belonged to the old count, with a racer of the

Orlof breed between the thills ; the fourth was Nikolai's

own private troika with a low, shaggy, black shaft-horse.

Nikolai', in his old maid's costume, over which he threw
his hussar's riding-cloak, fastened with a belt, took his

place in the middle of his sledge, and gathered up the

reins. It was so light that he could see the metal of the

harness-plates shining in the moonbeams, and the horses'

eyes, as they turned them anxiously toward the merry
group gathered under the darkness of the porte-cochere.

In Nikolai's sledge were packed Natasha, Sonya, Ma-
dame Schoss, and two of the maid-servants ; in the old

count's went Dimmler, with his wife and Petya; in the

others, the rest of the household serfs were disposed.

"You lead the way, Zakhar !
" cried Nikolai, to 1

father's coachman ; he wished to have a chance
" beat " him on the road.

The old count's troika, with Dimmler and the othet

J CaUe4 duga.
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masqueraders, creaked as if its runners were frozen to

the snow ; and, with a jingling of its deep-toned bell,

started forward. The side horses twitched at the shafts,

and kicked up the sugar-like gleaming crystals of the
snow.

Nikola'f followed Zakhar ; behind them, with a creak-

ing and crunching, came the others. At first they went
rather gingerly along the narrow driveway. As they
passed the park the shadows cast by the bare trees lay

across the road and checkered the moonlight ; but as

soon as they got beyond the park enclosure, the snowy
expanse — gleaming like diamonds, with a deep blue
phosphorescence, all drenched in moonlight, and mo-
tionless— opened out before them in every direction.

All at once, the foremost sledge dipped into a cradla-

hole ; in exactly the same way the one behind it went
down and came up again, and then the next behind

;

and then, .boldly breaking the iron-bound silence, the
sledges began to speed along the road one after the
other.

"There is a hare track! Ever so many of them!"
rang Natasha's voice through the frost-bound air.

" How light is is, Nicolas !

" said Sonya's voice.

Nikolai' glanced round, and bent over so as to get

a closer look into her face. The pretty face, with an
odd and entirely new expression, caused by the black

brows and mustache, glanced up at him from under the

sables.

"That used to be Sonya," said Nikolai' to himself.

He gave her a closer look, and smiled.

"What is the matter, Nicolas .!*

"

" Nothing," said he, and he again gave his attention

to his horses.

Having now reached the hard-trodden highroad,

stretching away in the moonlight, and polished smooth
by numberless runners, and all hacked up by the

tracks of horseshoe nails, the horses of their own accord
began to pull on the reins, and increase their speed.

The off-horse, tossing his head, galloped along, twitch-

ing on his traces. The shaft-horse shook out into a
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trot, laying back his ears as if asking, ' Shall we begin,

or is it too early as yet ?

'

Zakhar's troika, already a considerable distance ahead,

the jingle of its deep-toned bell growing more and more
distant, could be seen like a black patch against the

whiteness of the snow. Shouts and laughter, and the

voices of the party in the distance, could be plainly

heard.
" Now then, my darlings !

" cried Nikolai", giving a

firm rein with one hand, and raising his hand with the

knout. And only by the increase of the wind that blew

in their faces, and by the straining of the side horses,

which kept springing and galloping faster and more
furiously, could it be told at what a pace the troika was

flying. Nikolai' glanced back. With shouts and whist-

ling, with cracking of whips and encouraging words to

the horses, followed the other troika at a flying pace.

The back of the shaft-horse rose and fell steadily under

the curved duga, but with no thought of breaking, and

ready to give more and ever more speed, if it were

required of him.

Nikolai" overtook the first tro'ika. They glided down
a little slope, and came out upon a road wide enough
for several teams to drive abreast, stretching along the

intervale by the river side.

"Where will this take us, I wonder?" queried Ni-

kolai". "This must be the sloping intervale. But no,

it is a place I don't recognize at all ! I never saw it

before ! It is neither the sloping intervale nor the

Dyomkin hill ; God only knows where we are. It is

certainly some new and enchanted place ! Well, what
difference does it make to us ?

"

And, shouting at his horses, he began to gain on the

first troika. Zakhar held his team to their work and
turned round his face, white with frost even to the

eyebrows.
Nikolai" gave his horses rein ; Zakhar, reaching out

his arms, clucked his tongue, and also gave his free

rein.

"Now, steady there, barin I
" cried he.
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Still swifter flew the two troikas, side by side ; and
swiftly the legs of the horses interwove as onward they

sped.

Nikolai began gradually to forge ahead. Zakhar, not

changing the position of his outstretched arms, kept

the hand that held the reins a little higher.
" You can't come it, barin

!

" he cried to Nikolai.

Nikolai urged all three of his horses to gallop, and sped

past Zakhar. The horses kicked the fine dry snow into

the faces of the party ; the bells jingled together as

they flew on, side by side ; and the swiftly moving legs

of the horses mingled together, while the shadows
crossed and interlaced on the snow. The runners

whizzed along the road, and the shouts and cries of the

women were heard in each of the sledges.

Once more reining in his horses, Nikolai glanced

around him. Everywhere was the same magical ex-

panse, flooded deep with the moonbeams, and with

millions of stars scattered over it.

"Zakhar is shouting, 'Turn to the left;' but why to

the left.-*" queried Nikolai. "Aren't we going to the

Melyukofs' ? Is this the way to Melyukovka's ? God
knows where we are going, and God knows what is

going to become of us, and it is very strange and very
pleasant, whatever becomes of us."

He looked down into the sledge.
" Oh, see there ! his mustache and eyelashes are all

white," said one of the handsome young strangers, with
delicate mustaches and eyebrows, who sat in the sledge.

"That, I think, must have been Natasha," said Niko-
lai to himself, " and that other is Madame Schoss ; and,

perhaps I am wrong, but that Circassian with the mus-
tache I never saw before, but I love her all the same !

"

" You are n't cold, are you .-*
" he asked. They gave

no other answer than a merry laugh. Dimmler was
shouting something from the hindmost sledge ; it was
probably funny, but he could not make out what it

'was.

"Yes, yes," replied other voices, with a burst of

laughter,
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"And now here is a sort of enchanted forest, with

black shadows interlacing, and the gleams of diamonds,
and something like an amphilade of marble steps ; and
there are the silver roofs of an enchanted castle, and
the piercing yells of wild beasts But supposing after

all it is Melyukovka's, then it would be still more won-
derful that we should have gone, God knows how, and
still have come out at Melyukovka's !

" said Nikolai' to

himself.

In point of fact it was Melyukovka's, and maids and
lackeys began to appear on the doorsteps of the entrance,

with lights and happy faces.

"Who is it }" asked some one from the front door.
" Masqueraders from the count's, I can tell by the

horses," replied various voices.

CHAPTER XI

Pelagaya Danilovna Melvukova, a very stout

and energetic woman in spectacles, and wearing a loose-

flowing capote, was sitting in the drawing-room, sur-

rounded by her daughters, whom she was doing her
best to entertain. They were quietly molding wax,
and looking at the shadows cast by passers-by, when
the steps and voices of the visitors began to echo
through the anteroom.

Hussars, high-born ladies, witches, clowns, bears,

coughing and wiping their frost-bound faces, came into

the ball-room, where the candelabras were hastily lighted.

The clown, that is, Dimmler, with the baruinya, that is,

Nikolai', opened the dance. Surrounded by gleefully

shouting children, the masqueraders, hiding their faces

and disguising their voices, made low bows before the
mistress of the mansion, and then scattered through
the room.

" Akh ! it 's impossible to tell ! Ah, that 's Natasha !

Just see whom she looks like ! Truly she reminds me
of some one ! And there 's Eduard Karluitch ! How
elegant ! I should n't have known you. Akh ! how
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elegantly he dances ! Akh ! Saints preserve us ! and
who is that Circassian ? Indeed, it reminds me of So-

nyushka. And who is that ? Well, well ! this is a kind-

ness ! Move out the tables, Nikita, Vanya. And we
have been sitting here so solemnly."

"Ha! ha! ha !".... "What a hussar! What a hus-

sar!".... "Just like a boy, and what legs!".... "I can't

see !
"

.... such were the remarks on every side.

Natasha, who was a great favorite with the young
Melyukofs, disappeared with them into some distant

room, where a burnt cork and dressing-gowns and various

articles of masculine attire were immediately in requi-

sition ; and these were snatched from the lackey who
brought them, through the half-open door, by girlish

arms, all bare. Within ten minutes all the young
people of the Melyukof family came down, and rejoined

the masqueraders.

Pelagaya Danilovna, who had seen that a sufficient

place was cleared for her guests, and regalement pre-

pared for the gentlefolk as well as the serfs, went
round among the maskers with her spectacles on her

nose, and a set smile, looking close into the faces of all,

and not recognizing a single one. She neither recog-

nized the Rostofs nor Dimmler, nor could she even
distinguish her own daughters, or the masculine dress-

ing-gowns and uniforms which they had put on.

" And who is that one .''

" she asked of the guver-

nantka, and looking straight into the face of her
daughter, who represented a Kasan Tatar :

" I think

it must be one of the Rostofs. Well, and you. Mister

Hussar, what regiment do you serve in ?" she asked of

Natasha. " Give that Turk, yes, that Turk, some fruit-

cake," said she to the butler, who was serving the re-

freshments ; "it is not forbidden by their laws."

Sometimes, looking at the strange but absurd pas per-

formed by the dancers, who gave themselves up com-
pletely to the idea that they were mumming, that no
one would recognize them, and therefore felt no mock
modesty, Pelagaya Danilovna would hide her face in

her handkerchief, and her whole fat body would shake
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with the good-natured and uncontrollable laughter of

old age.

After they had performed the plyaska, various khoro-
vods and other Russian national dances, Pelagaya Da-
nilovna had all the serfs and the others together form into

a great circle ; a ring, a rope, and a ruble were brought,
and they began to play various games.
By the end of an hour the costumes began to show

signs of wear and tear. The charcoal mustaches and
eyebrows began to disappear from the sweaty, heated,

jolly faces. Pelagaya Danilovuct ^egan to recognize the

masqueraders, and congratulate them on the skill with
which they had made up their costumes, and tell them
how very becoming they were to the young ladies, and
she thanked them all for having entertained her so well.

The guests were invited into the drawing-room, and
refreshments were provided in the ball-room for the

serfs.

" No, but what a terrible thing to reac4 your fortune

in a bath !
" exclaimed an old maid, who lived with the

Melyukofs.
" Why so .'' " asked the oldest daughter of the family.

They were now sitting down at supper.
" No, don't think of doing such a thing, it requires so

much courage."

"I would just as lief," said Sonya.
"Tell us what happened to that young lady," asked

the second Melyukova girl.

" Well, this is the way of it : a certain baruishnya,"
said the old maid, "took a cock, two plates, knives, and
forks, as the way is, and went and sat down. She sat

there and sat there, and suddenly she hears some one
coming— a sledge drives up, with harness bells jing-

ling ; she listens, some one is coming ! Some one
comes in, absolutely in human form, just like an officer,

and sits down with her where the second plate is set."

"Oh! oh!" screamed Natasha, rolling her eyes in

horror.
" And how was it — how did he speak to her .-'

"

" Yes, just like a man, everything was just as it should
vol.. III. — 12
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have been ; and he began to talk with her, and all she

needed to do was to keep him talking till the cock
crowed, but she got frightened ; as soon as she got

frightened, and hid her face in her hands, then he

clasped her in his arms. Luckily, just then, some maids
came running in ...."

" Now, what is the good of frightening them so !

"

protested Pelagaya Danilovna.
" Mamasha, you yourself have had your fortune told,"

exclaimed one of the daughters.

"How is it fortunes are told in a granary .-'" asked
Sonya.

" Well, this is the way of it : you go into the granary

and listen. It depends on what you hear : if there is

any knocking or tapping, it 's a bad sign ; but if the

wheat drops, then it 's for good, and it will come out all

right."
" Mamma, tell us what happened to you when you

went to the granary."

Pelagaya Danilovna smiled.

"Oh, what's the use! and I have forgotten...." said

she. " Besides, you would n't go, would you.-*
"

" Yes, I would go, too ; Pelagaya Danilovna, do let

me ; I certainly will go," said Sonya.

"Very well, then, if you are not afraid."
" Luiza Ivanovna, may I .'' " asked Sonya of Madame

Schoss.

While they were playing the games with the ring, the

ruble, and the rope, and now, while they were talking,

Nikolai' had not left Sonya's side, and looked at her

from wholly new eyes. It seemed to him that this even-

ing, thanks to that charcoal mustache, he, for the first

time, knew her as she really was. In reality, Sonya,

that evening, was merrier, livelier, and prettier than

Nikolai had ever seen her before.
" Why ! what a girl she is, and what ah idiot I have

been," he said to himself, as he gazed into her gleaming
eyes, and saw her radiantly happy and enthusiastic smile

dimpling her cheeks under her mustache, and that look

which he had never seen before.
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"I am not afraid of anything," said Sonya. "May I

start now ?
"

She got up. She was told where the granary was,

and how she must stand and listen, and make no noise.

The servant brought her shuba. She flung it over her
head, and gave a glance at Nikolai".

" How charming that girl is !

" said he to himself.

"And what have I been thinking about all this time?"
Sonya stepped out into the corridor on her way to the

granary. Nikolai, making the excuse that he was too

warm, hurried to the front steps. It was a fact, the

crowd made the air in the rooms close. Out of doors it

was as cold and still as ever ; the same moon was shin-

ing, only it was brighter than before. The brightness

was so intense, and there were so many stars in the

snow that one had no desire to look at the sky ; the

real stars were insignificant. In the sky it was almost
black and melancholy ; on the earth it was gay.

"What an idiot I have been ! what an idiot! Why
have I waited so long ? " mused Nikolai, and he sprang
down the steps and turned the corner of the house by
the foot-path that led back to the rear entrance. He
knew that Sonya would come that way. Half-way along
the path stood a great woodpile covered with snow, and
casting a shadow ; across it, and beyond it, fell the
shadows of the lindens, bare and old, weaving patterns

on the snow and the path.

The foot-path led to the granary. The timber walls

of the granary and its roofs covered with snow shone
in the moonlight like a palace made of precious stone.

In the garden a tree cracked, and then everything be-

came absolutely still again. It seemed to Nikolai' that

his lungs breathed in, not common air, but the elixir of

eternal youth and joy.

Feet were heard stamping on the steps of the ser-

vants' entrance. Some one was scraping the snow
away from the lower step on which it had drifted, and
then the voice of an old maid said :

—
" Straight ahead ! straight ahead ! right along this

path, baruishnya. Only you must not look round."
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" I am not afraid," replied Sonya's voice ; and then

toward Nikolai came Sonya's dainty feet, sliding and
squeaking in her thin slippers.

Sonya came along, all muffled up in her shuba, and it

was not till she was within two paces of him that she

saw him : it seemed to her also that he was different

from what she had ever known him before, and that he
had nothing of what always made her a bit afraid of

him. He was in his feminine costume, with clustering

locks, and wearing a blissful smile such as Sonya had
never seen before. Sonya swiftly hurried to him.

" She 's entirely different ; not at all the same," thought
Nikolai', as he looked into her face, all kindled by the

moonlight. He put his arms under her shuba, which
encircled her head, strained her to his heart, and kissed

her lips, which still showed traces of the mustache, and
had a faint odor of burnt cork. Sonya returned his

kiss full on the lips, and putting up her slender hands
laid them on both sides of his face.

" Sonya !

"

" Nicolas !

"

That was all they said. They ran to the granary, and
then they went back into the house by the doors through
which they had come.

CHAPTER Xn

When they drove home from Pelagaya Danilovna's,

Natasha, who had seen and observed everything, made
a redistribution of forces ; so that Luiza Ivanovna and
Dimmler went in the sledge with her, while Sonya and
Nikolai' and some of the maids drove together.

Nikolalf, feeling now no anxiety to take the lead, drove

deliberately along the homeward road ; and as he kept

turning to look at Sonya, with the weird moonlight falling

on her, he tried to discover in that all-transforming light

the Sonya of the past from the Sonya of the moment
with her charcoal-penciled brows and mustache, — the

Sonya from whom he was determined never to be parted.



WAR AND PEACE i8i

As he looked at her, and remembered what she was, and
what she had been ; as he recalled that odor of the burnt

cork— mingling so strangely in his consciousness of

her kiss ; and as he gazed at the ground swiftly gliding

by, and at the glittering sky,— he felt that he was once
more in the realm of enchantment.

" Sonya, art thou comfortable ? " he would occasion-

ally ask.
" Yes," would be Sonya's answer. " And art thou ?

"

When they were half-way home Nikolai' told the

coachman to hold the horses, and he ran back for a

moment, to Natasha's sledge, and leaned over the side.

" Natasha," he whispered, in French. " Do you
know, I have made up my mind in regard to Sonya."

" Have you told her yet .'' " asked Natasha, becoming
all radiant with delight.

" Oh, how strange that mustache and those eyebrows
make you look, Natasha ! — Are you glad ?

"

" Oh, I am so glad, so glad ! I was beginning to

grow angry with you. I have not told you so ; but you
have n't been treating her fairly. She is such a true-

hearted girl, Nicolas. How glad I am ! I am often

naughty, but I have reproached myself for being selfish

in my happiness, and not sharing it with Sonya," pur-

sued Natasha. " But now I am so glad ; but you must
go back to her."

" No, wait a moment. Fie ! how absurd you do look !

"

exclaimed Nikolai, still gazing at her, and in his sister

also discovering something new and unusual, and be-

witchingly lovely, which he had never before noticed in

her.

" Natasha ! It 's like enchantment, isn 't it .''

"

"Yes," replied she. " You have done nobly."
" If ever I had seen her like this before," thought Niko-

laY, " I should long ago have asked her advice, and what
is more should have followed it, and all would have been
well So you are glad, and I have done right, have I ?

"

" Oh, yes, perfectly right. It was only a little while

ago that I got vexed with mamasha about this. Mamma
said that she was trying to catch you. How could she
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say such a thing? I almost quarreled with mamma.
And I will never allow any one to say anything mean
about her, because she is goodness itself."

"All right, then, is it.''" exclaimed Nikolai', giving

another searching look at the expression of his sister's

face, so as to be sure that she was in earnest ; and then,

with creaking boots, he jumped down from the runner,

and ran to overtake his own sledge. And there still sat

the same radiantly happy little Circassian with mustache
and gleaming eyes, under her sable hood ; and this Cir-

cassian was Sonya, and this Sonya was assuredly to be
his happy and loving wife in the days to come !

After they had reached home, and had told the coun-

tess how they had spent the time at the Melyukofs', the

young girls went to their room. Without wiping off

their burnt cork mustaches they undressed, and sat

together for a long time, talking about their happiness.

They had much to say about their future married lives,

and what friends their husbands would be, and how
happy they should be.

On Natasha's table stood dressing-glasses, placed

there early that evening by her maid, Dunyasha.
"But when will all this be.-* Never, I fear.... it would

be too great happiness to come true," said Natasha, as

she got up and went over to the mirrors.

"Sit down, Natasha; maybe you will see him," said

Sonya. 'Natasha lighted the candles and sat down.
" I see some one with a mustache," exclaimed Natasha,

catching sight of her own face.

" You must not turn it into ridicule, baruishnya
!

"

said Dunyasha.
Natasha, with the help of Sonya and her maid, got

into the proper position before the glass; her face

assumed a serious expression, and she remained silent.

Long she sat there, looking at the row of waning can-

dles in the mirror, wondering, as she remembered the

heroines of stories she had heard, whether this myste-
rious " Twelfth Night " she should see her coffin, or

whether she should see Jiim, Prince Andre'i, in the back-

ground of the dark and confused square of glass. But,
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as she was not ready to mistake the smallest spot or

stain on the glass for the form of coffin or of a man, she
saw nothing. Her eyes began to grow heavy, and she
got up and left the mirror.

" How is it other people see things, and I never see

anything?" she asked. "Now you sit down, Sonya.
To-day, of course, you must look for yourself ; but look

for me, too...." said she. "I have such terrible pre-

sentiments to-night!"

Sonya sat down in front of the mirrors, arranged her-

self in the right position, and began to look.

" Now, Sofya Aleksandrovna will surely see some-
thing," whispered Dunyasha. " But yojc are always
making fun."

Sonya overheard this, and heard Natasha reply :
—

"Yes, I know she will see something; she did last

year, you remember."
For three minutes all sat in silence. " Of course she

will ...." whispered Natasha, but she did not finish her

sentence. Suddenly Sonya pushed the mirror back,

and covered her eyes with her hand.
" Akh ! Natasha !

" she cried.

" Did you see something.'' Did you.? What did you
see.?" demanded Natasha, taking the mirror from her.

Sonya had seen nothing ; her eyes were simply be-

ginning to grow heavy, and she was just on the point

of getting up when she heard Natasha beginning to say,

" Of course she will." She had no intention of deceiv-

ing either Dunyasha or Natasha, but it was stupid sitting

there ! She herself did not know how or why it was that

the cry had escaped from her when she covered her eyes

with her hand.

"Did you see him.?" demanded Natasha, seizing her

by the arm.
" Yes. Wait .... I .... saw him," said Sonya, led by some

unaccountable impulse, but not knowing which Natasha
meant by him, Nikolai' or Andrei. " But why should

I not tell what I saw .? Others have seen such things.

And who can prove that I did or did n't see something,"

was the thought that flashed through Sonya's mind.
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"Yes, I saw him," said she.

"How was it? was he sitting, or standing? How
was it?"

"Now, I saw.... at first I could not see anything, then

suddenly I got a glimpse of him, and he was lying

down."
" Andrei lying down ? Is he ill ?

" demanded Natasha,

gazing at her friend with horror-stricken eyes.

" No, on the contrary, his face was cheerful, and he

turned toward me...."

At that instant it began to seem to her that she had

seen what she was telling.

"Well, and then what, Sonya ?"....

" Then I did not see anything more ! Something blue

and red ...."

" Sonya ! When will he come back ? When shall

I see him ? My God ! How I tremble for him and for

myself; and everything fills me with alarm...." cried

Natasha ; and, paying no heed to the words of comfort

spoken by Sonya, she got into bed ; and long after the

candles were put out, she lay there motionless, with

wide-open eyes, gazing at the frosty moonbeams flood-

ing the icy window-panes.

CHAPTER Xni

Shortly after Twelfth Night, NikolaT announced to

his mother his love for Sonya, and his firm determina-

tion to make her his wife.

The countess, who had long before that remarked
what was going on between the two young people, and
who had been expecting this announcement, listened in

silence to his words ; and then coldly informed him that

he might marry any one he pleased, but that neither

she nor his father would countenance such a marriage.

For the first time, Nikolai' felt conscious that his

mother was offended with him ; that, notwithstanding

all her love for him, she would not yield to him in this

matter. Coldly, not even looking at her son, she sent
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for her husband ; and when he came, she tried, in Niko-
laT's presence, to tell him, in a few chilling words, of

what her son proposed to do ; but she had not the nec-

essary self-control : tears of vexation sprang to her eyes,

and she was compelled to leave the room.
The old count tried feebly to reason with Nikolai', and

begged him to give up his intention.

Nikolai' replied that he could not go back on his word
;

and the father, sighing, and evidently all upset in his

mind, hastily put an end to his discourse and went to

the countess.

In all his encounters with his son, the count always
had the consciousness of his own blameworthiness toward
him, in regard to the squandering of his fortune ; and,

accordingly, he could not show his anger against his

son for refusing to wed a rich wife, and for choosing

the penniless Sonya ; in all this affair, he remembered
with the keener sorrow that, if only his estates had not

been so ruined, it would be impossible for Nikola'i to

find a better wife ; and that the only persons respon-

sible for the wasting of this estate were himself and his

Mitenka, and their incorrigible habits.

The father and mother had nothing more to say to

Nikola'i, in regard to this ; but a few days later the

countess summoned Sonya, and with a bitterness which
no one in the world would have expected of her, re-

proached her niece with having decoyed her son, and
accused her of ingratitude.

Sonya, in silence, and with downcast eyes, listened to

the countess's bitter words, and was at a loss to know
what was required of her. She was ready for any sacri-

fice for all of them, in return for their benefits. The
thought of self-sacrifice was ever a delight to her ; but,

in this affair, she could not comprehend what she was
required to sacrifice, or for whom. She could not help

loving the countess, and all the Rostof family ; nor could

she help loving Nikola'i, or knowing that his happiness

depended on her love for him. She therefore stood

silent and sad, and had nothing to reply.

It seemed to Nikola'i that he could no longer endure
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this state of things; and he went to his mother to have
a final explanation. Nikolai first besought his mother
to be reconciled to him and Sonya, and consent to their

marriage; then he threatened her that, if they perse-

cuted Sonya, he would instantly marry her clandestinely.

The countess, with a coldness her son had never ex-

perienced before, replied that he was of age, that Prince

Andrei was going to marry without nis father's sanc-

tion, and that he might do the same ; but that she

would never receive this intrigantka as her daughter.

Angry at her use of the term intrigantka, Nikolai'

raised his voice, and told his mother that he had never
thought that she would oblige him to sacrifice his

noblest feelings ; and that if this were so, then he
would never....

But he did not finish uttering this rash vow, which
his mother, judging by the expression of his face,

awaited with horror, and which might have forever

raised a cruel barrier between them. He did not utter

it, because Natasha, with a pale and solemn face, came
into the room ; she had been listening at the door.

" Nikolinka, you don't know what you are saying

;

hush ! hush ! I tell you, hush !
" she almost screamed,

so as to drown his words. " Mamma, darling, there 's

no reason in this at all, dushetchka moya— dear heart,"

said she, turning still paler, and going to her mother,
who felt that she was on the very edge of an abyss, and
looked with horror at her son ; and yet, by reason of

her stubbornness, and the impulse of the quarrel, she
would not, and could not, give in. " Nikolinka, I beg
of you, go away; and you, sweetheart-mamma,^ listen,"

she entreated, turning again to her mother.

Her words were incoherent ; but they brought about
the wished-for result.

The countess, deeply flushed, buried her face in her
daughter's bosom ; and Nikolai got up and, clasping his

head between his hands, rushed out of the room.
Natasha acted the part of peacemaker so well, that

Nikolai" received a promise from his mother that Sonya
^ Mama-galtibuskkci,
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should not be annoyed ; and he himself swore that he
would never do anything without the knowledge of his

parents.

With the firm intention of retiring from the service

as soon as he could wind up his connection with his

regiment, and return and marry Sonya, Nikolai, melan-

choly and grave, still under strained relations with his

parents, but, as it seemed to him, passionately in love,

rejoined his regiment early in January.
After Nikolai's departure, it became sadder than ever

in the house of the Rostofs. The countess, owing to

her mental tribulations, was taken seriously ill.

Sonya was depressed, both on account of her separa-

tion from Nikolai', and still more on account of the

unfriendly manner in which the countess, in spite of

herself, treated her. The count was more than ever

occupied by the wretched state of his pecuniary affairs,

which demanded of him the most heroic measures. It

was absolutely necessary to dispose of their mansion in

Moscow, and their pod-Moskovnaya estate : and in order

to effectuate this sale, it was essential to go to Moscow.
But the state of the countess's health caused him to

postpone his departure from day to day.

Natasha, who had easily, and even cheerfully, borne
the first weeks of separation from her lover, now every

day grew more nervous and impatient. The thought

that she was wasting the best time of her life, when
she might so much better have been employing it in

loving sacrifice for him, constantly tormented her.

His letters generally merely served to annoy her. It

revolted her to think that when she was living only in

the thought about him, he was living in the great world

of action, seeing new places and new people, who were
full of interest to him. The more fascinating his let-

ters were, the more they annoyed her.

Her letters to him gave her no consolation ; they

were nothing but tedious and hypocritical exercises.

She was not able to write freely, because she could not

realize the possibility of correctly expressing in a letter

even the thousandth part of what she was accustomed
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to express with her voice, her smile, and her glance.

She wrote him perfunctory and monotonous letters, the

stupidity of which she herself acknowledged ; while her

mother corrected in the rough draught the mistakes in

spelling which she made.
The countess's health was still feeble ; but it was now

no longer possible to put off the return to Moscow. It

was necessary to arrange for the marriage settlement,

it was necessary to sell the mansion ; and, moreover.
Prince Andref was now expected in Moscow, where his

father. Prince Nikolai Andreyitch, was spending the
winter ; indeed, Natasha was certain that he had already

arrived.

The countess remained in the country ; but the count,

taking Sonya and Natasha with him, went to Moscow
toward the end of January.



PART EIGHTH

CHAPTER I

PIERRE, after the engagement of Prince Andrei
and Natasha, suddenly, without any apparent

reason, began to find it impossible to pursue his former
mode of life. Firmly as he was convinced of the truths

revealed by the Benefactor ; delightful as had been the

first period of enthusiasm for the inward labor of self-

improvement, to which he had given himself up with
such zeal,— all the charm of this former existence sud-

denly vanished after the betrothal of his friends, and
after the death of losiph Alekseyevitch, news of which
he received at about the same time. Nothing but the
empty skeleton of life remained to him : his mansion,
with that brilliant wife of his, who was still enjoying the
favors of an influential personage ; his acquaintance with

all Petersburg ; and his duties at court with all their

tedious formalities. And this life of his suddenly began
to fill Pierre with unexpected loathing ; he ceased to

write in his diary ; he shunned the society of the
brethren ; he began once more to frequent the club,

and to drink heavily ; he became intimate with the gay
young bachelor set ; and his behavior became such that

the Countess Elena Vasilyevna found it necessary to

give him a stern admonition.

Pierre felt that she was right ; and, in order not to

compromise her, he decided to go to Moscow.
In Moscow, as soon as he set foot in his enormous

house, with the dried-up and withered princesses, and
the swarm of menials ; as soon as he went out into

town and saw the Iverskaya Chapel, with its innu-

merable tapers burning before the golden shrines, and
the Square of the Kreml, with its broad sheet of snow,

189
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the izvoshchiks, and the hovels of the Sivtsef Vrazhek:
saw the old men of Moscow, who, with never a desire

or a quickening of the blood, lived out their days ; saw
the old ladies, the Moscovite girls, the Moscovite dances,

the Moscovite ball-rooms, and the Moscovite English
Club,— he felt himself at home in a refuge of quiet.

Life in Moscow gave him a sensation of comfort, and
warmth, and coziness, such as one has in a dirty old

dressing-gown.

Pierre was welcomed by all Moscow society, young and
old, as a long-expected guest, whose place was always
ready for him and never given to another. In the eyes

of Moscow society, Pierre was most kindly, good-
natured, intelligent, and benevolent, though eccentric,

absent-minded, but cordial ; a thoroughgoing Russian
barin, of the old stamp. His purse was always empty,
because it was opened to all. Benefits, wretched pictures,

statuary, benevolent societies, gipsies, schools, subscrip-

tion dinners, drinking-bouts, the Masons, churches, books,
— no one and nothing ever met with a refusal from
him ; and if it had not been for two friends of his, who
had borrowed large sums of him and now took him
under their guardianship, he would have had absolutely

nothing left. At the club, no dinner or reception was com-
plete without him. As soon as he took his place on the

divan, after a couple of bottles of Margeaux, the mem-
bers would gather round him and vie with one another
in all sorts of gossip, discussions, and clever stories.

If discussions degenerated into quarrels, he would re-

store peace by his kindly smile alone, or by a clever

jest. The Masonic meetings were tedious and dull if he
were absent.

Often after dining with his bachelor friends, he would
yield with a genial and weakly smile to their entreaties,

and go with them where they went, and help the hila-

rious young fellows wake the echoes with their wild

enthusiastic shouts. At the balls he would never refuse

to dance, if partners were scarce. Young matrons and
young girls liked him because he was attentive, especially

after dinner, to all alike, without making invidious dis-
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tinctions. It was a common saying of him: "He is

charming ; he has no sex."

Pierre had become simply a retired court chamber-
lain, good-naturedly vegetating in Moscow, like so many
hundreds of others.

How horror-struck he would have been if, seven years
before, when he was just back from abroad, some one
had told him that it was idle for him to seek out or find

a career; that the ruts in which he would move we/e
long ago made for him, determined before the founda-
tion of the world ; and that, in spite of all his struggles,

he should be what every one in his position was doomed
to be. He would not have been able to believe this.

Had he not, with all his heart, wished at one time
that a republic should be established in Russia ? then,

that he might be a Napoleon.'* then, a philosopher.''

then, a general, the conqueror of Napoleon ? Had he
not seen the possibility, and passionately desired to take
part in the mighty task, of regenerating depraved hu-

manity, and of bringing himself to the highest degree
of improvement.'* Had he not established schools and
infirmaries, and emancipated his peasantry .-'

But instead of what he had dreamed, lo ! here he was;''

the rich husband of an unfaithful wife ; a court chamber-
lain retired ; a gourmand and wine-bibber, and easily

inclined to criticize the government ; a member of the

Moscow English Club
; and a flattered member of Mos-

cow society ! It was long before he could reconcile

himself to the thought that he himself was a court

chamberlain living in Moscow, the very type of what
he should have so deeply despised seven years before.

Sometimes he comforted himself with the thought
that this mode of life was only temporary ; but then he
would be terrified by another thought of how many
people, just like himself, with all their hair, and their

teeth still good, had entered temporarily into this mode
of life, and into this club, and were now passing from
it, bald and toothless.

In moments of pride, when he thought over his posi-

tion, it seemed to him that he was of an entirely differ
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ent nature, distinct from these retired chamberlains,

whom he used to despise ; that they were insipid and

stupid, contented and satisfied with their position*:

" VVhile I, on the contrary, am utterly dissatisfied ; my
sole desire is to do something for humanity," he would
say to himself, in such moments of pride.

" But perhaps all these colleagues of mine are j jst

like myself, and have been struggling and seeking to

find some new and original path through life ; and, like

myself, have, by sheer force of circumstances, by the

conditions of society and birth, — that elemental force

against which man is powerless, — been brought into

the same condition as myself." This he would say to

himself in moments of humility ; and, after he had lived

in Moscow for some time, he ceased to despise his col-

leagues, the retired courtiers, and began to like them,

arid to esteem them, and to pity them, as he did himself.

Pierre no longer suffered, as formerly, from moments
of despair, hypochondria, and disgust of life ; but the

same di'^ease, which formerly had been made manifest

by occasional attacks, had struck inward, and not for a

moment ceased its insidious working.
" For what end .'' Why .-• For what purpose were

we created in the world ?" he would ask himself in per-

plexity many times every day in spite of himself, begin-

ning to reason out some explanation of life ; but as he
knew by experience that such questions as these must
remain unanswerable, he would strive in all haste to put

them out of his mind, — taking up a book, or going over

to the club, "or calling on Apollon Nikolayevitch, to talk

over the gossip of the town.
" Elena Vasilyevna, whom no one ever cared for

except for her body's sake, and who is one of the stupid-

est women in the world," said Pierre to himself, "makes
people believe that she is a woman of superior wit and
refinement, and they bow down before her. Napoleon
Bonaparte was despised by every one until he became
great; but since he has become a miserable comedian,
the Emperor Franz is trying to make him take his

daughter illegally for his wife. The Spaniards, through
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the Roman Catholic clergy, offered up prayers of thanks-
giving to God for granting them a victory over the
French on the 26th of June ; while the French, through
the medium of the same Catholic priesthood, offer up
thanksgivings to the same God for having beaten the
Spaniards on the 26th of June ! My brethren, the
Masons, solemnly swear that they will be ready to sacri-

fice all they possess for their neighbor ; but, when the
box is passed around, they do not contribute a single

ruble for the poor ; and the Astraea lodge intrigues

against the 'Manna Seekers,' and they toil and moil
for the sake of getting a genuine Scotch carpet and a
charter, the meaning of which is not known even by
the one who copies it off, and which is necessary to no
one. All of us profess the Christian law of forgiveness
of injuries, and of love for our neighbor,— a law in

obedience to which we have erected, here in Moscow,
our forty forties of churches ; while 3'esterday a deserter

was flogged with the knout, and the priest, the servant
of this same law of love and forgiveness, presented the
crucifix for the soldier to kiss, before he received his

punishment."
Thus mused Pierre ; and this whole universal false-

hood, acknowledged by every one, amazed him every
time he thought of it

;
just as if he were not used to

it, just as if it were some new thing.
" I understand this falsehood and confusion," he

thought. " But how can I convince them of what I

understand ? I have made the experiment, and have
always found that they, in the depths of their hearts,

understand it just as I do ; but they strive not to see it.

Of course it must be so. But for me," Pierre asked him-
self, "what ought I to do.-*"

He was undergoing the unhappy experience of many
people, especially Russians, who have not only the

faculty of seeing and realizing the possibility of good-
ness and right, but of seeing too clearly the falsity and
deception of life, to feel able to take any serious part

in it.

Every department of activity was, in his eyes, com-
VOL. in.— M
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plicated with falsehood and deception. Whatever he

had tried to be, whatever he had tried to accomplish,

he always found himself jostled by this knavery and
falsehood, with his path of activity completely blocked.

But, meantime, it was necessary for him to live, neces-

sary for him to find occupation. It was too terrible

for him to be under the weight of these unsolvable

problems of life ; and so he gave himself up to the

first temptation, in order to forget them. He fre-

quented the society of all sorts and conditions of men,
he drank deeply, he purchased paintings, he built

houses, and, chief of all, he read.

He read, and read everything that came into his

hands ; and he was such an omnivorous reader that

even when, on his return home, his valet came in to

undress him, he continued his reading, and, after read-

ing till he was tired, he would fall asleep ; and the

next morning he would go to the club, or call on ac-

quaintances, and talk gossip, and from there go to

some wanton rout where wine and women served to

occupy his mind ; and thus, around the circle again,

from spree to reading, and then his idle gossip and
his wine.

Strong drink was becoming for him constantly a

greater and greater physical, and even moral, necessity.

Although the doctors warned him that wine was dan-

gerous to him, on account of his corpulency, he still

continued to drink heavily. He felt perfectly happy
only when, without knowing or caring how, he had
poured down his capacious throat several glasses of

wine, and begun to experience the pleasant warmth
spreading through his frame, and good-will toward all

the human race, and a mental readiness superficially

to touch upon any question, without pretending to

penetrate deeply into its inner nature. Only after he
had drunk a bottle or two of wine, would he vaguely

feel that this complicated, terrible coil of life, which
had formerly appalled him, was now not so appalling

as it had seemed. With a roaring in his ears, as he
idly chatted, or listened to stories, or read his books
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after dinner or supper, he saw this tangle of doubts
constantly facing him on every side. But it was only

under the influence of wine that he could say to him*
self: "This is nothing; I will put it away for the

present, for I have an explanation all ready. But now
is no time ; I will think it all out by and by."

This "by and by" never came.

When his stomach was empty, the next morning,
all the former questions arose, just as unsolvable and
terrible ; and Pierre hastened to seize his book, and
was delighted when any one came to call on him.

Sometimes Pierre remembered what he had heard

of soldiers at war : that when they are lying idle

under fire, they eagerly strive to invent some diver-

sion, so as the more easily to forget the threatening

danger. And it seemed to Pierre that all men were
similar soldiers, distracting themselves from life : some
by ambition, some by cards, some by codifying laws,

some by women, some by gambling, some by horses,

some by politics, some by hunting, some by wine, some
by statecraft.

"There is nothing insignificant, there is nothing of

great importance ; all is the same in the end ; only

how can I save myself from it .-* " thought Pierre.

"Only by not seeing //, this terrible it''

CHAPTER II

Early in the winter. Prince Nikolai' Andreyitch
Bolkonsky and his daughter took up their residence

in Moscow.
The fame of his past life, the keenness of his intellect,

and his bold originality immediately caused him to be

regarded by the Moscovites with special admiration

and respect ; and, as the popular enthusiasm for the

Emperor Alexander's management of affairs had no-

toriously cooled down, and as an anti-French and patri-

otic tendency was now the vogue in Moscow, he had
become the center of the opposition to the government.
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The prince had aged very considerably during the

year past, rie now began to manifest some of the

acute symptoms of old age : unexpected naps, forget-

fulness of recent events and vivid remembrance of

those long past, and the childish vanity with which he
accepted the role of chief of the Moscovite opposition.

Nevertheless, when the old prince came down to even-

ing tea, in his fur shubka and powdered wig, and at

any one's instigation began to tell his pithy anecdotes

about the days gone by, or deliver his still pithier and
harsher judgments on the present, he inspired in all

his guests a single feeling of sincere respect.

In the eyes of visitors, the old-fashioned house, with

its huge pier-glasses, its ante-revolutionary furniture,

its powdered lackeys, presided over by this severe and
intelligent old man of a past generation, with his gen-

tle daughter, and the pretty Frenchwoman, who treated

him with such deference, presented an impressive but
agreeable spectacle. But these visitors did not realize

that, over and above the two or three hours when they
saw the household, there were twenty-two more each

day, during which the inner life of the house went on
unseen.

This inner life had recently, especially during their

stay in Moscow, become exceedingly trying for the

Princess Mariya. In Moscow she was deprived of her

dearest pleasures,— the visits from her pilgrims, and
the solitude which gave her such consolation at Luisiya

Gorui : she could find no comfort or joy in the crowded
city. She did not go into society : everybody knew
that her father would not allow her to go without him,

and his health was too precarious to permit him to go
out ; and, consequently, she received no invitations to

dinner-parties or balls. She had renounced all hope
of ever being married. She had too often witnessed
the coldness and irritability with which Prince Nikolaf

Andreyitch received and dismissed young men who
occasionally came to their house, and who might have
been her suitors.

The Princess Mariya had ho friends : since her arrival
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in Moscow, her eyes had been opened in regard to the two
who had been more intimate with her than all the rest.

Mile. Bourienne, in whom, even in times past, she could

not feel perfect confidence, had now become positively

disagreeable to her; and for several reasons she felt

obliged to hold her at a distance.

Julie, with whom she had kept up an uninterrupted
correspondence for five years, was in Moscow, but she
seemed like an utter stranger to her when they met
again face to face. Julie, by the death of her brothers,

had become one of the wealthiest girls in Moscow, and
was completely absorbed in the pleasures of fashionable

society. She was surrounded by young men, who, she

said to herself, had suddenly awakened to the appre-

ciation of her merits. She found herself now rapidly

growing old, and felt that her last chance of finding

a husband was passing, and that now or never her fate

must be decided.

The Princess Mariya, with a melancholy smile, re-

membered, as each Thursday came round, that now she

had no one to write to, since Julie, whose presence gave
her no delight, was in town and she could see her every

week. She, like the old French emigre who refused

to marry the lady at whose house he had spent all his

evenings for a number of years, was sorry that Julie was
so near because now she should have no one to write to.

She had no one in Moscow to whom she could confide

her sorrows, and since coming there these sorrows had
increased and multiplied.

The time for Prince Andrei's return and for his

marriage was drawing nigh, but his father seemed no
more inclined than before to listen to his entreaties and
sanction it ; on the contrary, he would hear nothing to

it ; and the mere mention of the young Countess Ros-

tova drove the old prince beside himself, and thus he
was in a bad temper the greater part of the time.

The Princess Mariya had a new and additional trial,

at this time, in the lessons which she gave her six-year-

old nephew. In her treatment of Nikolushka she recog-

nized with dismay that she was liable to fits of irritability
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similar to her father's. No matter how many times

she reproached herself for losing her temper during his

lesson hours, it happened almost every time when she

sat down with the pointer to teach him his French
primer that from her very desire to help him along as

rapidly as possible, to make his tasks easy and to give

the little fellow all the superfluity of her own knowl-
edge, the slightest inattention on the part of the little

boy -^- who was afraid, to begin with, of an outbreak

of his aunt's irascibility— would make her tremble with

indignation, lose her patience, grow angry and raise her

voice, and sometimes even seize him by the arm and
stand him in the corner. After she had stood him in

the corner, she would begin to shed tears over her

hasty temper, her -ugly nature ; and Nikolushka, sob-

bing out of sympathy, would leave his corner without

permission, run up to her, and pull her tear-wet hands
from her face, and try to comfort her.

But by far the greatest trial of all was caused the

princess by her father's irritability, which was always
vented upon his daughter, and which of late became
even cruelty. If he had compelled her to do penance
all night long with prayers and genuflections, if he had
struck her, if he had compelled her to draw wood and
water, it would never have occurred to her that her
position was hard ; but this loving tyrant, all the more
terrible from the very fact that he loved her, and there-

fore tormented both himself and her, took especial pains

not only to insult and humiliate her, but to make her

feel that she was always and forever rn the wrong.
And latterly he had discovered a new whim, which

tormented the Princess Mariya more than all else put

together. This was his constantly increasing intimacy

with Mile. Bourienne. First suggested to his mind by
the news of Prince Andrei's engagement, the farcical no-

tion that, if his son were going to marry, then he would
marry Bourienne, evidently flattered his fancy, and of

late he had stubbornly lavished especial attentions on
the Frenchwoman, — for the special purpose, as it

seemed to the Princess Mariya, of affronting herself,
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and of expressing his disapprobation of his daughter by
making love to Bourienne.

In Moscow, on one occasion when the Princess

Mariya was present,— it seemed to her that her father

chose that time on purpose,— the old prince kissed

Mile. Bourienne's hand, and, drawing her to him, em-
braced and fondled her. The Princess Mariya flushed

with anger and left the room.

After a few mhiutes, Mile. Bourienne rejoined her,

smiling, and began to tell some entertaining story

in her agreeable voice. The Princess Mariya hastily

wiped away her tears, went with decided steps straight

to Bourienne, and, evidently not knowing what she

was doing, began to shout at the P'renchwoman in furi-

ous haste, and with explosive accents :
" It is shameful,

contemptible, beastly, to take advantage of a man's
weakness ...." She did not conclude her sentence.
" Leave my room," she fairly screamed, and then burst

into tears again.

The following day, the prince said not a word to his

daughter ; but she observed that at dinner he ordered

Mile. Bourienne to be served in precedence of all

others. At the end of the dinner, when the butler,

according to his usual custom, handed the coffee round,

serving the princess first, the old prince suddenly flew

into a passion, flung his cane at Filipp, and instantly

gave orders that he should be sent off to the army.

"You did n't obey me !.... Twice I told you ! .... You
did n't obey me ! .... She 's the first person in this house

;

she is my best friend," screamed the prince. "And
if you," he added, in a perfect fury, for the first time

addressing his daughter, "if you permit yourself, if

you dare, another time, as you did this evening, to

forget your duty before her, then I will show you who
is master in this house. Away with you ! Out of my
sight ! Here ! beg her pardon !

"

The Princess Mariya begged Am61ie Bourienne's

pardon, and then interceded with her father for the

butler Filipp.

At such moments there arose in the Princess Mariya's
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soul a feeling like the pride of an immolated victim.

And then, again, at such moments, this father whom
she blamed would either search for his spectacles, not

seeing them when they were close at hand, or would
forget what had only just happened, or would stagger

along on weakening limbs, glancing around lest any one
should have seen his feebleness, — or, what was worse
than all, after dinner, when there were no guests to

keep him awake, would suddenly fall into a doze, drop-

ping his napkin, and nodding his head over his plate.

"He is old and feeble, and do I dare to judge him ?"

she would think at such moments, with revulsion of

feeling and disgust at herself.

CHAPTER HI

In i8ii there was living in Moscow a French doc-

tor, Metivier, a handsome man of gigantic frame, amia-

ble after the manner of his nation, and, as was said by
every one, a physician of extraordinary skill. He had
rapidly become fashionable, and was received in the

houses of the highest aristocracy not merely as a doctor,

but as an equal.

Prince Nikolai' Andreyitch, who had always scoffed

at medical science, had lately, by Mile. Bourienne's
advice, consulted this doctor, and soon became accus-

tomed to him. Metivier used to visit him twice a week.
On the 6th of December (O.S.), — St. Nicholas's

Day, — all Moscow called at the prince's door, but he
gave orders to admit no one. He commanded, how-
ever, that a select few, whose names he handed the

Princess Mariya, should be bidden to dinner.

Metivier came that morning with his congratulations,

and in his capacity of physician took it upon him to vio-

late the orders, de forcer la consigne, as he expressed it

to the Princess Mariya, and he went in to see the prince.

It chanced that this morning the old prince was in

one of his most detestable moods. The whole morning
he wandered up and down the house, finding fault with
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every one, and pretending not to understand anything
that was said to him, and that they would not under-

stand him.

The Princess Mariya knew only too well that this

mood of latent and persistent querulousness was certain

to flash out into a tempest of fury, and all that morning
of the prince's name-day she expected the outbreak,

which was as sure to go off as a loaded musket at full

cock.

Until the doctor's arrival, the morning passed in com-
parative serenity. Having admitted the doctor, the

Princess Mariya took her book, and sat down in the

drawing-room, near a door, where she could hear all

that was going on in the prince's cabinet.

At first she heard only Metivier's voice, then her
father's, then both voices speaking at once ; then the

door opened, and the dark-haired Metivier appeared on
the threshold, his handsome face expressing alarm, fol-

lowed by the prince in his nightcap and khalat, his face

distorted with passion, and the pupils of his eyes dilated.

" Have you no wits .-'
" screamed the prince. " Well,

T have. You French spy ! You slave of Bonaparte

!

Out of my house ! Get out, I tell you
!

" and he
slammed the door.

Metivier, shrugging his shoulders, went to Mile. Bqu-

rienne, who, on hearing the loud voices, had rushed in

from the adjoining room.

"The prince is not very well .... bilious, and a cere-

bral congestion. I will come in again to-morrow. Don't

be worried," said Metivier ; and, laying his fingers on

his lips, he hastened out.

The prince was heard walking up and down in his

room, in his slippers, and shouting, "Spies!.... Traitors,

traitors everywhere ! Not a minute's peace even in my
own house !

"

After Metivier's departure, the old prince summoned
his daughter to him, and the whole brunt of his fury

fell on her. She was to blame for admitting spies into

his presence. Why, he had told her, said he, that she

was to write down a list, and not to admit any one who
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was not on the list. Why, then, had she admitted this

scoundrel ? It was all her fault. He could not have a

moment's rest with her, not even die in peace, said he.

" No, matushka, you might as well make up your mind
to it : we must part, we must part. I can't stand this

sort of thing any more," he exclaimed, and left the

room.
And then, as if he feared that she might not under-

stand how thoroughly his mind was made up, he came
back to her, and, endeavoring to assume an expression

of calmness, he added, " And don't you for a moment
imagine that I say this to you in passion ; no, I am per-

fectly calm, and I have made up my mind after full de-

liberation, and it shall be. We must part. Find a home
somewhere else." ....

But he could not restrain himself, and, with a flash of

indignation possible only to one who loves, he, though
evidently suffering himself, shook his fist in her face and
screamed, "And why on earth hasn't some idiot taken

her for his wife .'*" He slammed the door after him, had
Mile. Bourienne called to him, and quiet reigned in his

cabinet.

At two o'clock the six persons invited to dinner
arrived. These guests— the distinguished Count Ros-
topchin,^ Prince Lopukhin and his nephew. General
Chatrof, an old companion in arms of the prince's, and,

for young men, Pierre an(^ Boris Drubetskoi— were
waiting for him in the drawing-room.

Having recently come to Moscow on leave of absence,

Boris had been anxious to make the acquaintance of

Prince Nikolai Andreyitch, and he had so far succeeded
in winning his good graces that the prince made an ex-

ception in his case, and received him in spite of his

being an eligible young bachelor.

The prince's house was not what one calls "fashion-

1 Count Feodor Vasilyevitch Rostopchin (i 763-1 826), the famous gov-
ernor-general of Moscow. Wrote satires under the pseudonym of Sila

.Xndreyevitch Bogatuiref. His bulletins (ajls/ii) were masterpieces of elo-

quence. While living in Paris he pul^lished his denial of having set fire to

Moscow {La Vcriie sur I' [>uendi( de Moscoii : 1823).
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able," but it was the center of a small circle, which,

though it made little noise in the city, gave a more
flattering distinction than any other to those who were
admitted to it. This was made evident to Boris a week
before, when he overheard Rostopchin tell the governor-

general of the city, who invited him to dinner on St.

Nicholas's Day, that it was impossible :
—

"On that day I always go and worship the relics of

Prince Nikolai' Andreyitch."

"Oh, yes, yes," replied the governor-general. , f'How
is he?"

The little company gathered before dinner in the old-

fashioned, high-studded drawing-room, with its ancient

furniture, was like the gathering of a solemn court of

justice. No one had much to say, and if they spoke it

was in low tones.

Prince Nikolai Andreyitch came in, silent and pre-

occupied. The Princess Mariya seemed even more quiet

and timid than usual. The guests took no pains to talk

with her, for they saw that she was not attending to what
they said. Count Rostopchin was the only one who kept
up the thread of conversation, speaking now of the latest

news in the city, and now of politics in general. Lopu-
khin and the old general rarely took any share in it.

Prince Nikolaf Andreyitch listened as a superior judge

listens to a report presented to him, only showing by
his significant silence, or by some curt monosyllable
now and then, that he followed the drift of what was said.

The tone of the conversation made it evident that no
one took any satisfaction in what was going on in the

political world. They spoke of recent events which
apparently confirmed the notion that everything was
going from bad to worse ; but in all their anecdotes and
criticisms it was noticeable how each speaker came to a

stop, or was brought to a stop, every time at that border-

land where there was any possibility of personal reflec-

tions on his majesty the emperor.

The conversation at dinner turned on the most recent

political news ; the seizure by Napoleon of the posses-
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sions of the Duke of Oldenburg, and the Russian note
— hostile to Napoleon— which had been despatched to

all the courts throughout Europe.
" Bonaparte treats Europe as a pirate treats the ships

he has captured," said Count Rostopchin, repeating an
epigram that he had already got off a number of times

before. " You can only marvel at the forbearance or

the blindness of the sovereigns. Now it is the pope's

turn ; and Bonaparte is calmly proceeding to humiliate

the h*efd of the Catholic religion ; and not a voice is

raised in protest ! Our sovereign is the only one who
protests against the occupation of the duchy of Olden-

burg. But then...."

Count Rostopchin came to a pause, conscious of

having reached that point where criticism was impos-

sible.

" He was offered other possessions, instead of Olden-
burg," said Prince Nikolai" Andreyitch. "Just as I

transfer peasants from Luisiya Gorui to Bogucharovo,

or to my Riazan estates, he does with dukes."

"The Duke of Oldenburg shows great force of char-

acter, and bears his misfortune with admirable resigna^

tion," said Boris, modestly joining the conversation.

He made this remark because on his way from Petersburg

he had been honored with an introduction to the duke.

Prince Nikolai Andreyitch gave the young man a look,

as if he had it in mind to make some reply to this, but

checked himself, feeling that Boris was too young for

him to waste his sarcasm upon.
" I have read our protest in regard to the Oldenburg

affair, and was amazed at the bad style in which it was
written," said Count Rostopchin, in the easy-going tone

of a man who criticizes something which he knows per-

fectly well.

Pierre looked at Rostopchin in nafve amazement, un-

able to comprehend why he should be disturbed at the

wretched style of the " note."
" What difference does it make how the note was

written, count, provided the subject-matter is vigorous?
"

said he.
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"My dear fellow, I think, with our army of five

hundred thousand men, it might just as well have

been couched in a good style !
" said Count Rostop-

chin.

Pierre understood now why Count Rostopchin was
disturbed by the wretched writing of the note.

" It seems to me there 's a plentiful crop of penny-a-

liners nowadays," said the old prince. " Yonder in

Petersburg, everybody is writing not only ' notes,' but

new laws, all the time. My Andryusha has been scrib-

bling a whole volume of laws for Russia there. To-day,

everybody is scribbling."

And he laughed unnaturally.

The conversation languished for a moment ; then the

old general called attention to himself, by a preliminary

cough.
" Have you heard of what took place recently at a

review at Petersburg.'*— How the new French ambas-
sador acted .-*"

"What was that.^ Yes, I heard something about it.

He made a very awkward remark in his majesty's pres-

ence, I believe."
" His majesty called attention to the division of gren-

adiers, and their splendid marching," pursued the gen-

eral ; "but it seems the ambassador showed absolute

indifference, and permitted himself to say that at home
in France they did not waste their time on such triviali-

ties. The sovereign did not deign to give him any an-

swer. But they say that at the subsequent review he

did not say a word to him."

All were silent ; it was out of the question to make
any comment on this occurrence, since it concerned the

monarch personally.
" Insolent wretches !

" exclaimed the prince. " Do
you know Metivier ? I drove him out of the house to-

day. He came, and was admitted, although I had given

special orders to admit no one," said the prince, with an

angry look at his daughter. And then he repeated his

whole conversation with the French doctor, and gave

the reasons that made him think Metivier a spy.
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Though these reasons were very unsatisfactory and
obscure, no one made any criticism.

After the roast, the champagne was handed around.

The guests rose to their feet, offering the old prince

their congratulations. The Princess Mariya also went
round to him! He gave her a cold, angry look, and put

up his wrinkled, clean-shaven cheek for her to kiss. The
whole expression of his face told her that their conver-

sation of the morning had not been forgotten, that his

mind was just as fully made up, and that only the pres-

ence of his guests prevented him from saying the same
thing over again.

When they went into the drawing-room for coffee,

the older members of the company sat down together.

Prince Nikolai Andreyitch grew more animated, and
expressed his mind freely in regard to the war then just

beginning. He declared that our wars with Bonaparte

had hitherto been unsuccessful, and would be so long

as we tried to make common cause with the Germans,
and meddle with European affairs, as we were compelled

to do by the peace of Tilsit. There was no sense in

our battling either for or against Austria. Our policy

lay in the east ; and, as far as Bonaparte was concerned,

we required only one thing : to protect our frontier, to

have some firmness in our policy, and never to let him
dare to cross the Russian frontier, as he did in 1807.

"And how is it possible for us to fight against the

French, prince .-^
" asked Count Rostopchin. " Can we

take up arms against our teachers— our gods .-' Look
at our young men ! Look at our young ladies ! Our
gods are the French ! our kingdom of heaven is Paris !

"

He had raised his voice, evidently so that all might
hear him.

"Our costumes are French, our ideas are French,
our sentiments are French.. You put out Metivier

because he is a Frenchman, a good-for-nothing fellow
;

but our ladies grovel before him on their very knees.

And last evening, at a party, out of five ladies, three

were Roman Catholics ; and these were working on

canvas embroidery, on Sunday, by virtue of a dispensa-
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tion from the pope ! And there they sat, almost naked,

for all the world like signboards for a public bath-house,
— if I may be allowed the expression. Ekh ! when I

look at our young dandies, prince, I feel inclined to take

the old cudgel of Peter the Great from the museum, and
break their ribs for them in good old Russian style

;

that would put an end to all their whimsies !

"

All were silent. The old prince, with a smile on his

face, looked at Rostopchin, and nodded his head in

assent.
" Well, prashchaite,— good-by ;— your illustriousness,

take care of your health," said Rostopchin, rising with

the abrupt motions characteristic of him, and offering

his hand.

"Good-by, my dear.^ You're like a lute,— I always
like to hear you," said the old prince, laying his hand
on his arm, and offering his cheek for a kiss.

The others also got up with Rostopchin.

CHAPTER IV

The Princess Mariya, as she sat in the drawing-room
and listened to the conversation and criticisms of the

old men, understood nothing of what she heard ; she

was thinking only whether these guests had remarked
the ill-will that her father showed toward her. She had
not even noticed the peculiar attentions and civilities

showed her all through the dinner-hour by Drubetskoi',

who was now making his third visit to the house.

The princess, with a strangely abstracted and ques-

tioning glance, turned to Pierre, who, hat in hand and
with a smiling face, was the last of the guests to come
and pay her his parting respects after the old prince

had retired. Thus it happened the two were left to-

gether in the drawing-room.
" May I stay a little longer .''

" he asked, tumbling his

corpulent frame on an easy-chair near the Princess

Mariya.
^ Prashchat, galubchik.
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"Oh, yes, certainly !" replied she. Her glance seemed
to ask, " Have you remarked anything unusual ?

"

Pierre was now in a happy after-dinner frame of

mind. He gazed musingly straight forward, and smiled

gently.
" Have you known that young man long, princess ?

"

he asked.
" What young man .'

"

" Drubetskoi"."
" No, not very long." ....

"Well, do you like him.?"

"Yes, he is a pleasant young fellow Why do you
ask .'' " said the princess, her mind still on her morn-
ing's conversation with her father.

" Because I have made a discovery : the young man
has come on leave of absence from Petersburg, with the

sole and special purpose of marrying a rich wife."
" You have made that discovery .'' " exclaimed the

Princess Mariya.
" Yes," pursued Pierre, with a smile ;

" and this

young man so manages it that where the rich girls are

gathered together, there he also is to be found ! He
is now undecided which to attack : you, or Mile. Julie

Karagina. He's very attentive to her."
" He goes there, then ?

"

" Yes, very often. And do you know the new way
of making love .-' " inquired Pierre, with a cheery smile,

evidently lapsing into that jolly spirit of good-humored
ridicule for which he so often had reproached himself

in his diary.

" No," replied the princess.
" In these days, in order to please the young ladies

of Moscow, one must be melancholy. And he is very

melancholy when he is with Mile. Karagina," said

Pierre.

"Really.''" exclaimed the princess, gazing into Pierre's

good face, and persistently thinking about her trials.

"It would be so much easier," she thought, "if I could

only make up my mind to confide in some one all my
thoughts and feelings. And I should like especially to
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tell Pierre everything. He is so good and noble. It

would certainly be easier for me. He would give me
his advice."

"Would you marry him.-*" asked Pierre.

"Oh, good gracious, count! there are times when I

would marry any one," suddenly exclaimed the Princess

Mariya, unexpectedly to herself, and with tears in her

voice. "Akh! \[0W hard it is to love a near kinsman,
and feel that.... no matter, though," she went on to say

with trembling voice ...." you cannot do anything for

him but only annoy him, and when you know that you
cannot help things otherwise.... then, there is one thing,

only one thing, to do.... to go away; but where could

I go .?"....

" What is it ? What is the matter with you, princess .'*

"

But the princess, without being able longer to control

herself, burst into tears.

" I don't know what is the matter with me to-day.

Do not criticize me; forget what I have said to you!"
All Pierre's gayety was gone. He anxiously ques-

tioned the princess; begged her to tell him everything,
— to confide her trials in him; but her only reply was
to beseech him to forget what she had said; that she

herself did not remember what she had said, and that

she had no trials except the one which he knew about

already, that Prince Andrei's marriage threatened to

bring about a quarrel between her father and brother.

"Have you heard anything about the Rostofs.-*" she

asked, for the purpose of changing the conversation.
" I am told that they will be here soon. Andre, also, I

am expecting any day. I should have liked for them to

meet here."
" And how does /le look upon the matter, now }

" asked

Pierre, meaning by the pronoun the old prince, her

father. The Princess Mariya shook her head.

"But what is to be done.^ The year will be up now
in a few months. And this can never be. I only wish

I could spare my brother the first minutes. I wish the

Rostofs would come very soon. I hope to make her

acquaintance. You have known them for a long time,

VOL. III.— 14

^
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have you not?" asked the Princess Mariya. "Tell me,

with your hand on your heart, exactly the honest truth:

what kind of a girl is she, and how do you like her? I

want the whole truth, because Andrei', you know, takes

such a tremendous risk in doing this against his father's

will, that I should like to know just how it is."....

A dull instinct told Pierre that in this repeated de-

mand to hear the whole truth was betrayed the Princess

Mariya's. ill-will toward her prospective sister-in-law, and
that she had an idea that Pierre would not approve of

Prince Andrei's choice ; but Pierre told her not so much
what he thought as felt.

" I don't know how to answer your question," said he,

reddening without any reason. " I really don't know
what kind of a girl she is. I can never analyze her.

She is fascinating. But what makes her so, I can't tell

you; that is all that I can say in regard to her."

The Princess Mariya sighed, and the expression of

her face said, " Yes, this is what I expected and feared."

"Is she intellectual?" asked the princess. Pierre

deliberated.

"I think not," said he, "but perhaps she is. She
does not think it necessary to be intellectual .... but no,

she is fascinating, nothing more."
The Princess Mariya again shook her head disap-

provingly.

"Akh! how I hope that I shall love her! You tell

her so if you see her before I do."

"I hear that they will be here in a few days," said

Pierre.

The Princess Mariya confided to Pierre her plan for

making the acquaintance of her prospective sister-in-law

as soon as she came to Moscow, and then trying to

reconcile the old prince to her.
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CHAPTER V.

Boris had not succeeded in making a match with any
of the rich Petersburg heiresses, and he had gone to

Moscow with the same object in view. There he found
himself undecided between two of the wealthiest girls

in town, Julie and the Princess Mariya.

Although the Princess Mariya, in spite of her plain

features, seemed to him more attractive than Julie

Karagina, still there were difficulties in the way of pay-
ing his addresses to Bolkonsky's daughter. At his last

meeting with her, on the old prince's name-day, she had
replied to all his tentative remarks on the subject of the
feelings so at haphazard that it was evident she had not
heard what he said.

Julie, on the other hand, received his attentions only
too gladly, though in a way peculiar to herself alone.

Julie was twenty-seven. After the death of her
brothers she had become very rich. She was now
far from being a beauty ; but she had conceived the

idea that not only was she still pretty, but far more
captivating than she ever had been before. In this

illusion she was sustained by the facts that, in the first

place, she had become a very rich maiden, and, in the

second place, as she grew older and older, men found
her less dangerous, and were able to gather round her
with more freedom, since they felt that they were not
incurring any obligations in taking advantage of the

suppers, receptions, and jollifications which took place

at her house. Men who ten years before would have
thought a second time about going every day to a house
where there was a young girl of seventeen, lest they
should compromise her and get entangled themselves,

now unhesitatingly appeared there daily, and treated her,

not as a marriageable damsel, but as an acquaintance
irrespective of sex.

The Karagins' house, that winter, was the gayest
and most hospitable in Moscow. Besides the formal
receptions and state dinners, they every day entertained
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a numerous society, especially of men, who ate suppei

at midnight and broke up at three o'clock in the morn-
ing. Nor was Julie willing to miss a ball, an entertain-

ment, or a new play at the theater. Her toilets were
always in the height of the fashion. But, nevertheless,

Julie pretended to be disenchanted with all life ; she

told everybody that she had no belief in friendship, or

in love, or in any of the pleasures of this world, and
hoped for peace only "yonder." She affected the tone
of a maiden who has endured great disappointment,

—

of one, for instance, who had been disappointed in the

man she loved, or cruelly deceived in him. Although
nothing of the sort had ever happened to her, it began
to be thought that such was the case, and she herself

came to believe that her sufferings in life had been
grievous. This melancholia did not stand in the way
of her enjoying herself, or prevent the young men who
came to her house from having a delightful time there.

Every guest who went there paid his tribute to his

hostess's melancholic mood, and then fell to talking

about the things of this world, and dancing, and intel-

lectual games, and the capping of verses, — or bouts

rim^s, — which were greatly in vogue at the Karagins'.

Some few of the young men, Boris among them,
took a deeper interest in Julie's melancholy moods

;

and with these young men she had longer and more
confidential conversations about the vanity of all things

terrestrial, and she showed them her albums, filled with
gloomy drawings, apothegms, and couplets.

Julie treated Boris with especial favor ; she mourned
with him over his lost illusions ; she offered him those

consolations of friendship which she was so well able to

offer, having herself ..uffered so much in life ; she also

showed him her album. Boris made a sketch of two
trees with the legend : Arbres rustiqties, vos sonibns
ranieaux seconent sur moi les tenkbres et la melancolie—
" O solitary trees, your dark boughs scatter down upon
me gloom and melancholy." On another page, he
drew the picture of a tomb, and wrote :

—
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La mort est skourable et la ntort est tranquille !

Ah, cofitre les doiileurs il ny a pas cfautre asile.

'Tis death that gives us succor, death that gives us peace !

Alas ! 't is then alone that earthly sorrows cease !

Julie declared that couplet to be charming !
" There

is something so ravishing in the smile of melancholy,"
said she to Boris, quoting, word for word, a passage
from a book she was reading :

" 'Tis a ray of light fall-

ing in darkness, a shadow's difference between sorrow
and despair, affording the hope of coming consolation."^

Whereupon Boris wrote for her these lines :
—

Aliment de poison d^tine dine trop sensible,

Toi, sans qui le bonheur me serait impossible,

Tendre jnclancolie, aJi, viens me consoler,

Viens calmer les tonrmcnts de ma tendre retraite,

Et m^le 7ine douceur secrete

A ces pleurs, que je sens cottier.

Oh ! poisoned aliment of souls too sensitive,

Thou that alone doth make it sweet for me to live,

Mild melancholy, come ! Thy consolation bring !

The torments of my gloomy solitude, oh, calm !

Mingle thy secret soothing balm
With tears that never cease to spring.

Julie played on her harp, for Boris, her most melan-

choly nocturnes. Boris read aloud to her " Poor Liza," ^

and more than once had to pause in his reading because
of the emotion which overmastered him.

When they met in society, Julie and Boris exchanged
glances to signify that they were the only people in the

world capable of understanding and appreciating each
other.

Anna Mikhai'lovna, who was a frequent visitor at the

^ Il y a quelque chose de si ravissant dans le sourire de la m'elancolie.

Cest un rayon de himiere dans Vombre, une nuance entre la douleur et le

desespoir, qjd montre la consolation possible.
'^ " Byi'dnaya Liza,'"— " Poor Liza,"— a famous sentimental romance

written by the great historian, Nikolai Mikhailovitch Karamzin (1766-

1826) about 1792; the melancholy seduction and suicide of the fascinat-

ing heroine being responsible for countless tears shed by the sympathetic

maidens of those days.
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Karagins', and always managed to be a partner with

Julie's mother, took especial pains to procure all possi-

ble information in regard to Julie's fortune— which
consisted of two estates in the vicinity of Penza, and
forest lands near Nizhni-Novgorod. Anna Mikhailovna,
with humble dependence on the will of Providence, and
with deep emotion, looked on the etherealized melan-

choly which served as a bond between her son and the

wealthy Julie.

"Always charming and melancholy, cette ch^reJulie,"

she would say to the daughter.
" Boris says that here in your house he finds rest for

his soul. He has suffered the loss of so many illusions,

and he is so sensitive," she would say to the mother.
"Akh ! my dear, I cannot tell you how devoted I am

to Julie of late," she would say to her son. "And who
could help loving her .-' She is such a celestial creature !

Akh ! Boris ! Boris
!

" She was silent for a minute.

"And how sorry I am for her maman!'' she went on
to say. "To-day she was showing me her accounts and
letters from Penza, where they have colossal estates

;

and it is so trying for her to have no one to help her

;

they cheat her so !"

Boris's face wore an almost imperceptible smile, as

he listened to his mother's words. He was quietly

amused at her transparent shrewdness ; but he listened

to her, and sometimes asked her questions in regard to

these Penzensk and Nizhegorodsky properties,

Julie had for some time been looking for a proposal

from her melancholy-souled adorer, and she was ready

to accept him. But some secret antipathy toward her,

a distaste of her evident desire to get married, and of

her affectations, and a feeling of horror at thus prac-

tically repudiating the bliss of true love, still kept Boris

at a distance.

His leave of absence was now drawing to a close. He
spent long hours, and every Sunday, at the Karagins'

;

and every day, when he came to think the matter over,

he would decide that his proposal should take place on

the morrow. But when he was in Julie's company, and
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saw her red face and chin, almost always dusted with

powder, her moist eyes, and the expression of her face,

which seemed ready, at a moment's notice, to fly from
melancholy to the equally unnatural enthusiasm and
rapture of wedded bliss, Boris could not bring himself

to utter the decisive words : although, in his imagina-

tion, he had for some time regarded himself as the pros-

pective master of the Karagin estates, and had many
times overspent the income arising therefrom.

Julie noticed Boris's infirmity of purpose, and it some-

times occurred to her that he had an antipathy for her

;

but her feminine vanity quickly restored her confidence,

and she would assure herself that it was merely his love

that made him so bashful. Her melancholia, however,

was beginning to change into vexation ; and a short time

before the time of Boris's departure, she was thinking

of adopting some decisive plan.

Just before Boris's leave of absence drew to a close,

Anatol Kuragin made his appearance in Moscow, and,

as a matter of course, in the Karagins' drawing-room
;

and Julie, abruptly arousing from her melancholy, be-

came very cheerful, and manifested great friendliness

toward Kuragin.

'' Mon cher,'' said Anna Mikhaiflovna to her son, "I
know on good authority that Prince Vasili has sent his

son to Moscow to make a match with Julie. I am so fond

of Julie that I should be very sorry for her. What do

you think about it, my dear } " asked Anna Mikhailovna.

Boris was thoroughly humiliated at the thought of

being left out in the cold, and of having wasted this

whole month in arduous, melancholic service of Julie,

and of seeing another man— especially such an idiot as

Anatol— having control of that income from the Pen-

zensk estates, which he was already, in his imagination,

enjoying and profiting by. He went to the Karagins'

with a full determination to offer himself. Julie met
him with a gay and careless mien, gave him a merry

account of what a good time she had enjoyed at the ball

the evening before, and asked him when he was going

back.
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In spite of the fact that Boris had come with the in-

tention of confessing his love, and had, therefore, decided

to be tenderly sentimental, he immediately began, in a

tone of irritation, to complain of woman's inconstancy
;

pointing out how easy it was for women to shift from
gloom to glee, and that their moods depended wholly

on the one who happened to be dancing attendance upon
them. Julie took offense at this, and declared that he
was right ; that women needed variety, and nothing was
more annoying to any one than to have a perpetual

sameness.
"Then, I should advise you ...." began Boris, with

the intention of winging a sharp retort ; but at that

instant came the humiliating thought that he was on
the point of leaving Moscow without attaining his

wished-for end, and at the cost of wasted labor— a

thing to which he was unaccustomed. He paused in

the middle of his sentence, dropped his eyes to avoid

seeing the look of disagreeable annoyance and indecis-

ion on her face, and said:—
" However, it was not at all for the purpose of quarrel-

ing with you that I came here. On the contrary...."

He looked at her, to see whether she would encourage
him to proceed. All expression of annoyance had sud-

denly vanished, and her restless, imploring eyes were
fixed on him with greedy expectation. " I can always

manage so as to keep out of her way," thought Boris.
" Here I am in for it ; might as well finish."

He flushed crimson, raised his eyes to hers, and
said :

—
" You know my sentiments toward you ....

"

There was no need of saying more : Julie's face had
become radiant with triumph and satisfaction ; but she

compelled Boris to tell her all that it is customary to

say in such circumstances, to tell her that he loved her,

and that he had never loved any one else so passion-

ately. She knew that, in exchange for her Penzensk
estates and Nizhegorodsky forests, she had a right to

exact this ; and she obtained what she wished.

The young couple, with no further thoughts of solitary
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trees shedding gloom and melancholy, laid their plans

for the future establishment of a magnificent home in

Petersburg, made calls, and got everything ready for a

brilliant wedding.

CHAPTER VI

Count Ilya Andreyevitch, together with Natasha
and Sonya, arrived in Moscow toward the end of Janu-
ary. The countess was still ailing, and was unable to

travel, but it was out of the question to wait for her

recovery : Prince Andrei' was expected in Moscow
every day ; and, besides, it was important to purchase

Natasha's wedding outfit ; it was necessary to sell the

pod-Moskovnaya estate ; and it was necessary to take

advantage of the old prince's presence in Moscow, in

order that he might become acquainted with his future

daughter-in-law.

The Rostofs' Moscow house had not been warmed.
Besides, they were to be in town for only a short time,

and the countess was not with them ; accordingly, Ilya

Andreyitch decided to accept the hospitality of Marya
Dmitrievna Akhrosimova, who had long ago urged them
to come to her.

Late one evening, the four coaches on runners, con-

veying the Rostofs, drove into Marya Draitrievna's

courtyard, on the Old Konyushennaya Street.

Marya Dmitrievna lived alone. Her daughter was
married. All of her sons were in the government
service. She was just as erect as ever; her words were
as much to the point ; she always expressed her opinion

to every one in a loud and decided voice, and her whole

personality seemed to be a living reproach against all

weaknesses, passions, and impulses, the necessity of

which she utterly denied. From early morning, dressed

in her jacket, she gave personal attention to the domestic

arrangements, and then went out for a drive ; if it were

a holy day, to mass ; and thence to the prisons and jails,

where she had business that she never mentioned to any

one.
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On ordinary days, on finishing her toilet, she received

applicants of every rank and condition who chanced to

come to her door. Her charities having been dispensed,

she dined ; and this abundant and well-ordered meal was
always shared by three or four guests ; after dinner, she
made up a table for Boston. Late in the evening, she
had newspapers or some new book read aloud to her,

while she sat with her knitting. She rarely accepted invi-

tations, and if she ever made any exceptions it was only

in favor of the most important personages of the city.

She had not yet retired when the Rostofs arrived

;

as the door into the hall creaked on its hinges, and
admitted the travelers and their retinue of servants,

together with a rush of cold air, Marya Dmitrievna, with

her spectacles toward the end of her nose, came and
stood in the doorway, her head erect, and gazed at the

visitors with a stern and solemn face. One might have
thought that she was really angry, and was about to turn

the intruders out, if she had not been heard at that very
instant to give the most urgent orders in regard to the

disposition of her guests and their luggage.

"The count's.''— bring them this way," said she,

indicating certain trunks, and not stopping to greet any
of the party. " The young ladies', this way to the left

!

— Well, and what are you gaping there for .''

" she cried

to the maids. " Have the samovar got ready. — Plumper
and prettier than ever ! " she cried, taking possession

of Natasha, whose face, under her hood, was all rosy

with the cold. " Foo ! how cold you are ! There, get

off your wraps as quick as ever you can," she cried to

the count, who was bending over to kiss her hand.
" You 're frozen, most likely ! have some rum put in

with the tea! Sonyushka, bon jour!'" said she to

Sonya, showing by this French phrase and the pet

diminutive her rather condescending, and yet affection-

ate, relationship to the girl.

When they had taken off their wraps, and put them-
selves to rights after their journey, they gathered round
the tea-table, and Marya Dmitrievna kissed them all in

tvirn.
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" I am right glad that you have come, and that you
have put up at my house," said she. " It 's high time,"

she went on, giving Natasha a significant look. " The
old man is here, and his son is expected from day to

day. You must, you certainly must, make his acquain-

tance. Well, we '11 talk about all this by and by," she

added, giving Sonya a look, as much as to say that she

did not care to talk about this in her presence. " Now,
listen ! " said she, addressing the count. " What are

your plans for to-morrow .'' Whom will you send for ?

Shinshin .'* " She doubled over one finger. "Then,
that sniveling Anna Mikhailovna. — Two. She and
her son are here. Son 's to be married. Then, Bezu-

khoi, I suppose .'' And he and his wife are here. He
ran away from her, but she came trapesing after him.

He dined with me on Wednesday. Well, then, and
these ?

" she indicated the young ladies. " I will take

them to-morrow to the Iverskaya chapel, and then

to Aubert-Chalme's. Of course, everything will have

to be got new for them. Don't judge by me ! Such
sleeves they wear these days ! Recently, the young
Princess Irena Vasilyevna came to call en me : she was
a marvel to see ; she had sleeves like two barrels on

her arms. You see, there 's some new fashion every

day. And what business have you on hand ? " she

asked, turning sternly on the count.

"Everything in the quickest possible time," replied

the count. "To buy the girls' duds, and to find a pur-

chaser for my pod-Moskovnaya land and house. And
so, if you will allow me, I will tear myself away for a

little while, and slip off to Marinskoye for a day, and
leave my girls with you."

"Very good, very good; they'll be safe with me.

They could n't be safer with the Orphans' Aid Society.

^

I '11 take them wherever they need to go, and scold

them, and spoil them with flattery," said Marya Dmi-
trievna, stroking with her big hand the cheek of her

favorite god-daughter, Natasha.

The following morning they went to pray before the

^ Opekunsky Sovyet.
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Iverskaya Virgin, and to see Mademoiselle Aubert
Chalme, who stood in such awe of Marya Dmitrievna
that, in order to get rid of her as soon as possible, she
would always sell her goods at a positive loss. Marya
Dmitrievna ordered there the larger part of the trous-

seau. On their return, she drove ever3'body else out of

the room, and called Natasha to her arm-chair.
" Now, then, let us have a talk. I congratulate you

on your choice. You have secured a fine young man.
I am glad for you. I have known him ever since he
was so high." She put her hand about thirty inches
from the floor. Natasha colored with pleasure. " I

am fond of him and of all his family. Now, listen !

You know very well that the old Prince Nikolai is very
averse to having his son marry. A whimsical old man

!

However, Prince Andrei is not a child, and his permis-

sion is not necessary ; still, it is not pleasant to enter a

family against their will. We must act quietly and
with tact. You are clever ; we will manage to bring
him round where he ought to be. You must accom-
plish it by your sweetness and cleverness. That 's all

it requires, and it will come out all right."

Natasha made no reply, — from shyness, Marya
Dmitrievna supposed, but in reality because it was
annoying to Natasha that any one should meddle with
her love-affair with Prince Andrei ; for it seemed to her
so entirely above and beyond all ordinary human con-

cerns, that no one else, in her opinion, could understand
it. She loved and admired Prince Andrei alone ; he
loved her, and was coming in a few days, and would
make her his. That was all-sufficient.

"You see, I have known him for a long time, and
Mashenka, also, your future sister-in-law. I am fond of

her, in spite of the proverb about husband's sisters.^

She would not hurt a fly. She asked me to intro-

duce her to you. You and your father must go there

to-morrow. Be sure to be very sweet to her, for you
are younger than she is. Before your friend comes you

^ Zalovki, kalatovki, pobe'i galovki : Husband's sisters are churn-sticks

(wranglers) whereby heads are broken.



WAR AND PEACE 221

will have already become acquainted with his sister and
his father, and they will have grown fond of you. Am
I not right ? Is n't that best ?

"

" Yes," replied Natasha, with little heartiness.

CHAPTER VII

On the following day, by Marya Dmitrievna's advice,

Count Ilya Andreyitch and Natasha went to call at

Prince Bolkonsky's. The count, in anything but a

happy frame of mind, made ready for this call ; in fact,

he felt terribly about it. He remembered too well his

last encounter with the old prince, at the time of the

mobilizing of the militia, when, in answer to his invi-

tation to a dinner-party, he had received an angry
reprimand for not having furnished his full quota of

men.
Natasha, however, having put on her best gown, was

in the most radiant spirits. "They cannot help being

fond of me," she said to herself. "Every one likes me,
and I am so willing to do for them all they could wish !

I am so willing to love him because he is his father, and
to love her because she is his sister, that they cannot

fail to love me."
They drove up to the gloomy old house on Vozdvi-

zhenka Street, and went into the vestibule.
" Well, God have mercy on us !

" exclaimed the count,

half in jest, half in earnest ; but Natasha observed that

her father was very much agitated as he hastened into

the anteroom and asked, in a timid, faltering voice, if

the prince and the princess were at home. After their

names had been sent in, the prince's servants seemed
to be thrown into great perplexity. The footman, who
had hurried off to announce them, was stopped by an-

other footman at the drawing-room door, and the two
began to whisper together. A chambermaid came hurry-

ing into the hall, and she also had something to say

to them, in reference to the princess. Finally a stern-

faced, elderly footman approached the Rostofs and an-
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nounced that the old prince was unable to receive them
but the princess would be glad to see them.

Mile. Bourienne first came to receive the visitors.

She met them with more than ordinary politeness, and
conducted them to the princess. The princess, agitated

and nervous, her face covered with crimson patches,

hastened forward, stepping heavily, and vainly endeavor-

ing to appear calm and dignified.

At first sight Natasha did not please her. It seemed
to her that she was too fashionably dressed, too frivo-

lous, flighty, and conceited. The Princess Mariya did

not realize that even before seeing her future sister-in-

law she was prejudiced against her through an involun-

tary envy of her beauty, youth, and happiness, and
jealousy of her brother's love for her. Over and above
these obscure feelings of antipathy, the Princess Mariya
was still more agitated from the fact that when the

Rostofs were announced the prince had shouted at the

top of his voice that he would not have anything to do
with them ; that the Princess Mariya might receive them
if she so desired, but that they should not come into his

presence. The princess determined to receive them, but

she was afraid lest at any minute the prince might per-

form some act of rudeness, since he seemed greatly

stirred up by the Rostofs' arrival.

" I have brought my little songstress, my dear prin-

cess," said the count, with a bow and a scrape, and look-

ing round anxiously, as if he were afraid of the old

prince appearing on the scene. " I am very anxious for

you to become acquainted I am sorry, very sorry,

that the prince is ill." And, after making a few com-
monplace remarks, he got up, saying, " If you will ex-

cuse me, princess, I will leave my Natasha with you for

a brief quarter of an hour, while I slip out and call on

Anna Semyonovna, who lives only a couple of steps

from here. I will come back for her."

Ilya Andreyitch, as he afterwards told his daughter,

conceived this master-stroke of subtile diplomacy for the

purpose of giving the future sisters-in-law a chance to

get better acquainted ; but he had another reason be-
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aides, which was that he might escape the possibility of

meeting the prince. This reason he did not confess to

his daughter, but Natasha perceived this timidity and
anxiety of her father's, and felt abused. She blushed

for him, and was still more annoyed with herself for

having blushed ; and she looked straight at the prin-

cess with a defiant, challenging expression, which seemed
to imply that there was nothing she was afraid of. The
princess told the count that he was perfectly excusable,

and only hoped that he would make his stay at Anna
Semyonovna's as long as possible. Accordingly, Ilya

Andreyitch took his departure.

Mile. Bourienne, in spite of the anxious, beseeching

glances given her by the Princess Mariya, who was
anxious to have a confidential talk with Natasha, did

not see fit to leave the room, and kept up a steady

stream of chatter about the delights of Moscow, and
the theaters. Natasha was piqued by the confusion that

had . occurred in the reception-room, by her father's

cowardice, and by the unnatural tone affected by the

princess, who, it seemed to her, felt that.it was an act

of condescension to receive her, and, consequently,

everything gave her a disagreeable impression. The
Princess Mariya displeased her. She thought she was
very plain, stubborn, and unsympathetic. Natasha sud-

denly underwent a moral shrinking, as it were, and,

in spite of herself, assumed such a reckless tone that

the Princess Mariya was still further alienated from

her.

After five minutes of a labored and artificial conver-

sation, slippered feet were heard rapidly approaching.

Into the Princess Mariya's face came a sudden look of

dismay. The door opened, and the old prince came in,

dressed in a white nightcap and khalat.

"Akh! sudaruinya," he exclaimed; " sudaruinya,

countess— Countess Rostova, if I am not mistaken —
I beg your pardon, I beg your pardon. — I did not

know, sudaruinya, 'fore God I did not know that you
were honoring us with your presence. I was coming to

see my daughter, which explains this costume. I beg
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you to pardon it.
— 'Fore God I did not know," In said

for the second time, in such an unnatural tone, laying

such a special stress on the word " God," and speaking

so disagreeably, that the Princess Mariya got up, and
dropped her eyes, not daring to look either at her

father or at Natasha. Natasha got up and then sat

down again, and likewise knew not what to do. Only
Mile. Bourienne wore a pleasant smile.

" I beg your pardon. I beg your pardon. 'Fore God
I did not know," grumbled the old prince, and, after

staring at Natasha from head to foot, he left the room.

Mile. Bourienne was the first to recover self-possession

after this apparition, and she began to talk about

the prince's failing health. Natasha and the princess

looked at each other without speaking, and the longer

they looked at each other without expressing what they

ought to have said, the more they were confirmed in

their mutual dislike.

When the count returned, Natasha made an ill-

mannered display of relief, and immediately prepared

to take her departure. At this moment she almost

hated this dried-up old princess, who by her silence

had put her in such an awkward position, and who, in

half an hour's talk with her, had not once mentioned
Prince Andrei. " Of course I can't be the first to speak
of him in the presence of that Frenchwoman," said

Natasha to herself.

The Princess Mariya, at the same time, was tor-

mented by a similar compunction. She knew that it

was her duty to say something to Natasha ; but she

found it impossible, both because Mile. Bourienne's

presence embarrassed her, and because she herself

did not know what made it so difificult to speak on the

coming marriage. After the count had already left

the room the Princess Mariya went to Natasha with

hurried steps, seized her hand, and with a deep sigh

said, "Wait a moment, I must...." Natasha gave the

Princess Mariya a satirical glance, though she could

not have told what made her do so, and listened. " My
dear Natalie," said the Princess Mariya, "you must
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know I am delighted my brother has found happi-

ness." ....

She paused with a consciousness that she was not
telling the truth. Natasha noticed this pause, and sus-

pected the cause of it.

" I think, princess, that it is not a propitious time to

speak of this," said Natasha, with an appearance of out-

ward dignity and hauteur, while the tears almost choked
her.

" What have I said ? what have I said .* " she won-
dered, as soon as she left the room. •

That day they waited for Natasha a long time at

dinner. She was sitting in her room, sobbing like a

child, blowing her nose, and then beginning to sob
again. Sonya stood beside her, and kissed her on the
hair.

"Natasha, what is there to cry about.-*" she asked.
" Why should you care about them .-* It will all pass
over, Natasha."

" No ; if you only knew how humiliating it was ! — I

just ....
"

" Don't speak of it, Natasha. Of course you were
not to blame, then why should you let it trouble you .'*

Kiss me," said Sonya.
Natasha lifted her head and kissed her friend on the

lips, laying her tear-wet face next hers.
" I cannot tell you. I do not know. No one is to

blame," said Natasha. " If any one is, I am. But
all this is terribly painful. Akh ! why does he not

come .''

" ....

She went down to dinner with reddened eyes. Marya
Dmitrievna, who had learned how the Rostofs had been
received at the prince's, pretended to pay no attention

to Natasha's disconsolate face, and jested in loud and
eager tones with the count and her other guests.

VOL. III.— 15
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CHAPTER VIII

That evening the Rostofs went to the opera, Marya
Dmitrievna having secured them tickets. Natasha felt

no desire to go, but it was impossible for her to refuse

her hostess's kindness, which had been designed ex-

pressly for her pleasure. When, after she was already

dressed, and had gone into the parlor to wait for her
father, she surveyed herself in the great pier-glass, and
saw how pretty, how very pretty, she was, she felt even
more melancholy than before, but her melancholy was
mingled with a feeling of sweet and passionate love.

" Bozhe mof ! if he were only here I should not be so

stupidly shy before him as I was before. I would throw
my arms around him and cling close to him, and make
him look at me with those deep, penetrating eyes of his,

with which he has so often looked at me ; and then I

would make him laugh, as he laughed then, and his

eyes.... how plainly I can see his eyes even now," said

Natasha to herself. "And what do I care for his

father and his sister ? I love him. I love him, him
alone, with his dear face and eyes, with his smile, like

that of a man and like that of a child too No, it is

better not to think about it, to forget him, and to for-

get that time, too, absolutely. I cannot endure this

suspense. I shall be crying again," .... and she turned
away from the mirror, exercising all her self-control

not to burst into tears. " And how can Sonya be so

calm and unconcerned in her love for Nikolenka, and
wait so long and patiently ?

" she wondered, as she
saw her cousin coming toward her, also in full dress,

and with her fan in her hand. " No, she is entirely

different from me. I cannot."

Natasha at that moment felt herself so full of passion

and tenderness that it was not enough to love, and to

know that she was loved. What she wanted now, at

this instant, was to throw her arms around her lover's

neck, and speak to him, and hear him speak those words
of love of which her heart was full.
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As she rode along in the carriage, sitting next to her

father, and dreamily looking at the lamplights that

flashed through the frost-covered windows, she felt still

deeper in love, and still more melancholy than ever,

and she quite forgot with whom and where she was
going.

Their carriage fell into the long line, and the wheels
slowly creaked over the snow as they drew up to the

steps of the theater. The two girls gathered up their

skirts and quickly jumped out ; the count clambered
down, supported by the footmen, and, making their

way through the throng of ladies and gentlemen and
program venders, the three went into the corridor that

led to their box. Already the sounds of music were
heard through the closed doors.

"Natalie, your hair," whispered Sonya in French.

The kapelldiener, hastening past the ladies, politely

opened their box door. The music sounded louder
;

the brightly lighted rows of boxes occupied by ladies

with bared shoulders and arms, and the parterre filled

with brilliant uniforms, dazzled their eyes. A lady who
entered the adjoining box shot a glance of feminine

envy at Natasha. The curtain was still down, and the

orchestra was playing the overture.

Natasha, shaking out her train, went forward with

Sonya and took her seat, glancing at the brightly

lighted boxes on the opposite side of the house. The
sensation, which she had not experienced for a long

time, of having hundreds of eyes staring at her bare

arms and neck, suddenly affected her both pleasantly

and unpleasantly, and called up a whole swarm of recol-

lections, desires, and emotions associated with that

sensation.

Natasha and Sonya, both remarkably pretty girls, and

Count Ilya Andreyitch, who had not been seen for a

long time in Moscow, naturally attracted general atten-

tion. Moreover, every one had a general notion that

Natasha was engaged to marry Prince Andreif, and
everybody knew that ever since the engagement the

Rostofs had been residing at their country estate; there-
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fore they looked with much curiosity at the "bride" ot

one of the most desirable men in Russia.

Natasha's beauty, as everybody told her, had improved
during their stay in the country, and that evening, ow-
ing to her excited state of mind, she was extraordina-

rily beautiful. No one could have failed to be struck

by her exuberance of life and beauty, and her complete
indifference to everything going on around her. Her
dark eyes wandered over the throng, not seeking for

any one in particular, and her slender arm, bare above
the elbow, leaned on the velvet rim of the box, while,

with evident unconsciousness of what she was doing,

she crumpled her program, folding and unfolding it in

time with the orchestra.

"Look, there's Alenina," said Sonya, "with her

mother, I think."
" Saints !

^ Mikhail Kiriluitch has grown fat, though,"

exclaimed the old count.
" See, there 's our Anna MikhaYlovna. What kind of

a head-dress has she on .''

"

" There are the Karagins, and Boris with them.

Evidently enough, an engaged couple DrubetskoT
must have proposed."

" What ! did n't you know it ? 'T was announced
to-day," said Shinshin, coming into their box.

Natasha looked in the same direction as her father

was looking, and saw Julie, who, with a string of pearls

around her fat red neck,— covered with powder, as

Natasha knew well, —was sitting next her mother with

a radiantly happy face. Behind them could be seen

Boris's handsome head, with sleekly brushed hair. He
was leaning over so that his ear was close to Julie's

mouth, and as he looked askance at the Rostofs he was
saying something to his "bride."

"They are talking about us, — about me," thought

Natasha, "and she's probably jealous of me, and he is

trying to calm her. They need not worry about it. If

they only knew how little I cared about them !

"

Behind them sat Anna Mikhailovna, festive and bliss-

1 Batyushki,— literally, "little fathers."
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ful, and wearing her habitual expression of utter resig-

nation to God's will. Their box was redolent of that

atmosphere characteristic of a newly engaged couple,

which Natasha knew and loved so well. She turned
away, and suddenly all the humiliating circumstances of

her morning visit recurred to her memory.
" What right has he not to be willing to receive me

as a relation .'' Akh ! I 'd best not think about this, at

least not till he comes back," said she to herself, and
she began to scan the faces of strangers or acquain-
tances in the parterre.

In the front row, in the very middle of the house,

leaning his back against the railing, stood Dolokhof
in Persian costume, with his curly hair combed back
into a strange and enormous ridge. He was stand-

ing in full view of the whole theater, knowing that he
was attracting the attention of every one in the house,
yet looking as unconcerned as if he was in the privacy
of his own room. Around him were gathered a throng
of the gilded youth of Moscow, and it was evident that

he was their leader.

Count Ilya Andreyitch, with a smile, nudged the

blushing Sonya, and called her attention to her former
suitor.

" Did you recognize him .-* and where did he turn up
from .'' " asked the count of Shinshin. " He had dis-

appeared entirely, had he not.-*"

" Yes, completely," replied Shinshin. " While he was
in the Caucasus he deserted, and they say he became
minister to some reigning prince in Persia. After that

he killed the Shah's brother, and now all the young
ladies of Moscow have lost their wits over him. Dolo-

hoff le Pej'san, and that 's the end of it. Here with us

there 's nothing to be done without Dolokhof. They
swear by him. He is made a subject of invitation, as

if he were a sterlet," said Shinshin. " Dolokhof and
Anatol Kuragin have turned the heads of all our young
ladies."

Just then into the next box came a tall, handsome
lady with a tremendous plait of hair, and a great dis-
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play of plump white shoulders and neck, around which
she wore a double string of large pearls. She was a

long time in settling herself, with a great rustling of

her stiff silk dress.

Natasha found herself involuntarily gazing at that

neck, those shoulders and pearls, and that head-dress,

and she was amazed at their beauty. Just as Natasha
was taking a second look at her, the lady glanced round,

and, fixing her eyes on Count Ilya Andreyitch, nodded
her head and smiled.

It was the Countess Bezukhaya, Pierre's wife.

Ilya Andreyitch, who knew every one in society,

leaned over and spoke with her.
" Have you been here long, countess?" he inquired.

" I 'm coming in, I 'm coming in soon to kiss your hand.

I 'm in town on business, and have got my girls with
me. They say Semyonova plays her part superbly,"

said Ilya Andreyitch. " I hope Count Piotr Kirillovitch

has not entirely forgotten us. Is he here.''"

" Yes, he was intending to come," said Ellen, and she

gave Natasha a scrutinizing look.

Count Ilya Andreyitch again sat back in his place.
" Isn't she pretty, though.''" asked he of Natasha.

" A perfect marvel," replied the latter. " I could

understand falling in love with her."

By this time the last notes of the overture were heard,

and the baton of the kapellmeister rapped upon the

stand. Those gentlemen who were in late slipped down
to their places, and the curtain rose.

As soon as the curtain went up, silence reigned in the

parterre and the boxes, and all the gentlemen, young
and old, whether in uniforms or in civilian's dress, and
all the ladies, with precious stones glittering on their

bare bosoms, with eager expectation turned their atten-

tion to the stage.

Natasha also tried to look.
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CHAPTER IX

Smooth boards formed the center of the stage, on
the sides stood painted canvases representing trees, in

the background a cloth was stretched out on boards,

in the foreground girls in red bodices and white petti-

coats were sitting around. One, who was exceedingly

stout, wore a white silk dress. She sat by herself on a

low footstool, to the back of which was glued green card-

board. They were all singing something. After they

had finished their chorus the girl in white advanced
toward the prompter's box, and a man in silk tights on
his stout legs, and with a feather and a dagger, joined

her, and began to sing and wave his arms.

The man in the tights sang alone, then she sang, then

they were both silent. The orchestra played, and the

man began to turn down the fingers on the girl's hand,

evidently waiting for the beat when they should begin to

sing their parts together. They sang a duet, and then

all in the audience began to clap and to shout ; and the

man and woman on the stage, who had been representing

lovers, got up, smiling, and, letting go of hands, bowed.

After her country life, and the serious frame of mind
into which Natasha had lately fallen, all this seemed to

her wild and strange. She was unable to follow the

thread of the opera, and it was as much as she could do

to listen to the music. She saw only painted canvas and

oddly dressed men and women going through strange

motions, talking and singing in a blaze of light. She
knew what all this was meant to represent ; but it all

struck her as so affected, unnatural, and absurd, that

some of the time she felt ashamed for the actors, and

again she felt like laughing at them.

She looked around at the faces of the spectators, to

see if she could detect in them any of this feeling of

ridicule and perplexity which she felt ; but all these

faces were absorbed in what was taking place on the

stage, or, as it seemed to Natasha, expressed a hypo-

critical enthusiasm.



232 WAR AND PEACE

" I suppose this must be very lifelike," said Natasha
to herself. She kept gazing now at those rows of

pomaded heads in the parterre, then at the half-naked

women in the boxes, and most of all at her neighbor
Ellen, who, as undressed as she could well be, gazed
with a faint contented smile at the stage, not dropping
her eyes, conscious of the brilliant light that overflowed

the auditorium, and the warm atmosphere, heated by
the throng.

Natasha gradually began to enter into a state of

intoxication which she had not experienced for a long

time. She had no idea who she was, or where she was,

or of what was going on before her. She gazed, and let

her thoughts wander at will, and the strangest, most
disconnected ideas flashed unexpectedly through her

mind. Now she felt inclined to leap on the edge of the

box and sing the aria which the actress had just been
singing, then she felt an impulse to tap with her fan a

little old man who was sitting not far off, then again to

lean over 'to Ellen and tickle her.

At one time, when there was perfect silence on the

stage just before the beginning of an aria, the door that

led into the parterre near where the Rostofs were seated

creaked on its hinges, and a man who came in late was
heard passing down to his seat.

"There goes Kuragin," whispered Shinshin.

The Countess Bezukhaya turned her head and smiled

at the newcomer. Natasha followed the direction of the

Countess Bezukhaya's eyes, and saw an extraordinarily

handsome aide, who, with an air of extreme self-confi-

dence, but at the same time of good breeding, was just

passing by their box.

This was Anatol Kuragin, whom she had seen and
noticed some time before at a ball in Petersburg. He
now wore his aide's uniform, with epaulet and shoulder-

knot. He advanced with a supreme air of youthful

gallantry, which would have been ludicrous had he not

been so handsome, and had his handsome face not worn
such an expression of cordial good-humor and merri-

ment.
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Although it was during the act, he sauntered along
the carpeted corridor, slightly jingling his spurs, and
holding his perfumed, graceful head on high with easy
grace. Glancing at Natasha, he joined his sister, laid

his exquisitely gloved hand on the edge of her box,

nodded to her, and bent over to ask some question in

reference to Natasha.
" Mais charmante,'' said he, evidently referring to her.

She understood less from hearing his words than from
the motion of his lips.

Then he went forward to the front row and took his

seat near Dolokhof, giving him a friendly, careless

nudge with his elbow, though the others treated him
with such worshipful consideration. The other, with a

merry lifting of the eyebrows, gave him a smile, and put
up his foot against the railing.

" How like brother and sister are !
" said the count

;

"and how handsome they both are !

"

Shinshin, in an undertone, began to tell the count
some story about Kuragin's intrigues in Moscow, to

which Natasha listened simply because he had spoken
of her as charmante.

The first act was over. All in the parterre got up,

mingled together, and began to go and come. Boris

came to the Rostofs' box, received their congratulations

very simply, and, smiling abstractedly and raising his

brows, invited Natasha and Sonya, on behalf of his

betrothed, to be present at their wedding, and then left

them. Natasha, with a bright, coquettish smile, had
talked with him and congratulated him on his engage-
ment, although it was the same Boris with whom she
had been in love only a short time before. This, in her
intoxicated, excited state, seemed to her perfectly simple
and natural.

The bare-bosomed Ellen sat near her, and showered
her smiles indiscriminately on all, and in exactly the

same way Natasha smiled on Boris.

Ellen's box was crowded by the cleverest and most
influential men of the city, who also gathered around
the front of it, on the parterre side, vying with one
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another, apparently, in their desire to let it be known
that they were acquainted with her.

Kuragin, throughout that cutr acte, stood with Dolo-

khof, with his back to the stage, in the very front row,

and kept his eyes fixed on the Rostofs' box. Natasha
felt certain that he was talking about her, and it afforded

her gratification. She even turned her head slightly,

in a way which, in her opinion, best showed off the

beauty of her profile.

Before the beginning of the second act, Pierre, whom
the Rostofs had not seen since their arrival, made his

appearance. His face was gloomy, and he was still more
portly than when Natasha had last seen him. Without
recognizing any one, he passed down to the front row.

Anatol joined him, and began to make some remark,
looking and pointing to the Rostofs' box. A flash of

animation passed over Pierre's face as he caught sight

of Natasha, and he hastily made his way across through
the seats to where she was. Then, leaning his elbows
on the edge of her box and smiling, he had a long con-

versation with her.

While she was talking with Pierre, she heard a man's
voice in the Countess Bezukhaya's box, and something
told her that it was Anatol Kuragin. She glanced
round, and their eyes met. He alinost smiled, and
looked straight into her eyes with such an admiring,

tender gaze that it seemed to her strange to be so near

him, to see him, to be so sure that she pleased him, and
yet not to be acquainted with him !

In the second act the stage represented a cemetery,

and there was a hole in the canvas, which represented

the moon, and the footlights were turned down, and the

horns and contrabasses began to play in very deep tones,

and the stage was invaded from both sides by a throng
of men in black mantles. These men began to wave
their arms, brandishing what seemed to be daggers.

Then some other men rushed forward, and proceeded
to drag away by main force that damsel who, in the

previous act, had been dressed in white, but was now in

a blue dress. But before they dragged her away, the);
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sang with her for a long time, and at the sound of three

thumps on something metallic behind the scenes, all fell

on their knees and began to sing a prayer. A number
of times all these actions were interrupted by the enthu-
siastic plaudits of the spectators.

Every time during this act that Natasha looked down
into the parterre, she saw Anatol Kuragin, with his arm
carelessly thrown across the back of his seat, and gaz-

ing at her. It was pleasant for her to feel that she had
so captivated him, and it never entered her head that in

all this there was anything improper.

When the second act was over, the Countess Bezu-

khaya stood up, leaned over to the Rostofs' box,— thereby
exposing her whole bosom,— and with her gloved finger

beckoned the old count to come to her ; and then, paying
no heed to those who came to her box to pay her their

homage, she began a smiling, confidential conversation

with him.
" You must certainly make me acquainted with your

charming girls," said she; "the whole city are talking

about them, and I don't know them."
Natasha got up and made a courtesy to this magnifi-

cent countess. The flattery of this brilliant beauty was
so intoxicating to her that she blushed with pleasure

and gratification.

" I mean to be a Muscovite also," said Ellen. "And
aren't you ashamed of yourself to hide such pearls in

the country .''

"

The Countess Bezukhaya had, by good rights, the

reputation of being a fascinating woman. She could say

the opposite of what she thought, and could flatter in

the most simple and natural manner.
" Now, my dear count, you must allow me to see

something of your daughter. Though I don't expect to

be here very long, — you don't either, I believe, — I

shall try to make them have a good time. — I heard a

good deal about you in Petersburg, and I wanted to

make your acquaintance," said she, turning to Natasha
with her stereotyped, bewitching smile. " I heard about

you from my 'page,' Drubetskof,— have you heard, by
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the way, that he is engaged ?— and from my husband's
friend Bolkonsky, Prince Andre'f Bolkonsky," said she,

with especial emphasis, signifying thereby that she knew
of his relations with Natasha. Then she proposed that,

in order to become better acquainted, one of the young
ladies should come over into her box for the rest of the

performance, and Natasha went.

During the third act the scene represented a palace,

wherein many candles were blazing, while on the walls

hung paintings representing full-bearded knights. In
the center stood, apparently, a tsar and tsaritsa. The
tsar was gesticulating with his right hand, and, after

singing something with evident timidity, and certainly

very wretchedly, he took his seat on a crimson throne.

The damsel who at first had been dressed in white

and then in blue was now in nothing but a shift, with

disheveled hair, and stood near the throne. She was
warbling some doleful ditty addressed to the tsaritsa,

but the tsar peremptorily waved his hand, and from
the side scenes came a number of bare-legged men
and bare-legged women, and began to dance all to-

gether.

Then the fiddles played a very dainty and merry
tune. One girl, with big bare legs and thin arms,

coming out from among the others, went behind the

scenes, and, having adjusted her corsage, came into

the center of the stage, and began to caper about and
knock her feet together.

The whole parterre clapped their hands and shouted,
" Bravo !

"

Then a man took his stand in one corner. The or-

chestra played louder than ever, with a clanging of

cymbals and blare of horns, and this bare-legged man,
alone by himself, began to make very high jumps and
kick his feet together. This man was Duport, who
earned sixty thousand rubles a year by his art. All

in the parterre, in the boxes, and in the "upper para-

dise " began to thump and shout with all their might,

and the man paused and smiled, and bowed to all

sides. Then some others danced, — bare-legged men
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and women ; then one of the royal personages shouted
something with musical accompaniment, and all be-

gan to sing. But suddenly a storm arose. Chromatic
scales and diminished sevenths were heard in the or-

chestra, and all scattered behind the scenes, carrying

off with them again one of those who were behind the

scenes as spectators, and the curtain fell.

Once more among the audience arose a terrible roar

and tumult, and all, with enthusiastic faces, shouted at

once, " Duport ! Duport ! Duport !

"

Natasha no longer looked upon this as strange or

unusual. With a sense of satisfaction she looked

around her, smiling joyously.
" Is n't Duport admirable ? " asked Ellen, turning

to her.

" Oh, yes !
" replied Natasha.

CHAPTER X

During the entracte a draught of cold air made
its way into Ellen's box, the door was opened, and
Anatol came in, bowing and trying not to disturb any
one.

"Allow me to present my brother," said Ellen, un-

easily glancing from Natasha to Anatol.

Natasha turned her pretty, graceful head toward the

handsome young man, and smiled at him over her

shoulder. Anatol, who was as good-looking near at

hand as he was at a distance, sat down by her and
said that he had been long wishing for the pleasure of

her acquaintance,— ever since the Naruishkins' ball,

where he had seen her, and never forgotten her.

Kuragin was far cleverer and less affected with

women than he was in the society of men. He spoke
fluently and simply, and Natasha had a strange and
agreeable feeling of ease in the company of this man,
about whom so many rumors were current. He was
not only not terrible, but his face even wore an inno-

cent, gay, and good-natured smile.
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Kuragin asked her how she enjoyed the opera, and
told her how Semyonova, at the last performance, had
got a fall while on the stage.

"Do you know, countess," said he, suddenly address-

ing her as if she were an old acquaintance, " we have
been arranging a fancy-dress party. ^ You ought to

take part in it. It will be very jolly. We shall all

rendezvous at the Karagins'. Please come, won't
you .''

" he insisted.

In saying this he did not once take his smiling eyes
from her face, her neck, her naked arms. Natasha
was not left in doubt of the fact that he admired her.

This was agreeable, but somehow she felt constrained

and troubled by his presence. When she was not look-

ing at him, she was conscious that he was staring at

her shoulders, and she involuntarily tried to catch his

eyes, so that he might rather fix them on her face.

But while she thus looked him in the eyes, she had
a terrified consciousness that that barrier of modesty
which, she had always felt before, kept other men at

a distance, was down between him and her. Without
being in the least able to explain it, she was conscious
within five minutes that she was on a dangerously in-

timate footing with this man. When she looked away
from him, she feared he might put his hand on her
bare arm, or kiss her on the neck. They talked about
the simplest matters, and yet she felt that they were
more intimate than she had ever been with any other

man. She looked at Ellen and at her father, as if ask-

ing them what all this meant ; but Ellen was busily

engaged in conversation with some general, and paid

no heed to her imploring look, and her father's said

nothing more to her than what it always said :
" Happy ?

Well, I am glad of it."

During one of those moments of constraint, while

Anatol's prominent eyes were calmly and boldly sur-

veying her, Natasha, in order to break the silence,

asked him how he liked Moscow. Natasha asked the

question, and blushed. It seemed to her all the time

^ Karuself kostuviakh.
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that she was doing something unbecoming in talking

with him. Anatol smiled, as if to encourage her.
" At first I was not particularly charmed with Moscow,

because what a city ought to have, to be agreeable, is

pretty women ; is n't that so .-* Well, now I like it very
much," said he, giving her a significant look. "Will
you come to our party, countess ? Please do," said he

;

and, stretching out his hand toward her bouquet, and
lowering his voice, he added in French, " You will be
the prettiest. Come, my dear countess, and, as a
pledge, give me that flower."

Natasha did not realize what he was saying any more
than he did, but she had a consciousness that in his

incomprehensible words there was an improper meaning.
She knew not what reply to make, and turned away,
pretending not to have heard him. But the instant

that she turned away the thought came to her that he
was there behind her, and so near.

" What is he doing now .-• Is he ashamed of himself }

Is he angry.? Is it my business to make amends .-•

"

she asked herself. She could not refrain from glancing
round.

She looked straight into his eyes, and his nearness
and self-possession, and the good-natured warmth of

his smile, overcame her.

She gave him an answering smile, and gazed straight

into his eyes, and once more she realized, with the feel-

ing of horror, that there was no barrier between them.
The curtain again went up. Anatol left the box,

calm and serene. Natasha rejoined her father in her
own box, but already she was under the dominion of

this world into which she had entered. Everything
that passed before her eyes now seemed to her perfectly

natural, while all her former thoughts concerning her
lover, and the Princess Mariya, and her life in the
country, vanished from her mind as if all that had
taken place long, long ago.

In the fourth act there was a strange kind of devil,

who sang and gesticulated until a trap beneath him was
opened, and he disappeared. This was all that Natasha
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noticed during the fourth act. Something agitated and
disturbed her, and the cause of this annoyance was
Kuragin, at whom she could not help looking.

When they left the theater Anatol joined them, sum-
moned their carriage, and helped them to get seated.

As he was assisting Natasha, he squeezed her arm above
the elbow. Startled and blushing, she looked at him.

His brilliant eyes returned her gaze, and he gave her a

tender smile.

Not until she reached home was Natasha able clearly

to realize all that had taken place, and when she sud-

denly remembered Prince Andrei she was horror-struck
;

and as they all sat drinking tea she groaned aloud, and,

flushing scarlet, ran from the room.
" My God ! I am lost," she said to herself. " How

could I have let it go so far ?
" she wondered. Long

she sat hiding her flushed face in her hands, striving to

give herself a clear account of what had happened to

her, and she could not do so, nor could she explain her

feelings. Everything seemed to her dark, obscure, and
terrible.

Then, in that huge, brilliant auditorium, where Duport,

with his bare legs and his spangled jacket, capered about

on the dampened boards to the sounds of music, and
the girls and the old men and Ellen much d^colletee,

with her calm and haughty smile, were all applauding

and enthusiastically shouting bravo, — there, under the

protection of this same Ellen, everything was perfectly

clear and simple ; but now, alone by herself, it became
incomprehensible.

" What does it mean .-' What means this fear that I

experience in his presence .-' What mean these stings

of conscience which I experience now.-'" she asked

herself.

If only her mother had been there, Natasha would
have made confession of all her thoughts, before going
to bed that night. She knew that Sonya, with her
strict and wholesome views, would either entirely fail to

understand, or would be horrified by, her confession.
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Natasha accordingly tried, by her own unaided efforts,

to settle the question that tormented her.

" Have I really forfeited Prince Andrew's love, or

not?" she asked herself, and then, with a reassuring:

smile, she replied to her own question :
—

"What a fool I am to ask this! What happened to

me? Nothing. I have done nothing. I was not to

blame for this. No one will know about it, and I shall

not see him any more," said she to herself. " Of course

it is evident no harm has been done ; there 's nothing to

repent of, and no reason why Prince Andrei' should not

love TaQjHst as I am. But what do I mean by just as

I am ? O my God ! my God ! why is he not here ?
"

Natasha grew calm for an instant, but then some
instinct told her that, even though nothing had hap-

pened and no harm had been done, still the first purity

of her love for Prince Andref was destroyed.

And once more she let her imagination bring up her

whole conversation with Kuragin, and she recalled his

face and his motions, and the tender smile that this

handsome, impudent man had given her while he was
squeezing her arm.

CHAPTER XI

Anatol Kuragin was living in Moscow because his

father had sent him from Petersburg, where he had
been spending more than twenty thousand rubles a

year, and had accumulated heavy debts as well, which
his creditors were trying to oblige his father to pay.

His father explained to him that he would, for the

last time, pay one-half of his debts, but only on con-

dition that he would go to Moscow as aide to the

governor-general of the city, an appointment which he
obtained for him, and would at last try to win the hand
of some rich heiress. He suggested the Princess Mariya
or Julie Karagina.

Anatol consented and went to Moscow, where he
took up his residence at Pierre's. At first Pierre

VOL. III. — 16
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received him with scant welcome, but at length became
accustomed to him, and occasionally accompanied him
on his sprees, and, under the pretense of a loan, gave
him money.

Anatol, as Shinshin correctly stated the case, had
instantly turned the heads of all the young ladies

in Moscow, and particularly because he neglected

them, and openly neglected them, for gipsy girls and
French actresses, with the leading light of whom. Mile.

Georges, it was said, he was on terms of close intimacy.

He never failed of a single drinking-bout given by
Danilof or the other fast men of Moscow ; he could

drink steadily from night till morning", out-drinking

every one else ; moreover, he was always present at all

the balls and receptions in the upper circles of society.

Rumors were rife of various intrigues of his with mar-
ried ladies in Moscow, and at the balls he always paid

particular court to several.

But from young ladies, particularly those who were
rich and in the marriage market, — most of whom were
excessively plain,— Anatol kept at a respectful dis-

tance, and this arose from the fact, known only to a

very few of his most intimate friends, that he had been
married two years before. Two years before, while his

regiment had been cantoned in Poland, a Polish pro-

prietor of a small estate had forced Anatol to marry
his daughter.

Anatol had soon after abandoned his wife, and, by
engaging to send money periodically, he persuaded his

father-in-law to let him still pass as a bachelor.

Anatol was always satisfied with his situation, with
himself, and with other people. He was instinctively,

by his whole nature, convinced that it was entirely

impossible for him to live otherwise than as he was
living, and that he had never in his life done anything
wrong. He was in no condition to ponder on the effect

that his behavior might have on others, or what might be
the result of his behaving in this, that, or the other way.

He was persuaded that, just as the duck was so created

as always to be in the water, in the same way he was
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created by God for the purpose of living with an income
of thirty thousand rubles a year, and of occupying the

highest pinnacle of society. He was so firmly grounded
in this opinion, that other people also, when they saw
him, shared in his conviction, and never thought of

refusing him either the foremost place in society, or the

money which he took of any one he met, without ever

thinking of repaying it.

He was no gambler; at least, he never showed sordid

love for gain. He was not ostentatious. It was abso-

lutely a matter of indifference to him what men thought
of him. Still less was he open to the charge of ambi-

tion. Many times he had annoyed his father by injur-

ing his own prospects, and he always made sport of

dignities. He was not stingy, and he never refused

any one who asked a favor of him. All that he cared

for was "a good time" and women, and as, according

to his opinion, there was nothing ignoble in these tastes,

and he could not calculate the consequence for other

people of the gratification of these tastes of his, he
therefore considered himself irreproachable, sincerely

scorned ordinary scoundrels and base men, and held

his head high with a tranquil conscience.

Debauchees, those male Magdalens, have a secret

feeling of blamelessness, such as is peculiar to the frail

sisterhood ; and it is based on the same hope of for-

giveness. " She shall be forgiven much, for she hath
loved much ; and he shall be forgiven much, because he
hath enjoyed much."

Dolokhof, back again in Moscow, after his exile and
his adventures in Persia, and once more leading a dis-

sipated and luxurious life and playing high, naturally

became intimate with his old Petersburg companion,
Kuragin, and made use of him for his own ends.

Anatol really liked Dolokhof for his wit, intelligence,

and audacity. Dolokhof, who found the name, the

notability, and the connections of Anatol Kuragin an
admirable decoy for attracting rich young fellows into

his clutches, made use of him and got enjoyment out

of him without letting him suspect it. Besides the
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financial purpose for which Anatol served him, the act

itself of controlling the will of another was an enjoy-

ment, a habit, and a necessity for Dolokhof.
Natasha had made a deep impression on Kuragin.

At supper after the opera, with all the enthusiasm of

a connoisseur, he praised to Dolokhof her arms, her

shoulders, her ankles, and her hair, and he expressed his

intention of making love to her. The possible conse-

quences of such love-making Anatol did not stop to

consider; nor was it in him to foresee them any more
than in any other of his escapades.

"Yes, she's pretty, my dear fellow; but she's not

for us," said Dolokhof.
" I am going to tell my sister to invite her to dinner.

— How 's that .'' " suggested Anatol.
" You had better wait till she 's married."....

"You know," said Anatol, "I adore young girls; you
can turn their heads so quickly."

" You have already fallen into the hands of one young
girl," said Dolokhof, who knew about Anatol's mar-

riage. "See.?"
"Well, can't get caught a second time, — hey?" re-

plied Anatol, good-naturedly laughing.

CHAPTER XII

The next day the Rostofs stayed at home, and no one
came to see them. Marya Dmitrievna had a confiden-

tial conversation with her father, taking pains to keep
it a secret from Natasha. Nevertheless she suspected

that they were discussing the old prince, and concoct-

ing some scheme. It disquieted and humiliated her.

She was every moment expecting Prince Andrei to

come, and twice that day she sent the dvornik to the

Bolkonskys' to learn if he had arrived. But he had not

yet come.
It was now more trying to her than during the first

days of his absence. Her impatience and melancholy
thoughts about him were intensified by an unpleasant
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recollection of her interview with the Princess Mariya
and the scene with the old prince, as well as by a vague
and undefinable fear and uneasiness. She had a notion
that either he would not come at all, or that before he
came something would happen. She found it impossi-
ble, as before, to have calm and collected thoughts about
him when alone by herself. As soon as her thoughts
turned to him her recollections of him were confused by
recollections of the old prince, of the Princess Mariya,
of the operatic performance, and of Kuragin. Again
the question arose whether she was to blame, whether
her troth plighted to Prince Andrei' were not already

broken ; and again she would picture to herself, even to

the most trifling details, every word, every gesture,

every slightest shadow in the play of expression on the
face of that man who had succeeded in arousing in her
such a terrible and inexplicable feeling.

In the eyes of the home circle, Natasha seemed live-

lier than usual, but she was far from being as calm and
happy as she had been before.

On Sunday morning Marya Dmitrievna proposed to

her guests to attend mass at the parish chapel of

Uspenie na Mohiltsakh.
" I don't like these fashionable churches," said she,

evidently priding herself on her independence. " God
is everywhere One. We have an excellent pope, and
deacon as well, and the service is well performed.
What kind of worship is it to have concerts given in

the choir .-^ I don't like it. It 's mischievous nonsense."
Marya Dmitrievna liked Sundays, and had them kept

as high festivals. Her house was thoroughly washed
and cleaned on Saturday; neither she nor the people

within her gates did any v/ork— they wore their best

clothes, and all went to mass. On Sunday she had an
extra fine dinner prepared, and her servants were pro-

vided with vodka and a roasted goose or a sucking pig.

But nothing in the whole house gave more decided

evidence of its being a holiday than Marya Dmitrievna's

broad, stern face, which on this occasion wore an un-

changeable expression of solemn festivity.
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After mass, while they were drinking their coffee in

the drawing-room, where the furniture covers had been
removed, a servant announced to Marya Dmitrievna
that the carriage was at the door. She drew a long

face, and, putting on her best shawl, in which she

always paid visits, she got up and announced that she

was going to see Prince Nikolai' Andreyevitch Bolkon-

sky, to have an understanding with him in regard to

Natasha.
After Marya Dmitrievna had taken her departure, a

modiste from Madame Chalme's came, and Natasha,
retiring to the next room and shutting the door, occu-

pied herself with trying on her new gowns and was very
glad of the diversion.

Just as she had put on a hastily basted and still

sleeveless waist, and was standing in front of the mir-

ror, bending her head around to see how the back fitted,

she heard in the drawing-room the lively tones of her

father's voice, mingled with those of a woman, and it

made her blush. It was Ellen's voice.

Natasha had not time to take off the experimental
waist before the door opened, and into the room came
the Countess Bezukhaya, beaming with a good-natured
and flattering smile, and wearing a dark purple velvet

dress, with a high collar.

*^ Ah, ma d^liciense !" she exclaimed to the blushing
Natasha. " Charmaiite ! No, she is quite unlike any
one else, my dear count," said she, turning to the count,

who followed her in. " The idea of living in Mos-
cow and not going anywhere ! No, I shall not let you
off. This evening Mile. Georges is going to recite for

me, and we shall have a crowd, and if you don't bring

your beauties, who are far better than Mile. Georges, I

shall never forgive you. My husband is away, he is

gone to Tver; otherwise I should have sent him to per-

suade you. Do not fail to come. Don't fail— at ten

o'clock."

She nodded to the dressmaker, whom she knew, and
received a most respectful courtesy, and then sat down
in an arm-chair near the mirror, picturesquely disposing
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the folds of her velvet dress. She did not cease to

chatter with good-natured ajid merry volubility, con-
stantly saying pleasant, flattering things about Na-
tasha's beauty. She examined her dresses and praised

them, and also managed to say a good word for a new
dress of her own, en gas mitalliqiie— metallic gauze—
which she had just received from Paris, and advised
Natasha to get one like it.

"Besides, it would be extremely becoming to you,
my charmer," said she.

The smile of pleasure did not leave Natasha's face.

She felt happy and exhilarated by the praise of this

gracious Countess Bezukhaya, who had heretofore seemed
to her such an inaccessible, grand lady, and was now so

cordial to her. Natasha's spirits rose, and she felt

almost in love with this woman, who was so beautiful

and so good-natured.

Ellen, on her part, was sincerely enchanted by Na-
tasha, and wanted her to have a good time. Anatol
had urged her to help on his acquaintance with her,

and it was for this purpose that she called on the Ros-
tofs. The idea of helping her brother in such a flirta-

tion was amusing to her.

Although that winter in Petersburg she had felt a

grudge against Natasha for alienating Boris from her,

it had now entirely passed from her mind ; and, with all

her heart, she felt kindly disposed toward Natasha.
As she was taking her departure, she called \\qx prot^gie

aside :
—

"Last evening my brother dined with me — we al-

most died of laughing— he eats just nothing at all, and
can only sigh for you, my charmer ! He is in love,

madly in love with you, ma cJth'ey

Natasha flushed crimson on hearing those words.
" How she blushes ! How she blushes, ma d^/icieuse,"

pursued Ellen. " Don't fail to come. Even if you are

in love, that is no reason for making a nun of yourself.

Even if you are engaged, I am sure that your future

husband would prefer to have you go into society, rather

than die of tedium in his absence."
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" Of course she knows that I am engaged ; of course

she and her husband, she and Pierre, that good, honest

Pierre, have talked and laughed about this," said Na-
tasha to herself. " Of course there is no harm in it."

And again, under Ellen's influence, all that hitherto

seemed terrible to her seemed simple and natural.

" And she is such a grande dame, and so kind, and
she seems to like me so heartily! " said Natasha to her-

self. "And why shouldn't I have a good time .-'

"

queried Natasha, looking at Ellen with wide eyes full

of amazement.
Marya Dmitrievna returned in time for dinner, silent

and solemn, having evidently suffered a rebuff at the

old prince's. She was still laboring under too much
excitement from her encounter to be able to give a

calm account of it. To the count's question, she re-

plied that everything would be all right, and she would
tell him about it the next day.

When she was informed of the Countess Bezukhaya's
visit, and the invitation for the evening, she said :

—
" I don't like the idea of your going to Bezukhaya's,

and I should advise you not to ; however, if you have
already promised, go

;
perhaps you will have some

amusement," she added, addressing Natasha.

CHAPTER XIII

Count Ilya Andreyitch took his young ladies to

the Countess Bezukhaya's.

The reception was fairly well attended, but the most
of the company were strangers to Natasha. Count
Ilya Andreyitch saw with dissatisfaction that the larger

majority of those present consisted of men and women
noted for their free and easy behavior.

Mile. Georges stood in one corner of the drawing-

room surrounded by young men. There were a number
of Frenchmen, and among them Metivier, who since

Ellen's arrival had become an intimate at her house.

Count Ilya Andreyitch decided not to take a hand at
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the card-table, or to leave the girls, but to take his

departure as soon as Mile. Georges had finished her

recitation.

Anatol was at the door, evidently on the lookout for

the Rostofs. As soon as he had exchanged greetings

with the count, he joined Natasha, and followed her

into the room. The moment she saw him, she was as-

sailed, just as she had been at the theater, by a mixed
sense of gratified vanity that she pleased him, and of

fear, because of the absence of moral barriers between
her and him.

Ellen received Natasha effusively, and was loud in

praise of her beauty and her toilet.

Soon after their arrival, Mile. Georges retired from
the room to change her costume. In the meantime,
chairs were arranged in the drawing-room, and the

guests began to take their seats. Anatol procured a

chair for Natasha, and was just going to sit next her;

but the count, keeping a sharp eye on his daughter,

took the seat next her. Anatol sat behind.

Mile. Georges, with plump and dimpled arms all bare,

and with a red shawl flung across one shoulder, came
out into the space around which the chairs were ranged,

and assumed an unnatural pose. A murmur of admira-

tion was heard.

Mile. Georges threw a stern and gloomy glance

around, and began to recite certain lines in French, in

which the guilty love of a mother for her son is deline-

ated. In places she raised her voice ; then, again, she

spoke in a whisper, triumphantly tossing her head ; and

in other places she broke short off, or spoke in deep,

hoarse tones, rolling her eyes.
" Adorable ! "

.... " Divin ! "
.... '' Delicieux !'' were the

encomiums heard on all sides.

Natasha's eyes were fastened on the stout actress,

but she heard nothing, saw nothing, understood noth-

ing, of what was going on before her ; she felt that she

was irrevocably drawn again into that strange, mad
world, so far removed from the past world, where it was

impossible to know what was right and what was wrong,
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what was reasonable and what was foolish. Behind her

sat Anatol, and she was conscious of his nearness, and
with terror awaited what might happen.

After the first monologue, the whole company arose

and crowded around Mile. Georges, expressing their

enthusiasm.
" How beautiful she is !

" said Natasha to her father,

who had got up with the rest, and was starting to push
his way through the throng toward the actress.

"I cannot think so when I look at you," said Anatol,

sitting down next Natasha. He spoke so that she only

could hear what he said: "You are charming
Since the first moment that I saw you, I have not

ceased....
"

" Come, let us go, Natasha," interrupted the count,

returning to his daughter. " How pretty she is !

"

Natasha, making no reply, followed her father, but
gave Anatol a look of wondering amazement.

After several more recitations. Mile. Georges took
her departure, and the Countess Bezukhaya invited her
guests into the ball-room.

The count wanted to go home, but Ellen begged him
not to spoil her improvised ball. The Rostofs remained.

Anatol took Natasha out for a waltz ; and while they
were on the floor, and he clasped her waist and hand, he
told her that she was ravissanie, and that he loved

her.

During the Ecossaise, which she danced with Kuragin
also, Anatol said nothing to her while they were by them-
selves, but merely gazed at her. Natasha was in doubt
whether she had not dreamed what he said to her during
the waltz.

At the end of the first figure he again pressed her

hand. Natasha lifted startled eyes to his ; but his look

and his smile had such an expression of self-confidence

and flattering tenderness that she found it impossible to

look at him and say to him what was on her tongue to

say. She dropped her eyes.

"Do not say such things to me; I am betrothed— I

love another," she hurriedly whispered.
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She glanced at him. Anatol was not in the least

confused or chagrined at what she said.

" Don't speak to me about that. What difference

does it make to me .-' " he asked. " I tell you I am
madly, madly in love with you. Am I to blame because
you are bewitching.^.... It's our turn to lead."

Natasha, excited and anxious, looked around with wide,

frightened eyes, and gave the impression of being gayer
than usual. She remembered almost nothing of what
took place that evening. While they were dancing the
Ecossaise and the grossvater, her father came and urged
her to go home with him, but she begged to stay a little

longer.

Wherever she was, whoever engaged her in conversa-

tion, she was conscious all the time of Jiis eyes upon her.

Afterwards she remembered asking her father's permis-
sion to go to the dressing-room to adjust her dress, and
how Ellen followed her, and told her with a laugh that

her brother was in love with her. She remembered
how, in the little divan-room, she had again met Anatol,

how Ellen had suddenly disappeared, leaving her alone
with him, and how Anatol, seizing her hand, had said,

in a tender voice:—
"I cannot call on you, but must I never see you.'* I

love you madly, desperately ! Can I not see you .<' " ....

And then, blocking her way, he had bent down his face

close to her face.

His great, gleaming, masculine eyes were so near to

her face that she could see nothing else except those
eyes of his.

" Natali .-*
" she heard his voice whisper, with a ques-

tioning inflection, and her hand was squeezed almost
painfully.

" Natali .?

"

"I do not understand at all ; I have nothing to say,"

said her glance.

His glowing lips approached her lips— but at that

instant she felt that her deliverance had come, for the

sound of Ellen's footsteps and rustle of her dress were
heard in the room.
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Natasha glanced at Ellen ; then, blushing and trem.
bling, she gave him a terrified, questioning look, and
started for the door.

" One word, only one, in God's name !
" said Anatol.

She paused. She felt that it was a necessity for her
to hear that " single word," which would afford her an
explanation of what had happened, and allow her some-
thing tangible to answer.

" Natali, one word, only one," he kept repeating, evi-

dently not knowing what to say ; and he repeated it

until Ellen came close to him.

Ellen and Natasha returned together to the drawing:-

room. Declining the invitation to stay to supper, the

Rostofs went home.
That night Natasha could not sleep at all. She was

tormented by the puzzling question, which she loved,

Anatol or Prince Andrei ? She loved Prince Andrei',—
she had a very distinct remembrance of how warmly she

loved him.

But she loved Anatol also, there could be no doubt
about that. " Otherwise, how could all this have taken
place .-'

" she asked herself. " If it was possible for me,
on saying good-by to him, to answer his smiles with
smiles,— if I could permit myself to go so far, then of

course I was in love with him at first sight. He cer-

tainly is good and noble and handsome, and it is impos-
sible not to be in love with him. What can I do when
I love him and love the other too ?" she asked herself,

and found no solution to the terrible problem.

CHAPTER XIV

Morning came, with its occupations and bustle. All

arose, stirred about, engaged in talk ; once more the

Diodistes came ; again Marya Dmitrievna appeared and
summoned them down to tea.

Natasha, with wide-open eyes, as if trying to anticipate

and intercept every glance fi.xed upon her, looked anx-

iously about, and struggled to seem the same as usual.
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After breakfast, which was her favorite time, Marya
Dmitrievna sat down in her easy-chair, and called Na-
tasha and the old count to her.

"Well," — with strong emphasis on the word,— "well,

my friends, now I have thought tlie whole matter over,

and this is my advice," she began. "Yesterday, as you
know, I went to see Prince Nikolai'. Well," again with
strong emphasis, " I had an interview with him. He
thought to shout me down, but I am not to be shouted
down so easily. I had it all out with him."

"Well, what did he do.-*" asked the count.

"'What did he do.''' He is a raving maniac .... won't
listen to anything. Well, what 's the use of talking ?

And, meanwhile, we are tormenting this poor girl so!"
said Marya Dmitrievna. " And my advice to you is to

transact your business, and go home.... to Otradnoye....

and there wait till ....

"

"Oh, no!" cried Natasha.
" Yes, you must go," maintained Marya Dmitrievna,

"and wait there. If your betrothed should come here
now, there would infallibly be a quarrel ; but if he is

left alone with the old man they will talk the whole
thing over calmly, and then he will come for you."

Ilya Andreyitch approved of this plan, which instantly

appealed to his good judgment. If the old prince was
appeased, then they could rejoin him at Moscow or

Luisiya Gorui; if not, as it would be contrary to his

wishes, then the wedding could take place at Otradnoye.
"That is true as gospel," said he. "Only I am sorry

that I went there and took her," said the old count.

"There's nothing to be sorry for. As long as you
were here you could n't help paying him that mark of

respect.' Well, if he does not approve, it is his affair,"

said Marya Dmitrievna, making search for something in

her reticule. " Besides, the trousseau is all read}', so

what have you to wait for } And what is n't ready I will

send to you. Indeed, I am sorry about it, but you
would be much better off to return — and God be with
you

!

"

Having succeeded in finding what she was searching
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for, she handed it to Natasha. It was a letter from the

Princess Mariya.
" She 's written to you. How she torments herself,

poor soul! She is afraid you will imagine she does not

like you."

"Well, and she does n't like me," said Natasha.

"Nonsense! Don't say such a thing!" cried Marya
Dmitrievna.

"I take no one's opinion. I know she does not like

me," said Natasha, boldly, snatching the letter, and her

face assumed such an expression of hard and angry
determination that it caused Marya Dmitrievna to look

at her more closely, and frown.
" Don't you contradict me that way, matushka," said

she. " What I tell you is the truth. Go and reply to

her letter."

Natasha made no rejoinder, and retired to her own
room to read the Princess Mariya's letter.

The princess wrote that she was in despair, owing to

the misunderstanding that had arisen between them.
Whatever were her father's feelings, she wrote, she

besought Natasha to be assured that it was impossible

for her not to love her, as the choice of her brother, for

whose happiness she was ready to sacrifice everything.

"Moreover," she wrote, "do not imagine that my
father was unkindly disposed toward you. He is old

and feeble, and you must excuse him ; but he is good
and generous, and will not fail to love the one who can
make his son happy."
The Princess Mariya further asked Natasha to ap-

point a time when they could have another meeting.

After reading the letter through, Natasha sat down
at the writing-desk to pen a reply.

" CJicre princessey she wrote, hastily and mechani-
cally, and paused. What more could she write, after

all that had taken place the evening before.^

"Yes, yes, all that is past, and now, already, every-

thing is different," she said to herself, as she pondered
over the letter thus begun. "Ought I to break our en-

gagement } Is it really my duty .'' It is frightful !
"

....
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And, to escape from these terrible thoughts, she went
to Sonya, and began to help her pick out her embroi-
dery patterns.

After dinner Natasha again retired to her room, and
took up the Princess Mariya's letter.

" Can it be that all is really over between us ? " she
mused. " Can it be that this has happened so quickly,

and that all that is past is completely annihilated.?"

She recalled, in all its intensity, her love for Prince
Andrei', and yet, at the same time, she felt that she was
in love with Kuragin. She vividly pictured herself as

Prince Andrei's wife, and recalled those dreams of happi-

ness with him which she had so many times enjoyed in

imagination, and at the same time, fired with passionate

emotions, she recalled every detail of her last meeting
with Anatol.

"Why could it not be possible to love them both at

once .-' " she more than once asked herself, in the depths

of perplexity. " Then only could I be perfectly happy
;

but now I must choose, and I cannot be happy to be
deprived of either of them. One thing is certain," she

thought, " to tell Prince Andrei what has happened, or

to hide it from him, is impossible. But as far as he is

concerned no harm has been done. Can I break off

forever, though, with that delicious love for Prince

Andrei, to whom my life has been devoted so long ?

"

" Baruishnya," said a maid, in a whisper, and com-
ing into the room with a mysterious face, "a little man
told me to give you this."

The maid handed her a note. "Only for Christ's

sake...." she exclaimed, as Natasha, without thinking,

mechanically broke the seal and began to read. It was
a love-letter from Anatol, and, while she did not com-
prehend a word of it, she comprehended enough to

know that it was from him, from the man she loved.

Yes, she loved him, else how could happen what had
happened.'' How could she have in her hand a love-

letter from him .?

With trembling hands Natasha held this passionate

love-letter, composed for Anatol by Dolokhof, and in
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reading it she found Lt contained what corresponded

to everything which it seemed to her she herself felt.

" Last evening decided my fate
;
you must love me

or I die. I have no other alternative." So the letter

began. Then he proceeded to say that he knew her

parents would not consent to her marriage to him for

various secret reasons which he could reveal to her

alone, but that if she loved him, it was enough to say

the little word yes, and no mortal power could suffice

to destroy their bliss. Love conquers all. He would
spirit her away, and fly with her to the ends of the

earth.
" Yes, yes, I love him," mused Natasha, as she read

the letter over for the twentieth time, and tried to dis-

cover some peculiarly deep meaning in every word.

That evening Marya Dmitrievna was going to the

Arkharofs', and she invited the young ladies to accom-
pany her. Natasha, under the pretext of a headache,

remained at home.

CHAPTER XV

SoNYA, on her return late that evening, went to

Natasha's room, and, to her amazement, found her still

dressed, and asleep on the divan. On the table near

her lay Anatol's letter, wide open. Sonya picked the

letter up, and began to read it.

She read it, and gazed at the sleeping Natasha, trying

to discover in her face some key to the mystery of what
she had read, and finding none. The expression of

Natasha's face was calm, sweet, and happy.

Sonya, pale, and trembling with fright and emotion,

clutching her breast lest she should choke, sat down
in an easy-chair and melted into tears.

" How is it I have seen nothing of this } How can

this have gone so far .'' Is it possible she has ceased

to love Prince Andrei? And how can she tolerate this

Kuragin } He is a deceiver and a scoundrel — that is

evident. What will Nicolas do, dear, noble Nicolas,
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when he learns of this ? So this is what has caused her
agitation and unnatural behavior for the last three days,"

said Sonya to herself. " But it is impossible that she
is in love with him. Most likely she opened the letter

without knowing from whom it came. In all probability

she was offended. She could n't have done such a thing
knowingly."

Sonya wiped away her tears, and went close to Na-
tasha, and scrutinized her face.

" Natasha !
" she murmured, almost inaudibly.

Natasha awoke and looked at Sonya.
"Ah, are you back already.?

"

And in the impulse of the sudden awakening she
gave her friend a warm and affectionate hug, but, in-

stantly noticing that Sonya's face was troubled, her
face also became troubled and suspicious.

" Sonya, have you been reading that letter .* " she

asked.

"Yes," murmured Sonya.
Natasha smiled triumphantly.
" No, Sonya, it is impossible to hold out any longer,"

said she. "I cannot hide it from you any more. You
know, we love each other Sonya, my darling, he has

written me .... Sonya ....
"

Sonya, not believing her own ears, stared at Natasha
with open eyes.

" But Bolkonsky !
" she exclaimed.

"Akh! Sonya— akh ! if you could only know how
happy I am !

" cried Natasha. " You can't imagine
what such love is...."

" But, Natasha, do you mean to say that tJie other is

all at an end .-'

"

Natasha gazed at Sonya with wide-open eyes, as if

she did not understand her question.

"What, have you broken with Prince Andref.?" de-

manded Sonya.
"Akh! you can't comprehend it; don't talk non-

sense. Listen to me," said Natasha, with a flash of

ill-temper.

"No, I cannot believe this," insisted Sonya. "I
VOL. III.— 17
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cannot understand it. How can you have loved one
man a whole year, and then suddenly.... Why, you
have only seen him three times ! Natasha, I don't be-

lieve you. You are joking ! In three days to forget

everything.'' and so...."

"Three days!" interrupted Natasha. "It seems to

me I have loved him a hundred years. It seems to me
I have never loved any one else before him. You can-

not comprehend it. Sonya, wait ; sit down !
" Natasha

threw her arms around her, and kissed her. " I have
been told, and you have probably heard, that such love

as this existed ; but now for the first time I experience

it. It is not like the one before. The moment I set

eyes on him, I felt that he was my master, that I was
his slave, and that I could not help loving him. Yes,

his slave ! Whatever he commands me, I obey him.

You can't understand that. What can I do ? What
can I do, Sonya .'' " pleaded Natasha, with a happy,

frightened face.

"But just think what you are doing," insisted Sonya.
" I cannot let this go on. This clandestine correspon-

dence ! How could you permit him to go so far.''" asked
she, with a horror and aversion which she tried in vain

to hide.
" I have told you," replied Natasha, " that I have no

will about it ! Why can't you understand ? I love

him !

"

" Then I will not let it go any farther. I shall tell

the whole story," cried Sonya, with a burst of tears.

" For God's sake .... I beg of you .... if you tell, you are

my enemy !
" exclaimed Natasha. " Do you wish me to

be unhappy .-' Do you wish to separate us ....
"

Seeing how passionately excited Natasha was, Sonya
shed tears of shame and regret for her friend.

"But what has passed between you.-'" she asked.
" What has he said to you .'' Why does he not come
to the house .-'

"

Natasha made no reply to this question.
" For God's sake, Sonya, don't tell any one, don't

torment me," entreated Natasha. "Remember, it's
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never right to interfere in such matters. I have
trusted you ....

"

"But why all this secrecy? Why does n't he come to

the house .-*" insisted Sonya. " Why does he not openly
ask for your hand ? You know Prince Andrei gave you
absolute freedom, if such were the case ; but I don't

believe in this man. Natasha, have you considered
what his secret reasons may be.'*"

Natasha gazed at Sonya with wondering eyes. Evi-
dently this question had not occurred to her before,

and she knew not what answer to make.
" What reasons .-* I don't know. But of course there

must be reasons."

Sonya sighed, and shook her head incredulously.

"If there were reasons.... " she began
; but Natasha,

foreseeing her objections, with frightened eagerness in-

terrupted her.

" SonA'^a, it is impossible to doubt him, impossible,

wholly impossible, do you understand ? " she cried.
" Does he love you .''

"

" Love me !

" repeated Natasha, with a smile of con-

temptuous pity for her friend's incredulity. " You
have read his letter, you have seen him, have you
not .?

"

" But if he were a dishonorable man }
"

"He!....2i dishonorable man! If you knew him!"
exclaimed Natasha.

" If he were an honorable man, then he ought either

to explain his intentions, or else cease to see you

;

and if you are not willing to do this, then I shall. I

shall write him, I shall tell your papa," said Sonya,
decidedly.

" But I cannot live without him," cried Natasha.
" Natasha, I don't understand you ! What are you

saying .'' Think of your father, think of Nicolas."
" I want no one, I love no one but him ! How dare

you assert that he is dishonorable } Don't you know
that I love him.'" cried Natasha. "Sonya, go, I don't

wish to quarrel with you ! go away, for God's sake, go
away ! you see how tormented I am," she screamed
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in a voice of repressed anger and despair, Sonya began
to sob, and rushed from the room.

Natasha went to her writing-table, and without paus-

ing a moment wrote the letter to the Princess Mariya
which she had not been able to write the morning before.

In this letter she laconically informed the princess that

all misunderstandings were at an end, that taking ad-

vantage of Prince Andrei's generosity in giving her

perfect freedom, she begged her to forget all that had
happened, and to forgive her if she had been to blame
in respect to her ; but that she could never be his wife.

At that moment all seemed to her so easy, simple, and
clear

!

The Rostofs were to start for the country on Friday,

and on Wednesday the count went with an intending

purchaser to his pod-Moskovnaya estate.

On the day of the count's trip, Sonya and Natasha
were invited to a great dinner at the Kuragins', and
Marya Dmitrievna went as their chaperon.

At this dinner Natasha again met Anatol, and Sonya
observed that Natasha had with him some mysterious

conversation, which she evidently wished not to be over-

heard ; and during all the dinner-time she seemed to be
more agitated than ever. On their return home, Na-
tasha was the first to begin the explanation which her

friend was anxious for.

" There, Sonya, you have said all sorts of foolish

things about him," Natasha began, in a cajoling tone,

such as children use when they want to be flattered,

" He and I came to a clear understanding to-day."
" Now, what do you mean .-" What did he say, Na-

tasha ? How glad I am that you are not angry with

me ! Tell me all, tell me the whole story. What did

he say to you ?
"

Natasha pondered.

"Akh! Sonya, if you only knew him as I do.... he

said.... he asked me what sort of an engagement I had
with Bolkonsky. He was delighted that it depended
on me to break it off."
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Sonya sighed mournfully.
" But you have n't broken your engagement with Bol-

konsky, have you ?
"

"Well, perhaps I have broken my engagement with
Bolkonsky ! Perhaps it is all at an end ! What makes
you have such hard thoughts of me ?

"

" I have no hard thoughts of you ; only I can't under-
stand this ....

"

"Wait, Sonya, and you will understand the whole
thing. You will learn what a man he is ! But don't

harbor hard thoughts of me, or of him either."
" I harbor no hard thoughts of any one ; I love you

and I am sorry for you all. But what am I to do .-'"

Sonya, however, was not blinded by the affectionate

manner in which Natasha treated her. The more gen-
tle and insinuating Natasha's face grew, the more stern

and serious became Sonya's face.

"Natasha," said she, "you yourself begged me not to

say any more about this to you, and I have not ; and
now you reopen it yourself. Natasha, I have no faith

in him. Why all this mystery .''

"

"There you begin again !
" interposed Natasha.

"Natasha, I am afraid for you."
" Afraid of what >.

"

" I am afraid that you are going to your ruin," said

Sonya, in a resolute voice, frightened herself at what
she said.

An angry look again came into Natasha's face.

" I will go to my ruin, I certainly will, and the faster

the better. It 's no affair of yours. It won't hurt you,

even if it does hurt me. Leave me, leave ! I hate you!"
"Natasha!" expostulated Sonya, in dismay.
" I hate you ! I hate you ! We can never be friends

any more !

"

Natasha rushed out of the room.
Natasha had nothing more to say to Sonya, and

avoided her. With that peculiar expression of nervous
preoccupation and guilt, she wandered up and down the

rooms, trying one occupation after another, and instantly

abandoning them.
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Hard as this was for Sonya, she did not let her out of

her sight for a single moment, but followed her every-

where she went.

On the day before the count's return, Sonya observed
that Natasha spent the whole morning at the parlor

window, as if in expectation of some one, and that she

made some sort of signal to an officer who drove by,

and who Sonya thought must have been Anatol.

Sonya began to observe her friend still more closely,

and remarked that during all dinner-time and through-

out the evening, Natasha was in a strange and unnatural

state of excitement, answering at random the questions

that were asked her, beginning and not finishing sen-

tences, and laughing at everything.

After tea, Sonya saw a timid chambermaid watching
for her at Natasha's door. She let her pass in, and
listening at the keyhole discovered that she was the

bearer of another letter.

And suddenly it became clear to Sonya that Natasha
had some terrible plan on foot for that evening. Sonya
knocked loudly at her door. Natasha refused to admit
her.

" She is going to elope with him !
" said Sonya to

herself. " She is quite ready for anything. Her face

to-day had a peculiarly pitiful and determined expression.

She wept when she said good-by to her father," Sonya
remembered. " Yes, it is evident that she is going to

elope with him! What can I do about it.-*" she mused,
recalling all of the circumstances that -now made her
think Natasha had adopted some terrible resolution.
" The count is away. What can I do .'' Write to Kuragin
and demand of him an explanation .-* But who would
make him reply to it .-* Write to Pierre, as Prince Andrei
told me to do in case of misfortune .'' .... But perhaps she

has already broken with Bolkonsky ! Certainly Natasha
sent her letter to the princess last evening If her

father were only here !

"

It seemed terrible to tell Marya Dmitrievna, who had
such confidence in Natasha. " But what else can I do .-*

"

mused Sonya, as she stood in the dark corridor. " Now



WAR AND PEACE 263

or never is the time to show that I am grateful to this

dear family, and that I love Nicolas. No ! even if I

have to stay awake for three nights, I will not leave

this corridor, and I will detain her by main force ; and
I will not allow any scandal to happen to this family,"

she said to herself.

CHAPTER XVI

Anatol had recently transferred his lodgings to

Dolokhof's house. The plan of abducting the young
countess had been suggested and arranged by Dolokhof
some days before, and on that day when Sonya, listening

at Natasha's door, had determined to protect her, this

scheme was all ready to be carried into execution.

Natasha had agreed to meet Kuragin at ten o'clock

that evening, at the rear entrance. Kuragin was to

place her in a troika which should be in waiting, and
carry her sixty versts to the village of Kamienko, where
an unfrocked pope would be in readiness to perform a

mock marriage ceremony. At Kamienko a relay would
be ready to take them toward Warsaw, and thence by
regular stages they would make their escape abroad.

Anatol had his passport and his pado7'ozJinaya, or

order for post-horses, and ten thousand rubles obtained

from his sister, and ten thousand obtained through

Dolokhof's mediation.

Two witnesses — Khvostikof, formerly a law clerk,

who was now a creature of Dolokhof's, and Makarin,

a hussar on the retired list, a weak and good-natured

fellow who had an inordinate affection for Kuragin—
were sitting in the front room over their tea.

In Dolokhof's large cabinet, the walls of which were
hung from floor to ceiling with Persian rugs, bearskins,

and weapons, sat Dolokhof himself, in a traveling

beshmet ana top-boots, before an open desk, on which

lay bills and packages of money. Anatol, in his uniform,

unbuttoned, came in from the room where the two wit-

nesses were sitting, and was passing through the cabinet
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into the adjoining room, where his French valet and an-

other servant were packing up the last remaining effects.

Dolokhof was making out the accounts and writing

the amounts on a sheet of paper.
" Well !

" said he, " you will have to give two thousand
to Khvostikof."

"All right, give it to him !
" said Anatol.

"Makarka"— this was an affectionate nickname tor

Makarin— " is so disinterested that he would go through
fire and water for you. There now, the accounts are

all made out," said Dolokhof, calling his attention to the

paper. " Is that right .''"

"Yes, of course it is," said Anatol, evidently not

heeding what was said, and looking into vacancy with

a dreamy expression, and a smile that did not leave his

face,

Dolokhof shut the desk with a slam, and turned to

Kuragin with an amused smile :
—

" But see here, now ! you 'd better give this up

;

there 's still time," said he.

"Fool! durak !

" said Anatol, "stop talking non-

sense. If you only knew!.... But only the devil knows
what this is to me !

"

"Honestly! Throw it up!" said Dolokhof. "I'll

tell you the honest truth. Do you imagine that this is

a joice that you are going into ?
"

"There you are stirring me up again. Go to the

devil," exclaimed Anatol, scowling; "I have no time to

listen to your idiotic twaddle !

"

And he started to leave the room.
Dolokhof smiled scornfully and condescendingly as

Anatol turned away.

"Wait," he cried after him, "I am not joking, I am
telling you the truth ; come here, come here, I say !

"

Anatol came back into the room again, and trying to

concentrate his attention, gazed at Dolokhof, apparently

quite under the influence of his will.

" Listen to me, I speak for the last time. Why should

I jest with you ? Have I done anything to thwart you ?

Who is it that has made all the arrangements for you,
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who found your priest for you, who procured your pass-

port, who got the money for you ? Have n't I done the
whole thing ?

"

" Yes, and I thank you. Do you imagine I am not
grateful

?

"

Anatol sighed and embraced his friend.
" I have been helping you ; but it is my place to tell

you the truth : it is a dangerous game, and if it misses
fire, a stupid one. Suppose you elope with her— well

and good. What will be the next step ? It will be dis-

covered that you are married. You will be prosecuted
as a criminal ....

"

" Akh ! what nonsense ! what stupid nonsense !

"

cried Anatol, frowning again. " Have I not told you
again and again ? Hey .-*

"

And Anatol, with that peculiar passion for argument
characteristic of men of small intellects, when they
want to show their wit, reiterated the considerations

which he had laid before Dolokhof a hundred times.
" I have told you again and again ; my mind is made

up : if this marriage is invalid," said he, doubling over
his finc^er, " of course I am not responsible for it ; well,

then, suppose it is valid ; it 's just the same, and, when
we are abroad, no one will know the difference ; that 's

a fact, is it not .'' So say no more, say no more, say no
more !

"

" But, really, give it up ! You will only get yourself

into a scrape ....
"

" Go to the devil !
" screamed Anatol, and, tearing

his hair, he rushed into the next room ; then he came
straight back, and sat down astride of a chair in front of

Dolokhof. " The devil only knows what this is to me !

Hey ? Just see, how it beats !
" He took Dolokhof's

hand and put it on his heart. " Ah ! what an ankle

!

my dear, what eyes ! she 's a goddess ! Hey .-'

"

Dolokhof, smiling unsympathetically, looked at him
out of his handsome, impudent eyes, evidently feeling

inclined to have a little more sport out of him.

"Well, but when your money is gone, what then ?"

" What then ? Hey .''
" repeated Anatol, with a touch
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of genuine distress at the thought of the future. " What
then ? I am sure I don't know. But what is the use

of talking nonsense .-*" He looked at his watch. " It's

time."

Anatol went into the next room. " Hurry up, there

!

Are n't you almost ready ? What are you dawdling so

for ?
" he cried, addressing the servants.

Dolokhof put up the money, and, shouting to his man
to have a luncheon of eatables and drinkables prepared

for the travelers for their journey, he went into the

room where Khvostikof and Makarin were waiting.

Anatol had flung himself down on the ottoman in the

cabinet, and, with his head resting on his hand, was
dreamily smiling and whispering tender words.

"Come and have something to eat. Have a drink,

then !
" cried Dolokhof, from the next room.

" I don't wish anything," replied Anatol, still with the

smile on his handsome lips.

" Come, Balaga is here !

"

Anatol got up and went into the dining-room. Balaga
was a famous troika driver, who, for half a dozen years,

had known Dolokhof and Anatol, and had furnished

them with their troikas. More than once, when Ana-
tol's regiment had been at Tver, he had started at

nightfall from Tver, set him down in Moscow before

daybreak, and brought him back by the following morn-
ing. More than once he had taken Dolokhof out of the

reach of pursuers. More than once he had taken them
out to drive with gipsies and daniotcJiki,— nice little

dames,— as Balaga called fast women. More than once
at their instigation he had run down pedestrians and
izvoshchiks in the Moscow streets, and always his
" gentlemen," as he called them, had rescued him from
the penalty. More than one horse he had broken down
in their service. More than once he had been thrashed

by them ; many times had they given him champagne
and Madeira, which he specially affected, and he knew
of escapades of theirs which would have condemned
any ordinary man to Siberia.

During their orgies, they had often invited Balaga to
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take part, and made him drink and dance with the gip-

sies, and more than one thousand rubles of theirs had
passed through his hands.

In service for them, he had twenty times a year
risked Hfe and hmb, and in accomplishing their deviltry

he had almost killed more horses than their money
would ever pay for. But he was fond of them ; he was
fond of that mad pace of eighteen versts an hour ; he
was fond of upsetting some harmless izvoshchik from
his box, or running down some pedestrian on the street-

crossings, and of dashing at full tilt down the Moscow
streets. He was fond of hearing behind him that wild

cry of drunken voices, " Pashol ! pashol !
" when it was

already a physical impossibility for his horses to carry

them a step further ; he was fond of winding his whip-

lash around a peasant's neck, who shrank back more
dead than alive as he passed by. " Real gentlemen,"

he called them !

Anatol and Dolokhof also were fond of Balaga because

of his masterly skill in handling the lines, and because

his tastes were similar to theirs. With others he drove

hard bargains, charging twenty-five rubles for a two
hours' outing, and he himself rarely condescended to

drive others, but more frequently sent one of his sub-

ordinates. But with his "gentlemen," as he called

them, he himself always went, and never charged for his

extra labor. Only when he learned through the valets

that money was plentiful, he would come, after an inter-

val of many months, and, very soberly and obsequiously,

bowing low, would ask to be helped out of his difficulties.

His "gentlemen " always made him take a seat.

" You will excuse me, batyushka Feodor Ivanuitch,"

or "your illustriousness," he would say, " I am entirely

out of horses ; I pray you to advance me enough to go

to get more at the Yarmanka." ^

And Anatol and Dolokhof, if they happened to be in

funds, would give him a thousand or so of rubles.

Balaga was twenty-seven years old, a stubbed, red-

haired, snub-nosed muzhik, with fiery red complexion,

1 Yarmanka for Yarmarka, Jahrmarkt, annual market.
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and still more fiery red neck, with glittering little eyes,

and a scrubby beard. He wore a fine, blue, silk-lined

kaftan, and over that a sheepskin polushubka.

He crossed himself, turning to the shrine corner, as

he came in, and advanced toward Dolokhof, holding out

a small, black hand.
" Feodor Ivanovitch, your good health," he exclaimed,

with a low bow.
" How are you, brother ! .... There he is !

"

" Good health, your illustriousness," said he, address-

ing Anatol, who came in at that moment, and offered

him also his dirty hand.
" I ask you, Balaga," said Anatol, clapping his hand

on his shoulder, "do you love me, or not, hey .-* Now
there's a chance for you to prove it What horses

have you come with, hey .-'

"

" Those your man ordered, your own wild ones," said

Balaga.
" Now see here, Balaga. No matter if you slaughter

all three of your horses, provided you get us there within

three hours. Hey ?"

" If we slaughter them, how shall we get there.'' " re-

plied Balaga, with a wink.
" I '11 smash your snout for you ! A truce to joking,"

cried Anatol, suddenly, with glaring eyes.
" Who 's joking .''

" exclaimed the driver, with a laugh.

"Do I ever grudge anything for my 'gentlemen'.''

Whatever my horses can show in the way of speed, that

we will do."
" Ah !

" grunted Anatol. " Sit down, then."

"Yes, why not sit down ?
" said Dolokhof.

" I will stand, Feodor Ivanovitch."
" Sit down, no nonsense. Have a drink," said Anatol,

and poured him out a great glass of Madeira. The
driver's eyes flashed at the sight of the wine. Refusing
at first, for manners' sake, he drank it down, and wiped
his mouth with a red silk handkerchief which he kept
in the top of his hat.

" Well, when shall we start, your illustriousness .-•

"

" Let me see," Anatol glanced at his watch ;
" start
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pretty soon now. See here, Balaga, hey ! You will get

there on time ?
"

"Well, it depends on the start. If we get off luckily,

then we '11 be there in good time. I got you to Tver
once,— went there in seven hours. Don't you remem-
ber, your illustriousness .'*

"

" Do you know, one Christmas we started from Tver,"

said Anatol, smiling at the remembrance, and turning

to Makarin, who was gazing affectionately at Kuragin
with all his eyes. "You wouldn't believe it, Makarka,
we flew so that it quite took away my breath. We came
upon a file of carts, and jumped right over two of them.

Hey ?
"

"What horses those were!" interposed Balaga, taking

up the thread of the story. " At that time I put in two
young side horses with the bay shaft-horse," he said,

turning to Dolokhof. " You would hardly believe it,

Feodor Ivanuitch, those wild creatures actually flew for

sixty versts. It was impossible to hold them. My
hands were numb, it was so cold. I threw down the

lines. 'Look out for yourself, your illustriousness,' said

I, and I rolled over backward into the sledge. It was
hopeless to control 'em, or even to stick to my seat.

The devils got us there in three hours. Only the left

off one was winded."

CHAPTER XVII

Anatol left the room, and at the end of a few min-

utes came back in a sable shubka, girdled with a silver-

buckled leather belt, and wearing a sable cap, jauntily

set on one side, and very becoming to his handsome
face. Glancing into the mirror, and then taking the

same posture before Dolokhof which the mirror had told

him was most effective, he seized a glass of wine.

"Well, Fedya, good-by— prashchai. Thank you for

everything, prashcha'f," said Anatol. "Well, comrades,

friends," — he pondered a moment, — " friends .... of my
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.... youth, prashchaite," he said, turning to Makarin and
the others.

Although they were all going with him, Anatol evi-

dently wanted to do something affecting and solemn on
the occasion of this farewell. He spoke in a low, slow,

deep voice, and throwing out his chest, he swayed a little

as he rested his weight on one leg. " All of you take
your glasses! You too, Balaga. Well, comrades....

friends of my youth .... we have had jolly good times
together, we have enjoyed life, we have been on many
sprees, hey .'' Now, when shall we meet again .'' I am
going abroad, farewell .... prashchai, my boys. To your
health! Hurrah!".... he cried, draining his glass and
smashing it on the floor.

" To your good health !
" exclaimed Balaga, also drain-

ing his glass and wiping his mouth with his handker-
chief. Makarin, with tears in his eyes, embraced
Anatol.

" Ekh ! prince, how sad that we should have to part
!"

he exclaimed.
" Come, let us be off," cried Anatol.

Balaga was on the point of leaving the room.
"Hold on there, wait," said Anatol. "Shut the

door. We must sit down first,— there, that 's the way."
They closed the door and sat down, for the sake of

the superstition.

"Well, now be off with you, boys," said Anatol,
getting up.

Anatol's valet, Joseph, gave him his purse and saber,

and all flocked into the anteroom.
" But where is the shuba ?

" demanded Dolokhof.
" Hey, Ignatka, go to Matriona Matveyevna, and ask
her for the shuba— the sable cloak. I have heard how
girls go off on such occasions," explained Dolokhof, with

a wink. "She will come running out more dead than
alive, dressed for staying in the house, and if you delay

a moment too long there will be tears, and ' O papasha I

'

and ' O mamasha !
' and she '11 be cold, and back she '11

go. So be sure you take this shuba with you, and have
it all ready in the sledge."
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The valet brought a woman's cloak, lined with fox.

" You fool ! I told you to get the sable. Hey, Matri-

oshka, bring the sable," he shouted, his voice ringing

down through the rooms.

A handsome gipsy girl, though thin and pale, with
brilliant black eyes, and curly, purplish black hair, with a

red shawl over her shoulders, came hurrying out with
the sable cloak over her arm.

"Why, I don't care ; take it," said she, evidently

afraid of her master, and yet regretting the cloak.

Dolokhof, without heeding her, took the fox-skin

shuba, threw it over Matriosha, and wrapped it round
her.

"So," said Dolokhof; "and so," he repeated, as he
pulled the collar up above her head, leaving only a small

opening for her face.

"That's the way, do you see.-'" and he moved Ana-
tol's head towards the opening left by the collar, where
Matriosha's brilliant smile could alone be seen.

" Well, good-by, Matriosha, prashchaT," said Anatol,

kissing her. " Ekh ! my follies here are ended. Give
my regards to Stioshka. Well, prashchai', Matrioshka.
Wish me good luck."

"Well, then, prince, God grant you the best of luck,"

said Matriosha, in her gipsy accent.

At the doorstep two troikas were waiting with two
jaunty yamschchiks in attendance. Balaga was on the

box of the first sledge, and, with his elbows held high,

was deliberately sorting the reins. Anatol and Dolo-
khof got in behind him ; Makarin, Khvostikof, and the

valet took their places in the other troika.

"All ready.-*" inquired Balaga. "Let her go!" he
cried, twisting the reins round his wrists, and the three

horses flew like the wind down the Nikitsky Boule-

vard.

"Tproo! podi ! hey ! .... tproo !

" rang out Balaga's

shout and that of the groom sitting on the box. On the

Arbatskaya Square the troika ran into a carriage ; there

was a crash, a shout was heard, and the troika flew

down over the Arbata. After dashing down the Podno-
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vinsky, Balaga began to draw rein, and, pulling up, halted

the horses at the crossing of Staraya Konyushennaya.
The groom leaped down to hold the horses' heads by

the curb, while Anatol and Dolokhof strode along the

sidewalk. Coming to the gate, Dolokhof gave a low
whistle. The whistle was returned, and immediately
after a chambermaid came running out.

" Come into the court, else you will be seen ; she '11 be
down presently," said she..

Dolokhof remained by the gate. Anatol followed the

chambermaid into the dvor, turned the corner, and ran

up the steps.

Suddenly Gavrilo, Marya Dmitrievna's colossal foot-

man, met Anatol.
" Be good enough to go to my mistress," said the

footman, in a deep, bass voice, as he blocked all retreat

from the door.

"Who's your mistress.'* Who are you.-*" demanded
Anatol, in a breathless whisper.

" If you please, I was ordered to show you ....
"

" Kuragin ! back !
" cried Dolokhof. " You are be-

trayed ! back !

"

Dolokhof, who had been left at the outside gate, was
engaged in a tussle with the dvornik, who was trying

to shut it and prevent Anatol from returning through
it. Dolokhof, with a final output of force, overturned

the dvornik, seized Anatol by the arm, pulled him
through the gate, and ran together with him back to

their troika.

CHAPTER XVIII

Marya Dmitrievna, finding the weeping Sonya in

the corridor, had obliged her to confess the whole.

Having got possession of Natasha's letter, and read it,

Marya Dmitrievna took it and confronted Natasha
with it.

" Wretched girl ! shameless hussy !
" said she to her,

" I will not listen to a single word !

"
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Pushing away Natasha, who looked at her with won-
dering but tearless eyes, she shut her in under lock

and key ; then she had ordered the dvornik to admit
into the courtyard any who might come that evening,

but not to let them out again, and she had ordered the

footman to show such persons into her presence. Hav-
ing made these arrangements, she took up her position

in the drawing-room and waited for developments.

When Gavrilo came to inform Marya Dmitrievna that

the abductors had escaped, she was very indignant
;

she got up, and for a long time paced up and down the

room, with her hands clasped behind her back, deliber-

ating on what she ought to do. At midnight, she got

the key out from her pocket, and went to Natasha's

room.
Sonya was still sitting in the corridor, sobbing.

" Marya Dmitrievna, let me go to her, for God's sake,"

said she.

Marya Dmitrievna, giving her no reply, opened the

door, and went in. "Disgusting ! abominable ! .... in my
house!.... Indecent, shameless wench !.... Only I'm
sorry for her father," said Marya Dmitrievna, trying to

master her indignation. " Hard as it will be, I will bid

them all hold their tongues, and I '11 keep it from the

count."

Marya Dmitrievna entered the chamber with a firm

step. Natasha was lying on the sofa, with her face hid-

den in her hands ; she did not stir, but lay in the same
position in which Marya Dmitrievna had left her.

" Pretty conduct; pretty conduct, indeed! " exclaimed

Marya Dmitrievna. " To make assignations with your

lovers in my house ! None of your hypocrisy ! Listen

when I speak to you !

"

Marya Dmitrievna shook her by the arm.
" Listen when I speak to you ! You have disgraced

yourself, like any common wench ! I 'd settle this with

you, but I have some pity for your father. I shall keep
it from him."

Natasha did not change her position, but her whole
body began to shake with the noiseless, convulsive sobs

vol.. III.— 18
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that choked her. Marya Dmitrievna glanced at Sonya,
and sat down on the sofa near Natasha.

" Lucky for him he escaped me ; but I '11 find him,"
said she, in her harsh voice. "Do you hear what I am
saying ?

" She put her big hand under Natasha's face,

and turned it toward her. Both Marya Dmitrievna and
Sonya were amazed when they saw her face. Her
eyes were dry and glittering, her lips compressed, her
cheeks hollow.

" Let .... me .... be ! .... What .... do .... I ._. care ? .... I ....

shall die ! " she murmured, turning away from Marya
Dmitrievna with angry petulance, and hiding her face

in her hands again.
" Natalya !

" exclaimed Marya Dmitrievna, " I wish
you well. Lie there.... lie there if you wish; I won't

touch you ; but listen to me ! .... I am not going to show
you how blameworthy you have been. You know. But,

don't you see, your father will be back to-morrow

;

what shall I say to him ?

"

Again Natasha's form was shaken by sobs.
" He will hear of it ; and so will your brother, and so

will your betrothed !

"

" I have no betrothed ; I have broken with him !

"

cried Natasha.

"That's immaterial," pursued Marya Dmitrievna.
" Well, they will learn of it ; do you think they will for-

give it .-• There 's your father, I know him, — if he should

challenge him, would it be a good thing ? Ha ?
"

" Akh ! leave me ! why should you have interfered at

all .'' Why .'' Why ? Who asked you to .-* " screamed
Natasha, sitting up straight on the sofa, and glaring

angrily at Marya Dmitrievna.
" But what idea had you .'' " demanded Marya Dmi-

trievna, again losing her patience. " Were you kept

locked up.-* Who on earth prevented him from coming
to the house.'* Why must he needs carry you off like

a gipsy wench.'' .... Well, now, suppose he had carried

you off, do you suppose we shouldn't have found him.-"

Either your father, or your brother, or your betrothed }

Well, he's a scoundrel! a knave! that 's what he is! "....
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" He 's better than all of you put together," cried

Natasha, sitting up very straight. "If you had not
meddled! .... Akh! my God, has it come to this, has it

come to this? Sonya, what made you .-^ ....Go away!"
And she burst into a passion of tears, sobbing with

the desperation such as only those feel who know that
they are responsible for their own woes.

Marya Dmitrievna began to speak once more, but
Natasha cried :

—
" Go away, go away ! you all hate me ! you all despise

me!"
And she threw herself on the sofa again.

Marya Dmitrievna continued for some time to give
her advice, and assure her that this whole affair ought
to be kept a secret from the count; that no one would
know anything about it, if only Natasha would try to

let it all go, and not betray in any one's presence that
anything had happened.

Natasha made no reply. She ceased to sob, but a fit

of shivering and trembling came upon her. Marya
Dmitrievna put a pillow under her head, covered her up
with a couple of comforters, and herself brought her
some linden flower ; but Natasha had nothing to say to

her.

" Now, let her go to sleep," said Marya Dmitrievna,
and left the room, thinking that she would soon sleep.

But Natasha did not go to sleep, and with wide, star-

ing eyes gazed into vacancy. She slept none that night,

and she did not weep, and she did not speak to Sonya,
who several times got up and went to her.

On the following day Count Ilya Andreyitch returned
from his pod-Moskovnaya in time for breakfast, as he had
promised. He was in a most genial frame of mind.
He ha^ come to a satisfactory arrangement with his

purchaser, and now there was nothing to detain him in

Moscow, and away from his countess, whom he was
very anxious to see.

Marya Dmitrievna met him, and informed him that

Natasha had been ill the day before, that they had sent

for the doctor, and now she was better.
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Natasha that morning did not leave her room. With
set, cracked lips, with wide, dry eyes, she kept her place

by the window, and anxiously gazed at the passers-by

in the street, and turned anxiously toward those who
entered her room. She was evidently expecting news
from him,— expecting that either he would himself

come, or send her a letter.

When the count went to her she heard the sound of

his heavy steps, and turned round nervously, and then
her face assumed its former expression of hauteur, and
even anger. She did not get up to meet him.

" What is the matter with thee, my angel ? Are you
ill.''" asked the count.

Natasha hesitated.
" Yes, I am ill," said she.

In reply to the count's anxious questions why she was
so cast down, and whether anything had happened to

her lover, she assured him that nothing had happened,
and begged him not to be disturbed.

Marya Dmitrievna confirmed Natasha's statement that

nothing had happened, but the count, judging from the

imaginary illness, and by his daughter's absent-minded-

ness, by the troubled faces of Sonya and Marya Dmi-
trievna, saw clearly that during his absence something
must have happened. It was so terrible, however, for

him to think that anything disgraceful had happened
to his beloved daughter, he was so happy in his buoyant
good spirits, that he avoided asking any pointed ques-

tions, and tried hard to assure himself that nothing out

of the way could have happened ; and his only regret

was that, on account of Natasha's indisposition, he was
obliged to postpone their return to his country-seat.

CHAPTER XIX

Pierre, on the day of his wife's arrival at Moscow,
had made up his mind to take a journey somewhere, so

as to avoid being with her. Then, when the Rostofs

came to Moscow, the impression produced upon him by
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Natasha made him hasten to carry out his intention.

He went to Tver to see losiph Alekseyevitch's widow,
who had some time since promised to put into his

hands her husband's papers.

On Pierre's return to Moscow a letter was handed
him from Marya Dmitrievna, who urged him to come
and consult with her on some highly important business
concerning AndreT Bolkonsky and his betrothed.

Pierre had avoided Natasha. It seemed to him that

he felt for her a sentiment stronger than it was justi-

fiable for a married man to harbor for his friend's mis-

tress, and some perverse fate was constantly throwing
them together.

" What can have happened ? and what can it have to

do with me.'*" he wondered, while dressing to go to

Marya Dmitrievna's. " It 's high time for Prince Andrei
to be back and marry her," thought Pierre, as he set out

for Mrs. Akhrasimova's.
On the Tversky Boulevard some one hailed him.
" Pierre, been back long .''

" cried a well-known voice.

Pierre raised his head. It was Anatol and his insep-

arable companion, Makarin, dashing by in a double
sledge, drawn by two gray trotters, that sent the snow
flinging over the dasher. Anatol sat bolt upright, in

the classic pose of dashing warriors, with his neck muf-
fled in a beaver collar, and bending his head a little.

His face was fresh and ruddy ; his hat, with a white

plume, was set jauntily on one side, exposing his curled

and pomaded hair, dusted with fine snow.
" Indeed, he 's a real philosopher !

" thought Pierre.

" He sees nothing beyond the enjoyment of the present

moment ; nothing annoys him, and consequently he is

always jolly, self-satisfied, and calm. What would I not

give to be like him !
" thought Pierre, with a feeling of

envy.

In the anteroom of the Akhrasimova's, a footman, who
relieved Pierre of his shuba, told him that Marya Dmi-
trievna would receive him in her own room.

As he opened the door into the music-room Pierre saw
Natasha sitting by the window, with a pale, thin, angr}!
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face. She gave him a glance, and frowned, and, with
an expression of chilling dignity, left the room.

" What has happened ?
" asked Pierre, on entering

Marya Dmitrievna's room.
" Pretty state of affairs !

" replied Marya Dmitrievna.
" Fifty-eight years have I lived in this world, and I

never saw anything so shameful."

And then, receiving Pierre's word of honor that he
would keep secret what he should hear, Marya Dmitri-

evna confided to him that Natasha had broken her
engagement with Prince Andrei' without the knowledge
of her parents ; that the cause of this break was Anatol
Kuragin, whom Pierre's wife had introduced to her, and
with whom she had promised to elope during her
father's absence, in order to enter into a clandestine

marriage.

Pierre, with shoulders raised and mouth open, listened

to Marya Dmitrievna's story, not believing his own ears.

That Prince Andrei's betrothed, that hitherto lovely Na-
tasha Rostova, so passionately beloved, should give up
Bolkonsky for that fool of an Anatol, who was a married
man, — for Pierre was in the secret of his marriage,

—

and be so enamoured of him as to consent to elope

with him, Pierre could not comprehend and could not
imagine.

Natasha's sweetness of character— he had known her
since childhood— could not, in his mind, be associated

with this new suggestion of baseness, folly, and cruelty

in her. He remembered his own wife. " They are all

alike," said he to himself, thinking that he was not the
only one who had the misfortune to be in the toils of an
unworthy woman ; and at the same time he could have
wept for his friend. Prince Andrei, to whose pride it

would be such a grievous blow. And the more he
grieved for his friend, the greater scorn, and even aver-

sion, he felt for this Natasha, who had just passed by
him, with such an expression of haughty dignity, in the

music-room.
He did not know that Natasha's soul was full to over-

flowing of despair, shame, humiliation; and that she
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was not to blame for her face expressing, from very

despair, that cold dignity and disdain.
" But how could he marry her ? " exclaimed Pierre,

catching at Marya Dmitrievna's last word. " He could
not marry her ; he already has a wife."

"Worse and worse !

" exclaimed Marya Dmitrievna.
" Fine young man ! .... What a dastard he is ! And she
has been waiting here these two days for him to come

!

At any rate, she must cease expecting him ; we must
tell her."

When she learned from Pierre all the details of Ana-
tol's marriage, and had poured out the vials of her
wrath against him in abusive words, Marya Dmitrievna
explained to Pierre why she had asked him to call upon
her. She was afraid that the count or Bolkonsky— who
was liable to return at any moment— might learn of

the affair, in spite of all her efforts to keep it a profound
secret, and might challenge Kuragin to a duel ; and,

therefore, she besought him to add his influence to hers

in getting him to leave town and never show himself in

her presence again,

Pierre willingly agreed to fulfil her wishes, since now
he for the first time realized the danger threatening the

old count and Nikolai and Prince Andrei.

Having preferred her request in short and precise

terms, she took him back into the drawing-room.
" Mind you ! the count knows nothing of this. You

must pretend that you also know nothing about it," said

she. "And I am going this instant to tell her that she
is to cease expecting him. And stay to dinner if you
will," shouted back Marya Dmitrievna to Pierre.

Pierre met the old count. He was disturbed and
annoyed. That morning Natasha had told him that she
had broken her engagement with Bolkonsky.
"Too bad, too bad, mon cher,'' said he to Pierre.

"Too bad for these girls to be away from their mother;
how sorry I am that I ever came at all. I am going to

be frank with you : she has already broken her engage-
ment, without telling any one of us about it. Now
I will admit I have never been over pleased at this
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engagement ; I will agree he 's a fine man, and all that

;

but what would you have ? there would not be much
happiness if the father was opposed ; and Natasha would
not lack chances of getting married. Still, the affair

has gone on so long, and to have such a step taken
without consulting father or mother ! And now she 's

sick, and God knows what 's the matter. It 's a bad
thing, count, a bad thing, for daughters to be without
their mother !

"

Pierre perceived that the count was very much dis-

concerted, and he tried to bring the conversation round
to other topics ; but the count kept returning to his

grievance.

Sonya, with anxious face, came into the drawing-

room.
" Natasha is not very well to-day ; she is in her room,

but she would like to see you. Marya Dmitrievna is

with her, and would also like you to come."
" Yes, certainly, you and Bolkonsky were good friends

;

she probably wants to send some message," said the

count. " Akh ! my God ! my God ! How good it all

was !
" And, tearing at the locks of his gray hair, the

count left the room.

Marya Dmitrievna had been explaining to Natasha
that Anatol was married. Natasha refused to believe

her, and insisted on having confirmation of it from
Pierre himself. Sonya confided this to Pierre, as they
passed along the corridor toward Natasha's room.

Natasha, pale and stern, was sitting next Marya
Dmitrievna. The moment Pierre entered the door-

way, she met him with feverishly glittering, wildly im-

ploring eyes. She did not smile, she did not even greet

him with a nod, she only looked at him eagerly, and her

eyes merely demanded if he came as her friend, or, like

all the rest, as her enemy, in reference to Anatol.

Pierre, in his own personality as Pierre, evidently did

not exist for her.

" He knows all about it," said Marya Dmitrievna, in-

dicating Pierre, and addressing Natasha. " Let him tell

you if I am not speaking the truth."
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Natasha, as a wounded animal at bay glares at the

dogs and huntsmen approaching, looked first at the

one and then at the other.

"Natalya Ilyinitchna," Pierre began, dropping his

eyes, and experiencing a feeling of compunction for her,

and of aversion to the operation which he was obliged

to perform, " it is true ; but whether this is true or not

true, as far as you are concerned, it cannot matter, be-

cause....
"

"Then it is not true that he is married ?
"

" Nay, it is true."
" Has he been married for some time ? " she asked.

"On your word of honor !

"

Pierre gave her his solemn word of honor.
" Is he still in town ?

" she asked hurriedly.

"Yes ; I have just seen him."

The effort to say more was evidently too much for

her, and she made them a sign with her hand to leave

her alone.

CHAPTER XX

Pierre did not remain for dinner, but immediately

took his leave. He went out for the purpose of finding

Anatol Kuragin, the mere thought of whom now made
all the blood rush to his heart, and almost choked him.

He sought him everywhere : at the ice-hills, among the

gipsies, at Comoneno's ; but he was nowhere to be

found.

Pierre went to the club. There everything was going

on in its usual train : the members, who were assem-

bling for dinner, formed little groups, and, greeting

Pierre, spoke of various items of city gossip. A servant,

who knew his habits and his particular friends, accosted

him politely, and informed him that a place was ready

for him at the little table, that Prince N. N. was in the

library, but that T. T. had not yet come.

One of Pierre's acquaintances, during some talk of

the weather, asked him if he had heard of Kuragin's
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elopement with Rostova, about which the whole citji

were talking, and if it were true.

Pierre, with a laugh, said that it was all nonsense,
because he had just come from the Rostofs'. He in-

quired of every one if they had seen Anatol ; one said

that he had not yet come, another that he would be
there to dinner. It was strange for Pierre to look at

this tranquil, indifferent throng of men, who had not

the slightest inkling of what was passing in his mind.

He then sauntered through the hall till all had gone in

to dinner ; and then, giving up expecting Anatol, he did

not wait for dinner, but went home.
Anatol, whom he was so anxious to find, dined that

day with Dolokhof, and was discussing with him some
plan of still carrying out their ill-fated enterprise. It

seemed to him absolutely necessary to have an inter-

view with Natasha. In the evening he went to his

sister's, in order to arrange with her some means of

procuring this interview.

When Pierre, who had vainly ransacked all Moscow,
returned home, the footman informed him that Prince

Anatol Vasilyitch was with the countess. The coun-

tess's drawing-room was crowded with company.
Pierre, not even greeting his wife, whom he had not

seen since his return (never had she seemed to him
more utterly detestable than at that moment), went
into the drawing-room, and, catching sight of Anatol,

went straight up to him.

"Ah, Pierre!" cried the countess, approaching her

husband. " You don't know in what a position our

Anatol...." She paused when she saw, in the forward

thrust of her husband's head, in his flashing eyes, and
his resolute gait, the same strange, terrible expression

of frenzy and might which she had known and experi-

enced after his duel with Dolokhof.
" Sin and lewdness are with you everywhere," said

Pierre to his wife. " Anatol, come with me, I want
a few words with you," he said, in French.

Anatol glanced at his sister, and boldly rose, ready

to follow Pierre.
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Pierre took him by the arm and hurried him out of

the room.
" If you permit yourself in my salon to ...." exclaimed

Ellen, in a whisper ; but Pierre made her no reply, and
left the room.

Anatol followed him with his usual jaunty gait, but
there was a trace of anxiety on his face.

When they reached Pierre's cabinet, he shut the
door, and addressed Anatol without looking at him.

" You promised to marry the Countess Rostova, and
planned to elope with her ?

"

" My dear," replied Anatol, in French, in which lan-

guage indeed the whole conversation was carried on,
" I consider myself under no obligation to answer
questions asked in such a tone."

Pierre's face, white to begin with, became perfectly

distorted with rage. With his huge hand he seized

Anatol by the collar of his uniform coat, and proceeded
to shake him from side to side until the young man's
face expressed a sufficient degree of terror.

" When I tell you that I must have an answer from you .-•

"

"Now, look here, this is stupid! Ha.-*" exclaimed
Anatol, looking for the button that had been torn off

from his collar.

"You are a scoundrel and a blackguard, and I don't

know what restrains me from the satisfaction of smash-
ing your head with this," said Pierre, expressing him-
self with easy fluency because he spoke in French.
He had taken into his hand a heavy paper-weight, and
he held it up menacingly, and then slowly laid it back
in its place again.

" Did you promise to marry her .''

"

"I.... I.... I don't think so; besides, I couldn't have
promised any such thing, be.... because...."

Pierre interrupted him.
" Have you any of her letters .-*

" he demanded, com-
ing close to him.

Anatol gave him one look, and instantly put his hand
into his pocket, and took out a pocket-book.

Pierre seized the letter which he handed to him, and,
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violently pushing aside a chair that was in his way, he
went to the sofa, and flung himself on it.

" I will not hurt you ; have no fear," said he, in re-

ply to Anatol's terrified gesture. "The letters .... one
thing," said Pierre, as if he was repeating a lesson for

his own edification. "Secondly," he continued, after a

moment's silence, getting to his feet again, and begin-

ning to pace up and down the room, "you must leave

Moscow to-morrow."
" But how can I ...."

"Thirdly," pursued Pierre, not heeding him, "you
must never breathe a word about what has taken place

between you and the countess. This, I know, I can-

not oblige you to do, but if you have a single spark

of conscience ...."

Pierre walked in silence several times from one end
of the room to the other. Anatol had sat down by the

table, and was scowling and chewing his lips.

"You must learn sometime that above and beyond
your own pleasure the happiness and peace of others

are to be considered, that you are ruining a whole
life for the sake of having a little amusement. Trifle

with women like my wife as much as you please— with

such you have fair game ; they know what you want
of them. They are armed against you by their very

experience in lust ; but to promise a young girl to

marry her ....to deceive her ....to rob her ....why, don't

you know that it is as cowardly as to strike an old man
or a child .''

"

Pierre stopped speaking, and looked at Anatol inquir-

ingly ; his anger had vanished.

"I don't know, I'm sure; ha.-*" said Anatol, gaining

confidence in proportion as Pierre's anger subsided. "I
know nothing about it, and I don't want to know," said

he, not looking at Pierre, while at the same time his

lower jaw trembled slightly. " But you have spoken to

me words so insulting that I as a man of honor cannot

think of permitting them."

Pierre looked at him in amazement, perfectly unable

to understand what was wanted of him.
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"Though we have had no witnesses," continued Ana-
tol, "still I cannot ....

"

"What! you wish satisfaction.?" asked Pierre, scorn-

fully.

" At least, you can retract what you said. Ha .'' That
is, if you expect me to carry out your wishes. Ha }

"

"I will! I'll take it back!" exclaimed Pierre. "And
I beg you to forgive me." Pierre could not help look-

ing at the torn button. " And money, if you need it

for your journey."

Anatol smiled.

This contemptible, villainous smile, which he knew so

well in his wife, stirred Pierre's indignation. "Oh!
contemptible, heartless race

!

" he exclaimed, and left

the room.

The next day Anatol started for Petersburg.

CHAPTER XXI

Pierre went to Marya Dmitrievna's to inform her

how he had accomplished her wishes in regard to Ana-
tol's expulsion from Moscow.
He found the whole house in terror and commotion.

Natasha was very ill ; and, as Marya Dmitrievna in-

formed him, under seal of secrecy, the night after she

had learned that Anatol Kuragin was married, she had

poisoned herself with arsenic that she had managed sur-

reptitiously to procure. Having swallowed a considera-

ble quantity, she awakened Sonya and confessed what she

had done. The proper antidotes to the poison had been

given in time, and she was now out of danger, but she

was still so weak that it was out of the question to

think of taking her to the country, and the countess

had been sent for. Pierre saw the troubled count and

the weeping Sonya, but he was not allowed to see Na-

tasha.

Pierre had that day dined at the club, and had heard

on all sides gossip about the frustrated elopement ; but

he strenuously denied these rumors, assuring every one
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that there was nothing in it, except that his brother-in-

law had offered himself to Rostova, and been refused.

It seemed plain to Pierre that it was his bounden duty to

conceal the whole affair, and save Natasha's reputation.

In the greatest anxiety he waited for Prince Andrei's
return, and each day he went to the old prince's to in-

quire for news of him.

Prince Nikolai Andreyitch learned through Mile.

Bourienne of all this gossip flying through the city, and
he read the letter to the Princess Mariya, in which
Natasha broke off her engagement with Prince Andrei.

He seemed in better spirits than usual, and with great

impatience awaited his son's return.

A few days after Anatol's departure, Pierre received

a note from Prince Andrei announcing his arrival, and
begging Pierre to come to see him.

When Prince Andrei arrived at Petersburg, his father

had immediately handed him Natasha's letter to his

sister announcing the discontinuance of her engage-
ment,— this letter Mile. Bourienne had purloined from
the princess and given to the old prince,— and had
told him, with additions, the various rumors current

concerning the elopement.

Prince Andrei's arrival had been in the evening.

Pierre went to see him the next morning. He ex-

pected to find him in almost the same state of mind as

Natasha was, and, therefore, his amazement was great,

when, on being shown into the drawing-room, he heard

Prince Andrei, in the adjoining cabinet, telling in a

loud, animated manner of some Petersburg intrigue.

He was occasionally interrupted by the old prince, and
by a third person present.

The Princess Mariya came in to greet Pierre. She
sighed as she turned her eyes toward the door of the

room where her brother was, evidently anxious to give

expression to her sympathy for his affliction, but Pierre

detected on her face evidences of her inward gratifica-

tion at the turn affairs had taken, and at the manner in

which her brother had received the news of Natasha'g

fickleness.
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"He told me that he expected this," said she. "I
know that his pride would not let him make any show
of his feelings, but nevertheless he bears up under it

better, far better, than I had any reason to expect. Of
course, since it had to be so ....

"

" But do you mean to say it is all over between
them }

"

The Princess Mariya looked at him in amazement.
She could not understand how any one should even ask
such a question.

Pierre went into the cabinet. Prince Andrelf, much
altered, and apparently restored to perfect health, but
with a new and perpendicular wrinkle between his

brows, was standing, in civil dress, in front of his father

and Prince Meshchersky, and was arguing eagerly,

making energetic gestures.

The topic was Speransky, news of whose unexpected
banishment and reported treason had only just reached
Moscow.
"Now," Prince Andreif was saying, "the very men

who a month ago were extolling him, and who are

wholly incapable of comprehending his aims, are criticiz-

ing him and condemning him. To criticize a man in dis-

favor is very easy, and so it is to make him responsible

for the blunders of others ; but I tell you, if any one
has done any good during this present reign it has been
done by him, by him alone." ....

He caught sight of Pierre, and paused. His face

contracted, and immediately took on an angry expres-

sion. "But posterity will do him justice," said he, and
with that he turned to greet Pierre.

" Well, how are you .'' Still stout
!

" he said in a

lively tone, but the newly furrowed frown on his brow
grew still deeper. " Yes, I am well," he replied, in

answer to Pierre's question, and laughed. Pierre saw
clearly that this laugh was affected, and was simply
equivalent to saying, " I am well, but who cares whether
I am well .''

"

After exchanging a few words with Pierre in regard

to the frightful road from the Polish frontier, and how
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he met in Switzerland a number of men who had
known Pierre, and about Mr. Dessalles, whom he had
brought from abroad as his son's tutor, Prince Andrei
again, with feverish eagerness, returned to the topic

of Speransky, which the two old men were still discuss-

ing.

" If there had been any treason, and if there had
been any proofs of his secret intercourse with Napoleon,
then they would surely have been published broadcast,"

said he, speaking excitedly and fluently. " Personally

I do not like Speransky, and I have not liked him, but

I like justice."

Pierre was aware that his friend was now laboring

under that necessity, which he himself had only too

often experienced, of getting thoroughly stirred up and
excited over some alien topic, simply for the purpose
of dispelling thoughts too heavy to be endured.

When Prince Meshchersky had taken his departure,

Prince Andrei took Pierre's arm, and drew him into

the room which had been prepared for him. In this

room a bed had been hastily set up ; trunks and boxes,

opened, were scattered about. Prince Andrei went to

one of these and took out a casket, and from the casket

a packet wrapped in a paper. All this he did silently

and very swiftly. He straightened himself up and
cleared his throat. His face was gloomy and his lips

compressed.
" Forgive me if I trouble you ....

"

Pierre perceived that Prince Andrei was going to

speak about Natasha, and his broad countenance ex-

pressed pity and sympathy. This expression on Pierre's

face nettled Prince Andrei. He went on in a loud,

decided, and disagreeable voice:—
" I have received my dismissal from the Countess

Rostova ; and rumors have reached my ears of your
brother-in-law having offered himself to her, or some-
thing to that effect,— is that true .''

"

"Whether true or false...." Pierre began, but Prince

Andrei interrupted him.
" Here are her letters and her miniature."
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He took the packet from the table and handed them
to Pierre.

"Give this to the countess .... if you happen to see

her."
" She is very ill," said Pierre.

" So she is still here .-'

" inquired Prince Andre'f.
" And Prince Kuragin .-'

" he asked hastily.

" He went away some time ago. She almost died....
"

"I am very sorry for her illness," said Prince Andrei'.

He smiled coldly, evilly, disagreeably, like his father.
" But Mr. Kuragin did not, then, honor the Countess

Rostova with the offer of his hand .-'

" asked Prince
Andrei. He snorted several times.

" It is impossible for him to marry, for the reason

that he is already married," said Pierre.

Prince Andrei gave a disagreeable laugh, again sug-

gestive of his father.

" And where, pray, is your brother-in-law now to be
found— may I ask .''

" said he.

"He has gone to Peters.... However, I don't really

know," said Pierre.

"Well, it's all the same to me," said Prince Andrei'.

"Assure the Countess Rostova that she has been, and
is, perfectly free, and that I wish her all happiness."

Pierre took the package of letters. Prince Andre'f,

as if trying to make up his mind whether it were not

necessary for him to say something, or expecting Pierre

to say something, looked at him keenly.
" See here, do you remember a discussion we once

had in Petersburg.'* Do you remember....
"

"Yes, I remember," said Prince Andre'f, hurriedly.
" I said that a fallen woman ought to be forgiven ; but

I did not say that in my own case I could forgive her.

I cannot."

"But wherein is the comparison .^".... asked Pierre.

Prince Andre'f interrupted him. His voice was loud

and sharp :
—

" Yes, ask her hand again } Be magnanimous, and
all that .-* .... yes, that would be very noble, but I am not

capable of following in this gentleman's footsteps. — If

VOL. III.— 19
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you wish to continue my friend, never mention this to

me again .... not a word about it. Now, good-by. You
will give that to her.?"....

Pierre left the room, and went to the old prince and
the Princess Mariya.

The old prince seemed more animated than usual.

The Princess Mariya was her ordinary self, but, back of

her sympathy for her brother, Pierre could see that she

was delighted at having the engagement broken. As
Pierre looked at them, he realized how deep were the

scorn and dislike which they all felt for the Rostofs
;

he realized that it was wholly hopeless even to mention
her name, though she might have had any one else in

the world in Prince Andrei's place.

At dinner the conversation turned on the war which
was unquestionably imminent. Prince AndreY kept up
an* unceasing stream of talk and discussion with his

father, or with Mr. Dessalles, his son's Swiss tutor, and
he displayed more excitement than usual ; and Pierre

knew only too well the moral cause of this excitement.

CHAPTER XXII

That same evening Pierre went to call on the Ros-
tofs, to fulfil his commission.

Natasha was in bed, the count had gone to the club,

and Pierre, having intrusted the letters into Sonya's
hands, went to Marya Dmitrievna, who was greatly

interested to know how Prince Andrei' had received

the news.

Ten minutes later, Sonya appeared.
" Natasha is determined to see Count Piotr Kirillo-

vitch," said she.
" But how can he go to her room ? Everything is in

disorder there," said Marya Dmitrievna.
" But she is dressed, and has come down into the

drawing-room," said Sonya.
Marya Dmitrievna merely shrugged her shoulders.

I
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" If only the countess would come ; this is a perfect

torture to me. Now be careful, and don't tell her every-

thing, Pierre," she added warningly. " It would break
my heart if anything were said to hurt her ; she is so to

be pitied, so to be pitied !

"

Natasha, grown decidedly thin, and with pale, set face— though not at all confused, as Pierre supposed she
would be— stood in the middle of the drawing-room.
When Pierre made his appearance in the door, she hesi-

tated, evidently undecided whether to go to him or to

wait for him.

Pierre hastened forward. He supposed that she
would, as usual, give him her hand. But she stood

motionless, sighing deeply, and with her arms hanging
lifelessly, in exactly the same pose that she always took
when she went into the middle of the music-room to

sing, only with an entirely different expression.
" Piotr Kiriluitch," she began, speaking very rapidly,

" Prince Bolkonsky was your friend, and is still your
friend," she added, by an afterthought ; for it seemed
to her that everything was past, and all things had
changed. "He told me once to turn to you if...."

Pierre quietly blew his nose as he looked at her. Till

that moment he had, in his heart, blamed her, and tried

to despise her ; but now she seemed to him so eminently
deserving of pity, that there was no room in his heart

for reproach.
" He is here now

;
please ask him to for .... forgive ...."

She paused, and breathed still faster, but she did not

weep.

"Yes.... I will tell him," said Pierre, "but...."

He knew not what to say.

Natasha was evidently terrified by what Pierre might
have thought she meant.

"Yes, I know that all is over between us," said she,

hurriedly. " No, it can never be. All that tortures me
is the wrong that I have done him. Only ask him to

forgive, forgive, forgive me for all...."

Her whole frame trembled, and she sat down in a

chair.
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Never before had Pierre experienced such a feeling of

compassion as now came over him.

"I will tell him, I will certainly tell him all,".... said

Pierre. " But .... I should like to know one thing." ....

"What.?" asked Natasha.

"I should like to ask if you loved...." Pierre did not

know what term to use in speaking of Anatol, and red-

dened at the thought of him. " Did you love that vile

man ^
"

"Don't call him vile," exclaimed Natasha. "But I

.... I don't know ; I don't know at all." ....

Then the tears came again.

And a still more intense feeling of pity, affectionate

compassion, and love came over Pierre. He heard the

tears welling out from under his spectacles and drop-

ping, and he hoped that they would not be noticed.
" Let us say no more about it, my dear," said Pierre.

Strange indeed suddenly seemed to Natasha the

sound of his voice, so sweet, so tender, so sincere.
" Let us say no more about it, my dear, I will tell him

all ; but one thing I want to ask you : consider me your
friend, and if you need any help or advice, or simply if

you need some one in whom you can confide—-not now,
but by and by, when everything is clear to your own
mind, remember me." He took her hand and kissed it.

"I shall be happy, if I am in the position to....
"

Pierre grew confused.
" Do not speak to me so, I cannot bear it !

" cried

Natasha, and she started to leave the room ; but Pierre

detained her by the hand. He knew that there was
something more he must tell her. But when he had
spoken it, he was amazed at his own words.

"Wait, wait ! all the future is yours," said he.
" Mine ! Only ruin is for me !

" she exclaimed, in

shame and self-reproach.
" Ruin !

" he repeated ;
" if I were not myself, but the

handsomest, wisest, and best man in the world, and
were free, I would this very instant, on my knees, sue

for your hand and your love."

Natasha, for the first time in many days, wept tears
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of gratitude and emotion ; and, giving Pierre one look,

she fled from the room.
Pierre immediately afterwards almost ran out into the

anteroom, and, restraining the tears of tenderness and
happiness that choked him, he threw his shuba over his

shoulders, but without putting his arms through the
sleeves, and got into his sledge.

"Where now ?
" asked the driver.

"Where?" repeated Pierre to himself. "Where can
I go now } To the club, or to make some calls ?

"

All men, at this moment, seemed to him so con-
temptible, so mean, in comparison with that feeling of

emotion and love which overmastered him— in compari-
son with that softened glance of gratitude which she
had given him just now through her tears.

" Home," said Pierre, throwing back his bearskin
shuba, over his broad, joyfully throbbing chest, though
the mercury marked ten degrees of frost.

It was cold and clear. Above the dirty, half-lighted

streets, above the black roofs of the houses, stretched
the dark, starry heavens. Only as Pierre gazed at the
heavens above, he ceased to feel the humiliating petti-

ness of everything earthly in comparison with the
height to which his soul aspired. As he drove out on
the Arbatskaya Square, the mighty expanse of the dark,

starry sky spread out before Pierre's eyes. Almost in

the zenith of this sky,— above the Pretchistensky Boule-
vard,— convoyed and surrounded on every side by
stars, but distinguished from all the rest by its nearness
to the earth, and by its white light, and by its long,

curling tail, stood the tremendous brilliant comet of

18 1 2,— the very comet which men thought presaged all

manner of woes and the end of the world.

But in Pierre, this brilliant luminary, with its long
train of light, awoke no terror. On the contrary, rap-

turously, his eyes wet with tears, he contemplated this

glorious star which seemed to him to have come flying

with inconceivable swiftness through measureless space,

straight toward the earth, there to strike like an enor-

mous arrow, and remain in that one fate-designated spot
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upon the dark sky ; and, pausing, raise aloft with mon-
strous force its curHng tail, flashing and playing with
white light, amid the countless other twinkling stars.

It seemed to Pierre that this star was the complete re-
ply to all that was in his soul as it blossomed into new
life, filled with tenderness and love.

END OF VOL. III.
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WAR AND PEACE

PART NINTH

CHAPTER I

TOWARD the end of the year 1811 began a mo-
bilization and concentration of forces in Western

Europe; and in 18 12, these forces— milHons of men,
counting those who were concerned in the transport and
victualing of the armies— were moved from West to

East toward the borders of Russia, where the Russian
forces were drawn up just as they had been the year
before.

On the twenty-fourth of June, the forces of Western
Europe crossed the Russian frontier, and war began : in

other words, an event took place opposed to human
reason and human nature.

Millions of men committed against one another a count-

less number of crimes, deceptions, treacheries, robberies,

forgeries, issues of false assignats, depredations, incendi-

ary fires, murders, such as the annals of all the courts in

all the world could not equal in the aggregate of cen-

turies; and yet which, at that period, the perpetrators

did not even regard as crimes.

What brought about this extraordinary event .-'

What were its causes .-'

The historians, with naive credulity, say that the

causes of this event are to be found in the affront

offered to the Duke of Oldenburg, in the disregard

of the " Continental System," in Napoleon's ambition,

Alexander's firmness, the mistakes of diplomatists, and
what not.
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Of course, in that case, to put a stop to the war, it

would have merely required Metternich, Rumyantsof, or

Talleyrand, between a levee and a rout, to have made a

little effort and skilfully composed a state paper ; or

Napoleon to have written to Alexander: Monsieur, mon
Frkre, je consens a rendre le diiche ati Due d' Oldenboiu'g.

It is easily understood that the matter presented itself

in that light to the men of that day. It is easily under-

stood that Napoleon attributed the cause of the war to

England's intrigues (indeed he said so on the island of

St. Helena); it is easily understood that the members
of the British Parliament attributed the cause of the war

to Napoleon's ambition ; that Prince Oldenburg con-

sidered the war to have been caused by the insult which

he had received ; that the merchants regarded the " Con-

tinental System," which was ruining European trade, as

responsible for it ; that old veterans and generals saw

the chief cause for it in the necessity to find them
something to do ; the legitimists of that day, in the

necessity of upholding sound principles; and the diplo-

matists in the fact that the Russian alliance with Austria,

in 1809, had not been cleverly enough kept from Napo-

leon's knowledge and that memorandum No. 178 was
awkwardly expressed.

It is easily understood that these, and an endless

number of other reasons— the diversity of which is

simply proportioned to the infinite diversity of stand-

points— satisfied the men who were living at that time;

but for us. Posterity, who are far enough removed to

contemplate the magnitude of the event from a wider

perspective, and who seek to fathom its simple and

terrible meaning, such reasons appear insufficient. To
us it is incomprehensible that millions of Christian men
killed and tortured each other because Napoleon was

ambitious, Alexander firm, English policy astute, and

Duke Oldenburg affronted. It is impossible to com-

prehend what connection these circumstances have with

the fact itself of murder and violence : why, in conse-

quence of the affront put on the duke, thousands of

men from the other end of Europe should have killed
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and plundered the people of the governments of Smo-
lensk and Moscow, and have been killed by them.

For us, Posterity, who are not historians, and not

carried away by any far-fetched processes of reasoning,

and who can, therefore, contemplate the phenomena
with unclouded and healthy vision, the causes thereof

arise before us in all their innumerable quantity. The
deeper we delve into the investigation of causes, the

more numerous do they open up before us ; and every

separately considered cause, or whole series of causes,

appears equally efficient in its own nature, and equally

fallacious by reason of its utter insignificance in com-
parison with the prodigiousness of the events ; and
equally fallacious also by reason of its inability, without

the cooperation of all the other causes combined, to pro-

duce the events in question.

Such a cause as the refusal of the Napoleon to draw
his army back within the Vistula, and to restore the

duchy of Oldenburg, has as much weight in this con-

sideration as the willingness or unwillingness of a single

French corporal to take part in the second campaign;

because, if he had refused, and a second, and a third,

and a thousand corporals and soldiers had likewise re-

fused, Napoleon's army would have been so greatly

reduced that the war could not have occurred.

If Napoleon had not been offended by the demand to

retire his troops beyond the Vistula, and had not issued

orders for them to give battle, there would have been

no war ; but if all the sergeants had refused to go into

action, there also would have been no war. And there

would also have been no war if there had been no Eng-
lish intrigues, and no Prince Oldenburg ; and if Alex-

ander had not felt himself aggrieved ; and if there had

been no autocratic power in Russia ; and if there had

been no French Revolution, and no Dictatorship and

Empire following it ; and nothing of all that led up

to the Revolution, and so on. Had any one of these

causes been missing, war could not have taken place.

Consequently, all of them— milliards of causes— must
have cooperated to bring about what resulted.
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And, as a corollary, there could have been no exclu-

sive final cause for these events ; and the great event
was accomplished simply because it had to be accom-
plished. Millions of men, renouncing all their human
feelings, and their reason, had to march from West to

East, and kill their fellows ; exactly the same as, several

centuries before, swarms of men had swept from East
to West, likewise killing their fellows.

The deeds of Napoleon and Alexander, on whose fiat

apparently depended this or that occurrence, were just

as far from being spontaneous and free as the actions

of any soldier taking part in the expedition, either as

a conscript or as a recruit. This was inevitably the

case, because, in order that Napoleon's or Alexander's
will should be executed— they being apparently the

men on whom the event depended — the cooperation

of countless factors was requisite, one of which failing,

the event could not have occurred. It was indispensa-

ble that millions of men, in whose hands was really all

the power, soldiers who fought, and men who trans-

ported munitions of war and cannon, should consent to

carry out the will of these two feeble human units ; and
they were brought to this by an endless number of

complicated and varied causes.

Fatalism in history is unavoidable, if we would ex-

plain its preposterous phenomena (that is to say, those

events the reason for which is beyond our comprehen-
sion). The more we strive by our reason to explain

these phenomena in history, the more illogical and in-

comprehensible to us they become.
Every man lives for himself, and enjoys sufificient

freedom for the attainment of his own personal ends,

and is conscious in his whole being that he can instantly

perform or refuse to perform any action ; but as soon as

he has done it, this action, accomplished in a definite

period of time, becomes irrevocable and forms an ele-

ment in history, in which it takes its place with a fully

preordained and no longer capricious significance.

Every man has a twofold life : on one side is his per-

sonal life, which is free in proportion as its interests are
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abstract ; the other is life as an element, as one bee in

the swarm ; and here a man has no chance of disregard-

ing the laws imposed on him.

Man consciously lives for himself ; but, at the same
time, he serves as an unconscious instrument for the

accomplishment of historical and social ends. An action

once accomplished is fixed ; and when a man's activity

coincides with others, with the millions of actions of

other men, it acquires historical significance. The
higher a man stands on the social ladder, the more men
he is connected with, the greater the influence he exerts

over others, — the more evident is the predestined and
unavoidable necessity of his every action.

" The king's heart is in the hand of the Lord."

The king is the slave of history.

History, that is to say, the unconscious, universal life

of humanity, in the aggregate, every moment profits by
the life of kings for itself, as an instrument for the ac-

complishment of its own ends.

Napoleon, notwithstanding the fact that never before

had it seemed so evident to him as now in this year 1812,

that it depended on him whether he should shed or not

shed the blood of his people, — verscr le sang de scs peii-

ples, as Alexander expressed it in his last letter to him,

— was in reality never before so subordinated to the in-

evitable laws that compelled him— even while, as it

seemed to him, working in accordance with his own free

will— to accomplish for the world in general, for history,

what was destined to be accomplished.

The men of the West moved toward the East so as

to kill one another. And, by the law of coincidences,

thousands of trifling causes made themselves into the

guise of final causes, and, coinciding with this event,

apparently explained this movement and this war : the

dissatisfaction at the non-observance of the "Continental

System"; and the Duke of Oldenburg; and the inva-

sion of Prussia, undertaken (as it seemed to Napoleon)
simply for the purpose of bringing about an armed peace;

and the French emperor's love and habit of war coin.
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ciding with the disposition of his people ; the attraction

of grander preparations, and the outlays for such prepa-

rations, and the necessity for indemnities for meeting
these outlays; and the intoxicating honors paid at Dres-
den ; and the diplomatic negotiations which, in the opin-

ion of contemporaries, were conducted with a sincere

desire to preserve peace, but which merely offended the

pride of either side ; and millions of millions of other

causes, serving as specious reasons for this event which
had to take place, and coinciding with it.

When an apple is ripe and falls, what makes it fall ?

Is it the attraction of gravitation ? or is it because its

stem withers ? or because the sun dries it up ? or because
it is heavy ? or because the wind shakes it ? or because
the small boy standing underneath is hungry for it ?

There is no such proximate cause. The whole thing

is the result of all those conditions, in accordance with
which every vital, organic, complex event occurs. And
the botanist who argues that the apple fell from the

effect of decomposing vegetable tissue, or the like, is

just as much in the right as the boy who, standing
below, declares that the apple fell because he wanted to

eat it, and prayed for it.

Equally right and equally wrong would be the one
who should say that Napoleon went to Moscow because
he wanted to go, and was ruined because Alexander
wished him to be ruined ; equally right and equally

wrong would be the man who should declare that a

mountain, weighing millions of tons and undermined,
fell in consequence of the last blow of the mattock dealt

by the last laborer. In the events of history, so-called

great men are merely tags that supply a name to the

event, and' have quite as little connection with the event
itself as the tag.

Every one of their actions, though apparently per-

formed by their own free will, is, in its historical signifi-

cance, out of the scope of volition, and is correlated with

the whole trend of history ; and is, consequently, pre-

ordained from all eternity.
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CHAPTER II

On the tenth of June, Napoleon started from Dresden,
where he had been for three weeks the center of a court

composed of princes, dukes, kings, and at least one
emperor.

Before his departure, Napoleon showed his favor to

the princes, kings, and the emperor, who deserved it

;

he turned a^ cold shoulder on the kings and princes who
had incurred his displeasure ; he gave the empress of

Austria pearls and diamonds, which he called his own,
though they had been stolen from other kings, and then
tenderly embracing the Empress Maria Louisa, as the
historian terms her, left her heartbroken by his absence,
which it seemed to her, now that she considered herself

his consort, although he had another consort left behind
in Paris, was too hard to be endured.

Although the diplomats stoutly maintained their

belief in the possibility of peace, and were working
heartily for this end ; although Napoleon himself wrote
a letter to the Emperor Alexander, calling him Mon-
sieur vion Frere, and sincerely assuring him that he had
no desire for war, and that he should always love and
respect him, — still, he was off for the army, and at

every station was issuing new rescripts having in view
to expedite the movement of the troops from West to

East.

He traveled in a calash drawn by six horses, and ac-

companied by his pages, aides, and an escort, and took
the route through Posen, Thorn, Dantzic, and Konigs-
berg. The army was moving from the West to the
East, and relays of fresh horses bore him in the same
direction. On the twenty-second of June, he overtook
the army, and spent the night in the Wilkowiski forest,

on the estate of a Polish count, where quarters had been
made ready for him.

On the following day Napoleon, outstripping the
army, drove to the Niemen in his calash ; and, for the
purpose of reconnoitering the spot where the army was



8 WAR AND PEACE

to cross, he put on a Polish uniform, and went down to

the banks of the river.

When he saw on the other side the Cossacks, and the
wide-stretching steppes, in the center of which was
Moscou, la ville saintc, the capital of that empire which
reminded him of the Scythian one, against which Alex-
ander of Macedon had marched, Napoleon, unexpect-

edly and contrary to all strategical as well as diplomatic

considerations, gave orders for the advance, and on the

next day the troops began to cross the Niemen.
Early on the morning of the twenty-fourth he emerged

from his tent, which had been pitched on the steep left

bank of the river, and looked through his field-glass at

the torrents of his troops pouring forth from the Wil-

kowiski forest, and streaming across the three bridges

thrown over the Niemen.
The troops were aware of the presence of the emperor

;

they searched for him with their eyes, and when they dis-

covered him on the cliff, standing in front of his tent,

and distinguished from his suite by his figure, in an
overcoat and cocked hat, they flung their caps in the

air, and shouted, " Vive Veinpereiir !'' and then, rank
after rank, a never-ceasing stream, they poured forth

and still poured forth from the mighty forest that till

now had concealed them, and, dividing into three cur-

rents, crossed over the bridges to the other side.

" Something '11 be done this time ! Oh, when he takes

a hand, he makes things hot ! .... God .... save us There
he is ! .... Hurrah for the emperor !

"

" So these are the steppes of Asia } Beastly country
all the same !

"

" Good-by ! Beauche, I '11 save the best palace in

Moscow for you. Good-by ! Luck to you !

"
....

"Have you seen him.'' The emperor .-' — Hurrah for

the emperor— ror— ror !

"

" If I am made governor of India, Gerard, I '11 appoint

you minister at Cashmir ; that's a settled thing."
" Hurrah for the emperor ! Hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah !

"

"Those rascally Cossacks! how they run! Hurrah
for the emperor!

"
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"There he is ! Do you see him ? Twice I 've seen
him as plain as I see you .... the * Little Corporal

!

'

"

" I saw him give the cross to one of our vets

Hurrah for the emperor!
"

Such were the remarks and shouts made by men,
both young and old, of the most widely differing char-

acters and positions in the world. The faces of all

these men bore one universal expression of delight at

the beginning of the long-expected campaign, and of

enthusiasm and devotion for the man in the gray over-

coat, standing on the hill.

On the twenty-fifth of June a small thoroughbred
Arab steed was brought to Napoleon, and he mounted
and set off at a gallop down to one of the bridges over
the Niemen, greeted all the way by enthusiastic accla-

mations, which he evidently endured for the reason that

it was impossible to prevent the men from expressing
by these shouts their love for him ; but these acclama-
tions, which accompanied him wherever he went, fatigued

him, and distracted his attention from the military task

that met him at the moment he reached the army.
He rode across the bridge, which shook under his

horse's hoofs, and, on reaching the farther side, turned
abruptly to the left, and galloped off in the direction

of Kovno, preceded by his mounted guards, who, crazy

with delight and enthusiasm, cleared the way for him
through the troops pressing on ahead. On reaching
the broad river Vistula, he reined in his horse near a

regiment of Polish Uhlans, which was halted on the
bank.

"Hurrah!" shouted the Polyaks, no less enthusias-

tically, as they fell out of line, elbowing one another,

in their efforts to get a sight of him. Napoleon con-

templated the river; then dismounted and sat down on
a log which happened to be lying on the bank. At a

mute signal, his telescope was handed him ; he rested

it on the shoulder of one of his pages, who came for-

ward beaming with delight, and began to reconnoiter
the other shore. Then he remained lost in study of

a map spread out over the driftwood. Without lifting
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his head he said something, and two of his aides gal-

loped off toward the Polish Uhlans.
" What was it ? What did he say ? " was heard in the

ranks of the Uhlans, as one of the aides came hurrying

toward them.

The order was that they should find a ford, and cross

to the other side.

The Polish colonel who commanded the Uhlans, a

handsome old man, flushing, and stumbling in his speech

from excitement, asked the aide-de-camp whether he
might be permitted to swim the river with his men,
instead of trying to find the ford. He was evidently

as apprehensive of receiving a refusal as a school-boy

who asks permission to ride on horseback ; and what he

craved was the chance to swim the river under his

emperor's eyes.

The aide-de-camp replied that in all probability the

emperor would not be displeased with this superfluity

of zeal.

As soon as the aide-de-camp had said this, the old

mustached ofificer, with beaming face and gleaming

eyes, waved his sword and cried Vivat ! And, ordering

his Uhlans to follow him, he plunged spurs into his

horse and dashed down to the river. He angrily struck

the horse, which shied under him, and forced him into

the water, striking out boldly into the swift current

where it was deepest. The water was cold, and the

swiftness of the current made the passage difficult.

Hundreds of Uhlans galloped after him. The Uhlans

clung to one another, in case they were dismounted

from their horses. Several of the horses were drowned,

and some of the men ; the others endeavored to swim,

one clinging to his saddle, another to his horse's mane.

Their endeavor was to swim to the farther side, and,

although there was a ford only half a verst below, they

were proud of swimming and drowning in that river

under the eye of a man who sat on the log and did not

even notice what they were doing

!

When the aide-de-camp on his return found a favor-

able moment, and allowed himself to call the emperor's
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attention to the devotion of these Polyaks to his person,

the little man in the gray surtout got up, and, calling

Berthier, began to walk with him back and forth on the

river bank, giving him orders, and occasionally casting

a dissatisfied glance at the drowning Uhlans, who dis-

tracted his attention.

It was nothing new in his experience that his presence
in any corner of the world, in the deserts of Africa as

well as in the Moscovite steppes, was sufficient to stimu-

late and drive men into senseless self-sacrifice. He com-
manded a horse to be brought, and rode back to his

bivouac.

Forty Uhlans were drowned in the river, although
boats were sent to their aid. The majority gave up the

task, and returned to the hither side. The colonel and
a few of the men swam across the river, and with great

difficulty crept up on the farther shore. But as soon as

they were on the land, though their garments were
streaming with water, they shouted Vivat, gazing with
enthusiasm at the spot where Napoleon had been, but
from which he had vanished, and counting themselves
fortunate.

In the afternoon, after making arrangements for pro-

curing with all possible despatch the counterfeit Rus-
sian assignats, which had been prepared for use in

Russia ; and after issuing an order to shoot a certain

Saxon, who, in a letter that had been intercepted, gave
information in regard to the disposition of the French
army,— Napoleon, in still a third order, caused the

Polish colonel who had quite needlessly flung himself

into the river, to be enrolled in the Legion d'Honnenr}
of which he himself was the head.

Qiios viilt perdere— dementat?

1 Instituted by Napoleon, May 19, 1802 ; carried out, July 14, 1814-
2 Those whom God wishes to destroy, he first makes mad.
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CHAPTER III

The Russian emperor, meantime, had been now for

more than a month at Vilna, superintending reviews and
manoeuvers.

Nothing was ready for the war, though all had fore-

seen that it was coming, and though the emperor had
left Petersburg to prepare for it. The vacillation as to

what plan, from among the many that had been pre-

pared, was to be selected, was still more pronounced
after the emperor had been for a month at headquarters.

Each of the three divisions of the army had a sepa-

rate commander ; but there was no nachalnik, or respon-

sible chief, over all the forces ; and the emperor did not

see fit to assume this position.

The longer the emperor stayed at Vilna, the less ready
for the war were they who had grown weary of expect-

ing it. The whole purpose of those who surrounded
the sovereign seemed directed toward making him pass

the time agreeably and forget about the impending
conflict.

After a series of balls and festivities, given by Polish

magnates, and by the courtiers, and by the emperor
himself, one of the Polish general-adjutants proposed in

June that the imperial staff should give a banquet and
ball, in his majesty's honor.

The suggestion was gladly adopted by all. The sov-

ereign granted his sanction. The imperial aides col-

lected the necessary funds by a subscription. A lady,

who it was thought would be most acceptable to the
emperor, was invited to do the honors. Count Benig-
sen, a landed proprietor of the Vilna government, ten-

dered the use of his country-house for the festivity,

which was set for the twenty-fifth of June ; and it was
decided that the ball and banquet, together with a re-

gatta and fireworks, should take place at Zakreto, Count
Benigsen's country-place.

On that very day on which orders were given by
Napoleon to cross the Niemen, and the vanguard of his
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^rmy drove back the Cossacks and crossed the Russian
frontier, Alexander was spending the evening at Count
Benigsen's villa, at a ball given by his staff

!

It was a gay, brilliant occasion. Connoisseurs in such
matters declared that seldom had so many pretty women
been gathered in one place. The Countess Bezukhaya,
who, with other Russian ladies, had followed the sover-

eign from Petersburg to Vilna, was at this ball, by her
heavy so-called Russian beauty quite putting into the

shade the more refined and delicate Polish ladies. She
attracted much attention, and the sovereign conde-
scended to dance with her.

Boris Drubetsko'i, having left his wife at Moscow,
was also present at this ball en gaj'^on, as he expressed
it ; and, although not a general-adjutant, was a partici-

pant in the festivities in virtue of having subscribed a

large sum toward the expenses. Boris was now a rich

man, who had already arrived at high honors and now
no longer required patronage, but stood on an equal

footing with those of his own age, no matter how lofty

their rank might be.

He met Ellen at Vilna, not having seen her for some
time; but he made no reference to the past. But as

Ellen was "enjoying the favor" of a very influential

individual, and Boris had not been long married, they
met as good old friends.

At midnight they were still dancing. Ellen, finding

no partner to her taste, had herself proposed to Boris

that they should dance the mazurka together. They
were in the third set. Boris, with cool indifference

glancing at Ellen's dazzling, bare shoulders, set off by
a dark gauze dress, shot with gold, was talking about
old acquaintances ; and, at the same time, neither she nor

any one else observed that, not for a single second, did

he cease to watch the emperor, who was in the same hall.

The emperor was not dancing ; he was standing in

ihe doorway, and addressing, now to one and now to

another, those" gracious words which he, of all men alone,

had the art of speaking.

Just before the beginning of the mazurka, Boris



14 WAR AND PEACE

noticed that the General-Adjutant Balashof, who stood

on terms of special intimacy with the sovereign, ap-

proached him as he was talking with a Polish lady, and,

contrary to court etiquette, stood waiting at a short

distance from him. While still talking, the sovereign

looked up inquiringly, and, evidently perceiving that

only weighty considerations would have caused Balashof

to act thus, he gave the lady a slight bow, and turned

to Balashof.

At Balashof's very first words, an expression like

amazement came over the sovereign's face. He took

Balashof's arm, and, together with him, crossed the

ball-room, so absorbed that he did not notice how the

company parted, making a sort of lane, three sazhens

wide, through which he passed.

Boris observed Arakcheyef's agitated face, as the sov-

ereign walked out with Balashof. Arakcheyef, looking

askance at the emperor, and snuffing through his red

nose, moved out from the throng, evidently expecting

that the sovereign would address him. It was clear to

Boris that Arakcheyef hated Balashof, and was much
dissatisfied that any news of importance should be
brought to the sovereign otherwise than through him.

But the sovereign, not heeding Arakcheyef, passed

out, together with Balashof, through the open door, into

the brilliantly illuminated garden. Arakcheyef, grasp-

ing the hilt of his sword, and viciously glancing around,

followed them, twenty steps in the rear.

While Boris continued to perform the proper figures

of the mazurka, he was continually tortured by the

thought of what news Balashof had brought, and how
he might get hold of it before the others.

In the figure, when he had to choose a lady, he whis-

pered to Ellen that he wanted to get the Countess
Potocka, who, he believed, had gone out on the balcony.

Hastily crossing the marquetry floor, he slipped out of

the open door into the garden ; and there, perceiving

the sovereign walking along the terrace in company
with Balashof, he stepped to one side. The sovereign

and Balashof were directing their steps toward the door
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Boris, pretending that in spite of all his efforts he had
not time to get out of the way, respectfully crowded up
against the lintel and bowed.
The sovereign, with the agitated face of a man per-

sonally offended, uttered these words :
—

"To make war against Russia without any declara-

tion ! I will never consent to peace so long as a single

armed foe remains in my land !
" said he. It seemed to

Boris that the sovereign took a delight in uttering these
words ; he was satisfied with the form in which his

thought was couched, but he was annoyed that Boris

had overheard him. " Let not a word of this be known,"
he added, with a frown. Boris understood that this was
a hint to him, and, closing his eyes, he again bowed
slightly. The sovereign returned to the ball-room, and
remained for about half an hour longer.

Boris was the first to learn the news of the French
army having crossed the Niemen ; and, turning his luck
to good use, made several important personages think

that many things concealed from the others were known
to him, and thereby he succeeded in rising still higher
in their estimation.

The news of the French crossing the Niemen, unex-
pected as it was, was peculiarly unexpected after a long
month of strained expectancy, and by reason of being
announced at a ball ! The sovereign, at the first instant

of receiving the news, under the influence of inner re-

volt and indignation, made use of that bold sentiment
which gave him such satisfaction, and so exactly ex-

pressed his feeling, at the time, and afterwards became
famous.

On his return to his residence after the ball, the sov-

ereign sent, at two o'clock in the morning, for his sec-

retary, Shishkof, and dictated a general order to his

troops, and a rescript to Field-Marshal Prince Saltuikof,

strictly charging him to use the words about his refusal

to make peace so long as a single armed Frenchman re-

mained on Russian soil. On the next day, the following

note was written to Napoleon :
—
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My Brother :— I learned yesterday that, notwithstanding the

fidehty with which I have adhered to my engagements toward

your majesty, your troops have crossed the Russian frontier ;

and I have this moment received from Petersburg a note wherein

Count Lauriston, in order to explain this aggression, announces

that your majesty considered himself at war with me from the

time that Prince Kurakin demanded his passports. The grounds

on which the Duke of Bassano refused to grant it would never

have allowed me to suppose that this step could serve as a pre-

text for the aggression. In fact, my ambassador was never

authorized to take this step, as he himself explicitly declared
;

and, as soon as I was informed of it, I manifested the extent

of my disapproval by ordering him to remain at his post. If

your majesty is not obstinately bent upon shedding the blood

of our peoples through a misunderstanding of this sort, and will

consent to withdraw your troops from the Russian territory, I

will regard what has passed as non-existent, and we may arrive

at some accommodation. In the opposite case, your majesty,

I shall be compelled to repulse an attack which I have done

nothing to provoke. There is still a chance for your majesty

to avoid the calamities of a new war.

I am, etc.,

(Signed) Alexander.^

* Monsieur MON FRERE .•—J'ai appris hier que malgrc la loyaute,

avec laquellej''ai maintenu mes engagements envers voire majeste, ses troupes

ont franchi les frontieres de la Kussie, et je re^ois a Vinstant de Peters-

bourg une note par laquelle le Comte Lauriston, potir cause de cette

aggression, annonce que voire majeste s^est consideree comme en etai de

guerre avec moi des le moment oit le prince Kourakine a fait la de-

mande de ses passeports. Les motifs sur lesquelles le due de Bassano

fondait son refus de les lui dclivrer, n''auraient jamais pu me faire

supposer que cette demarche servirait jamais de preiexie a Vaggression.

En effet cei ainbassadeur n^y a jamais etc autorise comme il Pa declare

lui meme, et aussiibi quefen fus informe,je lui ai fait connaltre combien

je le desapprouvait en lui donnant I'ordre de rester a son poste. Si voire

majeste n^est pas inteniionnee de verser le sang de nos peuples pour un
malentetidu de ce genre et qtielle conscnte a reiirer ses troupes du terri-

toire russe, je regarderai ce qui s'est passe comme non avenu et un accom'

modement enlre nous sera possible. Dans le cas contraire, voire majeste,

je me verrai force de repousser une attaque que rien n'a provoquee de

ma part. II depend encore de voire majeste, d'i'viter a I kumanite le.i

calamites d'une nouvelle guerre.

Je suis, etc.,

{Signe) ALEXANDRE.
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CHAPTER IV

On the twenty-fifth of June, at two o'clock in the
morning, the sovereign, having summoned Balashof
and read over to him his letter to Napoleon, ordered
him to take it and deliver it to the French emperor in

person. In despatching Balashof, the sovereign once
more repeated what he had said about not making peace
so long as a single armed foe remained on Russian soil,

and he ordered him to quote these exact words to Napo-
leon. The sovereign did not incorporate this threat in

his letter to Napoleon, because his tact made him feel

that they were inappropriate at a moment when the last

efforts were making for reconciliation; but he strenu-

ously commanded Balashof to repeat them to Napoleon
verbally.

Setting off that very same night, Balashof, accompan-
ied by a bugler and two Cossacks, by daybreak reached
the village of Rykonty, on the Russian side of the Nie-
men, where the French vanguard were stationed. He
was brought to a halt by the French videttes. A non-
commissioned officer of hussars, in a crimson uniform
and shaggy cap, challenged the approaching envoy, and
ordered him to halt. Balashof did not come instantly

to a pause, but continued to advance at a footpace along
the road.

The subaltern, scowling and muttering some abusive

epithet, blocked Balashof's way with his horse, and
rudely shouted to the Russian general, demanding if he
were deaf, that he paid no attention to what was said to

him. Balashof gave his name. The subaltern sent a

soldier to the officer in command.
Paying no further heed to Balashof, the non-commis-

sioned officer began to talk with his comrades concern-

ing their private affairs, and did not even look at the

Russian general.

It was an absolutely new experience for Balashof, after

being so accustomed to proximity to the very fountain-

head of power ar.d might, after just coming from a three
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hours' conversation with his sovereign, and having been
universally treated with respect, to find, here on Russian

soil, this hostile and peculiarly disrespectful display of

brutal insolence.

The sun was just beginning to break through the

clouds ; the air was cool and fresh with dew. Along
the road from the village they were driving the cattle

to pasture. Over the fields, one after another, like bub-

bles in the water, soared the larks with their matin songs.

Balashof looked about him while waiting for the officer

to arrive from the village. The Russian Cossacks and
the bugler and the French hussars occasionally ex-

changed glances, but no one spoke.

A French colonel of hussars, evidently just out of

bed, came riding up from the village on a handsome,
well-fed, gray horse, accompanied by two hussars. The
officer, the soldiers, and their horses had an appearance

of content and jauntiness.

It was the first period of the campaign, while the

army was still in the very best order, almost fit for a

review in time of peace, with just a shade of martial

smartness in their attire, and with their minds a trifle

stirred up to that gayety and cheerfulness and spirit of

enterprise which always characterize the beginning of

an expedition.

The French colonel with difficulty overcame a fit of

yawning, but he was courteous, and evidently appre-

ciated Balashof's high dignity. He conducted him past

his soldiers inside the lines, and informed him that his

desire to have a personal interview with the emperor
would in all probability be immediately granted, since

the imperial headquarters, he believed, were not far

distant.

They approached the village of Rykonty, riding past

pickets, sentinels, and soldiery, who saluted their colo-

nel, and gazed with curiosity at the Russian uniforms,

and finally came to the other side of the village.

According to the colonel, the chief of division, who
would receive Balashof and arrange the interview, would

be found two kilometers distant.
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The sun had now risen, and was shining gayly over
the vivid green of the fields.

They had just passed a pot-house on a hillside, when
they- saw, coming to meet them up the hill, a little band
of horsemen, in front of whom rode a tall man in a red
cloak and in a plumed hat, under which long dark locks
rolled down over his shoulders. He bestrode a coal-

black horse, whose housings glittered in the sun, and
his long legs were thrust forward in the fashion affected

by French riders. This man came at a gallop toward
Balashof, flashing and waving in the bright June sun,

with his plumes and precious stones and gold galloons.

Balashof was within the length of two horses from
this enthusiastically theatrical-looking individual, who
was galloping to meet him in all his bravery of bracelets,

plumes, necklaces, and gold, when lulner, the French
colonel, respectfully said, in a deferential whisper, " The
king of Naples."

This was indeed Murat, who was still called the king
of Naples. Although it was wholly incomprehensible
in what respect he was the king of Naples, still he bore
that title ; and he himself was convinced of its validity,

and consequently he assumed a more majestic and
important aspect than ever before. He was so con-

vinced that he was actually king of Naples, that when,
on the day before his departure from that city, as he
was walking with his wife through the streets of Naples,
and a few Italians acclaimed him with Viva il re,— Hur-
rah for the king,— he turned to his consort and said,

with a melancholy smile :
—

" Oh, poor creatures, they do not know that I am
going to leave them to-morrow."

But, though he firmly believed that he was king of

Naples, and was grieved for the sorrow that was coming
upon his faithful subjects in losing him, still when he
was commanded to enter the military service again, and
especially since his meeting with Napoleon at Dantzic,

when his august brother-in-law had said to him, "I made
you king to reign in my way, not in yours," ^ he had

^Je votts ai fait roi pour regner a ma maniere, maispas a la voire.
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cheerfully taken up the business which he understood

so well, and, like a carriage-horse, driven but not over-

worked, feeling himself in harness, he was frisky even

between the thills, and, decked out in the most gorgeous

and costly manner possible, galloped gayly and content-

edly along the Polish highway, not knowing whither or

wherefore.

As soon as he approached the Russian general, he

threw his head back in royal fashion, and solemnly,

with his black curls flowing down over his shoulders,

looked inquiringly at the French colonel. The colonel

respectfully explained to his majesty Balashof's errand,

though he could not pronounce his name.
'' De Bal-ma-cJicvc^ said the king, his self-confidence

helping him to overcome the difficulty that had floored

the colonel. " Charmed to make your acquaintance,

general," he added, with a royally gracious gesture.

The moment the king began to speak loud and rapidly

all the kingly dignity instantly deserted him, and, with-

out his suspecting such a thing himself, changed into

a tone of good-natured familiarity. He laid his hand
on the withers of Balashof's horse.

'* Well, general, everything looks like war, it seems,"

said he, as if he regretted a state of things concerning

which he was in no position to judge.
" Sire," replied Balashof, " the emperor, my sovereign,

has no desire for war, and, 2^% your majesty sees," .... said

Balashof, and thus he went on, with unavoidable affecta-

tion, repeating the title votre majeste at every oppor-

tunity during his conversation with this individual, for

whom this title was still a novelty.

Murat's face glowed with dull satisfaction while he

listened to Alonsieicr de BalacJwjf. But I'oyaiite oblige ;

and he felt that it was indispensable for him, as king

and ally, to converse with Alexander's envoy, on matters

of state. He dismounted, and, taking Balashof's arm,

and drawing him a few paces aside from his suite,

waiting respectfully, he began to walk up and down
with him, trying to speak with all authority. He in-

formed him that the Emperor Napoleon was offended by
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the demand made upon him to withdraw his forces from
Prussia; especially as this demand was made publicly,

and, therefore, was an insult to the dignity of France.
Balashof said that there was nothing insulting in this

demand, "Because...."
Murat interrupted him
" So then you do not consider the Emperor Alexander

as the instigator of the war.''" he asked suddenly, with
a good-naturedly stupid smile.

Balashof explained why he really supposed that Na-
poleon was the aggressor.

"Ah, my dear general," again exclaimed Murat, inter-

rupting him, " I desire, with all my heart, that the em-
perors should come to a mutual understanding, and that

the war, begun in spite of me, should be brought to a

termination as soon as possible," said he, in the tone of

servants who wish to remain good friends, though their

masters may quarrel. And he proceeded to make in-

quiries about the grand duke, and the state of his health,

and recalled the jolly good times which they had enjoyed
together at Naples. Then, suddenly, as if remembering
his kingly dignity, Murat drew himself up haughtily,

struck the same attitude in which he had stood during
his coronation, and, waving his right hand, said :

—
" I will not detain you longer, general ; I wish you all

success in your mission ;
" and then, with his embroidered

red mantle and plumes waving, and his precious trinkets

glittering in the sun, he rejoined his suite, which had
been respectfully waiting for him.

Balashof went on his way, expecting, from what Murat
said, to be very speedily presented to Napoleon himself.

But, instead of any such speedy meeting with Napoleon,
the sentinels of Davoust's infantry corps detained him
again at the next village— just as he had been halted at

the outposts — until an aide of the corps commander,
who was sent for, conducted him to Marshal Davoust, in

the village.



22 WAR AND PEACE

CHAPTER V

Davoust was the Emperor Napoleon's Arakcheyef
— Arakcheyef except in cowardice : just the same,
punctilious and cruel, and knowing no other way of

manifesting his devotion than by cruelty.

In the mechanism of imperial organism, such men are

necessary, just as wolves are necessary in the organism
of nature ; and they always exist and manifest them-
selves and maintain themselves, however incompatible
their presence and proximity to the chief power may
seem. Only by this indispensableness can it be ex-

plained how Arakcheyef— a cruel man, who personally

pulled the mustaches of grenadiers, and who by reason
of weakness of nerves could not endure any danger, and
was ill-bred and ungentlemanly— could maintain power
and influence with a character so chivalrous, noble, and
affectionate as Alexander's.

In the barn attached to a peasant's cottage, Balashof
found Marshal Davoust, sitting on a keg, and busily

engaged in clerk's business (he was verifying accounts).

An aide stood near him. He might have found better

accommodations ; but Marshal Davoust was one of those
men who purposely make the conditions of life as dis-

agreeable as possible for themselves, in order to have
an excuse for being themselves disagreeable. Conse-
quently, they are always hurried and obstinate. ' How
can I think of the happy side of life when, as you see,

I am sitting on a keg, in a dirty barn, and working .-'

'

the expression of his face seemed to say. The chief

satisfaction and requirement of such men are that they
should be brought into contact with men of another
stamp, and to make before them an enormous display

of disagreeable and obstinate activity. This gratifica-

tion was granted Davoust when Balashof was ushered
into his presence. He buried himself more deeply than
ever in his work when the Russian general appeared.

He glanced over his spectacles at Balashof's face, which
was still glowing under the impression of the beautiful
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morning and the meeting with Murat, but he did not

get up or even stir. He put on a still more portentous
frown, and smiled sardonically.

Noticing the impression produced on Balashof by this

reception, Davoust raised his head, and chillingly de-

manded what he wanted.

Supposing that this insulting reception was given him
because Davoust did not know that he was the Emperor
Alexander's general-adjutant, and, what was more, his

envoy to Napoleon, Balashof hastened to inform him of

his name and mission. Contrary to his expectation,

Davoust, after listening to Balashof's communication,
became still more gruff and rude.

"Where is your packet.?" he demanded. "Give it

to me ; I will send it to the emperor."
Balashof replied that he was ordered to give the

package personally to the emperor.

"Your emperor's orders are carried out in jj/^wrarmy
;

but here," said Davoust, "you must do as you are told."

And, as if to make the Russian general feel still more
keenly how completely he was at the mercy of brute

force, Davoust sent an aide for the officer of the day.

Balashof took out the packet containing the sover-

eign's note, and laid it on the table— a table improvised
of a door, with the torn hinges still protruding, and laid

on a couple of barrels. Davoust took the packet and
read the superscription.

" You have a perfect right to treat me with respect,

or not to treat me with respect," said Balashof, " But
permit me to remark that I have the honor of being one
of his majesty's aides."....

Davoust gazed at him without saying a word ; but a

trace of annoyance and confusion, betrayed in Balashof's

face, evidently afforded him gratification.

"All due respect will be showed you," said he; and,

placing the envelop in his pocket, he left the barn.

A moment later, the marshal's aide, Monsieur de
Castrier, made his appearance, and conducted Balashof

to the lodgings made ready for him ; Balashof dined

that same day with the marshal, in the barn, the boards
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on the barrels serving as the table ; early in the morn-
ing of the following day, Davoust came, and taking
Balashof to one side, told him confidentially that he was
requested to stay where he was ; though if the baggage
train received orders to advance, he was to advance with
it, and not to communicate with any one except with
Monsieur de Castrier.

At the end of four days of solitude, of tedium, of con-

sciousness of his helplessness and insignificance all the
more palpable after the environment of power to which
he had so recently been accustomed, after a number of

transfers with the marshal's baggage and the French
forces which occupied the whole region, Ba;lashof was
brought back to Vilna, now in possession of the French

;

he reentered the town by the same gate by which he
had left it four days before.

On the following day the imperial chamberlain. Mon-
sieur de Turenne, came to Balashof and announced that

the Emperor Napoleon would be pleased to grant him
an audience.

Four days previously sentinels from the Preobrazhen-
sky regiment had been standing in front of the mansion
into which Balashof was conducted ; now two French
grenadiers in blue uniforms opened over the chest, and
in shaggy caps, an escort of hussars and Uhlans and a
brilliant suite of aides, pages, and generals, were stand-

ing at the steps near his saddle-horse and his Mameluke
Rustan, waiting for him to make his appearance.

Napoleon received Balashof in the same house in Vilna
from which Alexander had despatched him.

CHAPTER VI

Though Balashof was accustomed to court magnifi-

cence, the sumptuousness and display of Napoleon's court

surprised him. Count Turenne conducted him into the

great drawing-room, where a throng of generals, cham-
berlains, and Polish magnates, many of whom Balashof
had seen at court during the sojourn of the Russian
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emperor, were in waiting. Duroc told the Russian gen-
eral that the Emperor Napoleon would receive him
before going out to ride.

At the end of some moments of expectation the
chamberlain on duty came into the great drawing-room,
and, bowing courteously, invited Balashof to follow him.

Balashof passed into a small reception-room which
opened into the cabinet,— into the very same cabinet

where the Russian emperor had given him his direc-

tions. Balashof stood two minutes waiting. Then
quick steps were heard in the other room. The folding

doors were hastily flung open. All was silent, and then
firm, resolute steps were heard coming from the cabinet

:

it was Napoleon. He had only just completed his toilet

for riding on horseback. He was in a blue uniform
coat thrown open over a white waistcoat which covered
the rotundity of his abdomen ; he wore white chamois-
skin small-clothes that fitted tightly over the stout thighs

of his short legs, and Hessian boots. His short hair

had evidently only just been brushed, but one lock of

hair hung down over the center of his broad brow. His
white, puffy neck was in sharp contrast with the dark
collar of his uniform coat ; he exhaled a strong odor of

eau-de-Cologne. On his plump and youthful-looking

face with its prominent chin was an expression of gra-

cious, imperially majestic condescension.

He came in, giving little quick jerks as he walked
along, and holding his head rather high. His whole
figure, thick-set and short, with his broad, stout shoulders

and with the abdomen and breast involuntarily thrust

forward, had that portly, stately carriage which men of

forty who have lived in comfort are apt to have. More-
over it was evident that on this particular day he was in

the serenest frame of mind.

He inclined his head in response to Balashof's low
and respectful bow, and, approaching him, began imme-
diately to speak like a man who values every moment of

his time, and does not condescend to make set speeches,

but is convinced in his own mind that he always speaks

well and to the point.
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" How are you, general ?
" said he. " I have received

the Emperor Alexander's letter which you brought, and
I am very glad to see you."

He scrutinized Balashof's face with his large eyes,

and then immediately looked past him. It was evident

that Balashof's personality did not interest him in the

least. It was evident that only what came into his own
mind had any interest for him. Everything outside of

him had no consequence, because, as it seemed to him,

everything in the world depended on his will alone.

" War I do not desire, and I have not desired it,"

said he. " But I have been driven to it. Even nozv
"

— he laid a strong stress on the word— "I am ready

to accept any explanation which you can offer."

And he began clearly and explicitly to state the

grounds for his dissatisfaction with the Russian govern-

ment. Judging by the calm, moderate, and even friendly

tone in which the French emperor spoke, Balashof was
firmly convinced that he was anxious for peace and in-

tended to enter into negotiations.
^^ Sire, VEmpereiir, mon juaitre ....

"

Balashof began his long-prepared speech when Napo-
leon, having finished what he had to say, looked inquir-

ingly at the Russian envoy ; but the look in the em-
peror's eyes, fastened on him, confused him. ' You
are confused, — regain your self-possession,' Napoleon
seemed to say as he glanced with a hardly perceptible

smile at Balashof's uniform and sword. Balashof re-

covered his self-possession and began to speak. He
declared that the Emperor Alexander did not consider

Kurakin's demand for his passport a sufficient ground
for war, that Kurakin had proceeded on his own respon-

sibility and without the sovereign's sanction, that the

Emperor Alexander did not wish for war, and that he

had no understanding with England.

"None as yet," suggested Napoleon, and, as if fear-

ing to express his thought, he scowled and slightly in-

clined his head, giving Balashof to understand that he

might go on.

Having said all that he had been empowered to say,
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Balashof declared that the Emperor Alexander desired

peace, but that he would not enter into negotiations ex-

cept on condition that— here Balashof stopped short.

He recollected the words which the Emperor Alexander
had not incorporated in the letter, but which he had
strenuously insisted should be inserted in the rescript

to Saltuikof, and which he had commanded Balashof to

repeat to Napoleon. Balashof remembered these words,
"so long as an armed foe remains on Russian soil," but
some complicated feeling restrained him. He found it

impossible to repeat these words, in spite of his desire

to do so. He hesitated, and said, " On condition that

the French troops retire beyond the Niemen."
Napoleon remarked Balashof's confusion as he said

those last words. His face twitched ; the calf of his left

leg began to tremble nervously. Not stirring from the
place where he was standing, he began to speak in a

higher key, and more rapidly than before. All the time
that he was speaking, Balashof, not once shifting his

eyes, involuntarily watched the twitching of Napoleon's
left calf, which increased in violence in proportion as he
raised his voice.

" I desire peace no less than the Emperor Alexander,"
said he. " Have I not for eighteen months done every-

thing to preserve it ? I have been waiting eighteen
months for an explanation. But what is demanded of

me before negotiations can begin ? " he asked, with a

frown, and emphasizing his question with an energetic

gesture of his little, white, plump hand.

"The withdrawal of the troops beyond the Niemen,
sire," replied Balashof.

" Beyond the Niemen," repeated Napoleon. "So that

is all that is wanted now, is it,
— 'beyond the Niemen,'

merely beyond the Niemen," insisted Napoleon, looking
straight at Balashof.

Balashof respectfully inclined his head.
" Four months ago the demand was to evacuate Pom-

erania, but now all that is required is to retire beyond
the Niemen."— Napoleon abruptly turned away and
began to pace up and down the room. " You say that
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it is demanded of me to retire beyond the Niemen be-

fore there can be any attempt at negotiations ; but in

exactly the same way two months ago all that was re-

quired of me was to retire beyond the Oder and the

Vistula, and yet you can still think of negotiating ?

"

He walked in silence from one corner of the room to

the other, and then stopped in front of Balashof. Bala-

shof noticed that his left leg trembled even faster than

before, and his face seemed petrified in its sternness of

expression. This trembling of his left calf Napoleon
himself was aware of. He afterwards said, " Z^ vibra-

tion de vion mollet gaiicJie est tm grand signe chez moi.''

" Any propositions to abandon the Oder or the Vis-

tula may be made to the Prince of Baden, but not to

me," Napoleon almost screamed, the words seeming to

take him by surprise. " If you were to give me Peters-

burg and Moscow, I would not accept such conditions.

You have said that I began this war. But who went to

his army first .'' The Emperor Alexander, and not I.

And you propose negotiations when I have spent millions,

when you have made an alliance with England, and when
your position is critical— you propose negotiations with

me ! But what is the object of your alliance with Eng-

land .'' What has she given you .''
" he asked hurriedly,

evidently now making no effort to show the advantages

of concluding peace, and deciding on the possibilities of

it, but only to prove his own probity and power, and
Alexander's lack of probity and blundering statecraft.

The beginning of his remarks evidently went to show
what an advantageous position he held, and to prove

that, nevertheless, he would be willing to have negotia-

tions opened again. But he was now fairly launched in

his declaration, and the longer he spoke the less able he

was to control the current of his discourse. The whole
aim of his words now seemed to exalt himself and to

humiliate Alexander, which was precisely what he least

of all wished to do at the beginning of the interview.
" It is said you have concluded peace with the

Turks }
"

Balashof bent his head affirmatively. " Peace has
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been dec..." he began; but Napoleon gave him no
chance to speak. It was plain that he wished to have
the floor to himself, and he went on talking with that

eloquence and excess of irritability to which men who
have been spoiled are so prone.

" Yes, I know that you have concluded peace with
the Turks, and without securing Moldavia and Valakhia.
But I would have given your sovereign these provinces,

just as I gave him Finland 1 Yes," he went on to say,
" I promised the Emperor Alexander the provinces of

Moldavia and Valakhia, and I would have given them to

him ; but now he shall not have those beautiful prov-

inces. He might, however, have united them to his

empire, and, in his reign alone, he would have made
Russia spread from the Gulf of Bothnia to the mouths
of the Danube. Catherine the Great coulji not have
done m.ore," exclaimed Napoleon, growing more and
more excited, as he strode up and down the room, and
saying to Balashof almost the same words which he had
said to Alexander himself at Tilsit. " All that my friend-

ship would have brought to him ! Oh, what a glorious

reign ! what a glorious reign
!

" he repeated several

times. He paused and took out a gold snuff-box, and
greedily sniffed at it. " What a glorious reign the Em-
peror Alexander's might have been !

"

He gave Balashof a compassionate look, but as soon

as the general started to make some remark. Napoleon
hastened to interrupt him again.

" What could he have wished or sought for that he
would not have secured by being my friend .-*".... Napo-
leon asked, shrugging his shoulders in perplexity. "No;
he preferred to surround himself with my enemies, and
what enemies! " pursued Napoleon. " He has attached

to himself Steins, Armfeldts, Benigsens, Winzenge-
rodes ! Stein, a traitor banished from his own country;

Armfeldt, a scoundrel and intriguer ; Winzengerode, a

fugitive French subject ; Benigsen, a rather better

soldier than the others, but still incapable, who had no
idea how to act in 1807, and who ought to arouse

horrible recollections in the emperor's mind We will



30 WAR AND PEACE

grant that he might make some use of them, if they

had any capacity," pursued Napoleon, scarcely able in

his speech to keep up with the arguments that kept
rising in his mind in support of his right or might—

•

the two things being one in his view. " But there is

nothing of the sort : they are of no use either for war
or peace ! Barclay, they say, is better than all the rest

of them; but I should not say so, judging by his first

movements. But what are they doing ? What are

all these courtiers doing .-' Pfuhl proposes ; Armfeldt
argues ; Benigsen considers ; and Barclay, when called

upon to act, knows not what plan of action to decide

on, and time slips away, and nothing is accomplished.

Bagration alone is a soldier. He is stupid, but he has

experience, a quick eye, and decision. And what sort

of a part is your young sovereign playing in this hope-

less throng.-* They are compromising him, and making
him responsible for everything that takes place. A
sovereign has no right to be with his army unless he is

a general," said he, evidently intending these words to

be taken as a direct challenge to the Russian emperor.

Napoleon was well aware how desirous the Emperor
Alexander was to be a military commander.

" The campaign has not been begun a week, and you
could not defend Vilna. You are cut in two, and driven

out of the Polish provinces. Your army is already

grumbling."
" On the contrary, your majesty," said Balashof,

scarcely remembering what had been said to him, and
finding it hard to follow this pyrotechnic of words, " the

troops are full of zeal ....
"

" I know all about it," said Napoleon, interrupting

him. " I know the whole story ; and I know the con-

tingent of your battalions as well as that of my own.
You have not two hundred thousand men ; and I have
three times as many. I give you my word of honor,"

said Napoleon, who forgot that his word of honor might
have very little weight, — " I give you my word of

honor that I have five hundred and thirty thousand
men on this side of the Vistula. The Turks will be no
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help to you ; they are never of any use ; and they have
proved this by making peace with you. The Swedes—
it is their fate to be ruled by madmen. Their king was
crazy : they got rid of him, and chose another— Berna-

dotte, who instantly lost his wits ; because it is sure

proof of madness if a Swede enters into alliance with

Russia."

Napoleon uttered this with a vicious sneer, and again

carried the snuff-box to his nose.

To each of Napoleon's propositions, Balashof was
ready and willing to give an answer ; he kept making
the gestures of a man who has somewhat to say ; but

Napoleon gave him no chance to speak. In refutation

of the Swedes' being mad, Balashof was anxious to

state that Sweden was isolated if Russia were against

her ; but Napoleon angrily shouted so as to drown his

words. Napoleon had worked himself up into that

state of irritation in which a man must talk, and talk,

and talk, if for nothing else but to convince himself

that he is in the right of a question.

Balashof began to grow uncomfortable : as an envoy
he began to fear that he was compromising his dignity,

and he felt it incumbent on him to reply ; but, as a man,

he had a moral shrinking before such an unreasonable

passion as Napoleon had evidently worked himself into.

He knew that anything Napoleon might say in such

circumstances had no significance ; that he himself,

when he came to think it over, would be ashamed.

Balashof stood with eyes cast down, looking at Napoleon's

restless stout legs, and tried to avoid meeting his eyes.

"But what do I care for your allies.-'" demanded
Napoleon. " I too have allies — these Poles, eighty

thousand of them ; they fight like lions, and there will

be two hundred thousand of them." •

And, probably, still more excited by the fact that in

making this statement he \va.s uttering a palpable false-

hood, and by Balashof standing there, in silent submis-

sion to his fate, he abruptly turned back, came close to

Balashof, and, making rapid and energetic gestures with

kis white hands, he almost screamed:^

—
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" Understand ! If you incite Prussia against me, I

assure you, I will wipe her off from the map of Europe,"

said he, his face pale and distorted with rage, and ener-

getically striking one white hand against the other.

" Yes, and I will drive you beyond the Dvina and the

Dnieper ; and I will again set up against you that

barrier which Europe was stupid and blind enough to

permit to be overthrown. That is what will become of

you, that is what you will have lost in alienating me,"

said he, and once more paced the room in silence a

number of times, jerking his stout shoulders.

He replaced his snuff-box in his waistcoat pocket, took

it out again, carried it to his nose several times, and

halted directly in front of Balashof. He stood thus

without speaking, and gazed directly into Balashof's

eyes, with a satirical expression ; then he said, in a low

tone :
—

" £f cepeiidant quel beaic regne aiirait pu avoir voire

maitj-e— what a glorious reign your master might have

had !
"

Balashof, feeling it absolutely indispensable to make
some answer, declared that affairs did not present them-

selves to the eyes of the Russians in such a gloomy
aspect. Napoleon said nothing, but continued to look

at him with the same satirical expression, and apparently

had not heard what he said. Balashof declared that in

Russia the highest hopes were entertained of the issue

of the war. Napoleon tossed his head condescendingly,

as much as to say, ' I know it is your duty to say so,

but you do not believe it ; my arguments have convinced

you.'

When Balashof had finished what he had to say,

Napoleon once more raised his snuff-box, took a sniff

from it, and then stamped twice on the floor, as a signal.

The door was flung open ; a chamberlain, respectfully

approaching, handed the emperor his hat and gloves
;

another brought him his handkerchief. Napoleon, not

even looking at them, addressed Balashof:—
"Assure the Emperor Alexander, in my name," said

he, as he took his hat, "that I esteem him as warmly as
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before ; I know him thoroughly, and I highly appreciate

his lofty qualities. Je ne voiis retiens plus, general ; vojis

rcccvrez ma Icttrc a Vempereiir!'

And Napoleon, swiftly disappeared through the door.

All in the reception-room hurried forward and down the

stairs.

CHAPTER VII

After all that Napoleon had said to him, after those
explosions of wrath, and after those last words spoken
so coldly, "/ will not detain yon longer, general, you
will receive my letter to the emperor," Balashof was
convinced that Napoleon would not only have no further

desire to see him, but would rather avoid seeing him, a

humiliated envoy, and, what was more, a witness of his

undignified heat. But, to his amazement, he received

through Duroc an invitation to dine that day with the

emperor.
The guests were Bessieres, Caulaincourt, and Berthier.

Napoleon met Balashof with a cheerful face and af-

fably. There was not the slightest sign of awkwardness
or self-reproach for his outburst of the morning, but, on
the contrary, he tried to put Balashof at his ease. It

was plain to see that Napoleon was perfectly persuaded
that there was no possibility of his making any mistakes,

and that in his understanding of things all that he did

was well, not because it was brought into comparison
with the standards of right and wrong, but simply be-

cause he did it.

The emperor was in excellent spirits after his ride

through Vilna, where he was received and followed by
the acclamations of a throng of people. In all the win-

dows along the streets where he passed were displayed

tapestries, flags, and decorations ornamented with his

monogram, while Polish ladies saluted him and waved
their handkerchiefs.

At dinner he had Balashof seated next himself, and
treated him, not only cordially, but even as if he consid-

VOL. IV.— 3
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ered him one of his own courtiers, one of those who
sympathized in his plans and rejoiced in his successes.

Among other topics of conversation he brought up
Moscow, and began to ask Balashof about the Russian

capital, not merely as an inquisitive traveler asks about

a new place which he has in mind to visit, but as if he

was convinced that Balashof, as a Russian, must be flat-

tered by his curiosity.
" How many inhabitants are there in Moscow ? How

many houses ? Is it a fact that Moscow is called Moscon
la Sainte ? How many churches are there in Moscow .-'

"

he asked.

And when told that there were upwards of two hun-

dred, he asked :
—

"What is the good of such a host of churches.^"

"The Russians are very religious," replied Balashof.
" Nevertheless, a great number of monasteries and

churches is always a sign that a people are backward,"

said Napoleon, glancing at Caulaincourt for confirma-

tion in this opinion.

Balashof respectfully begged leave to differ from the

French emperor's opinion.
" Every country has its own customs," said he.

" But nowhere else in Europe is there anything like

it," remarked Napoleon.
" I beg your majesty's pardon," replied Balashof.

" In Spain as well as in Russia there are many monas-
teries and churches."

This reply of Balashof's, which glanced at the recent

defeat of the French in Spain, was highly appreciated

when Balashof repeated it at the Emperor Alexander's

court ; but it was very little appreciated at Napoleon's
table, and passed unnoticed.

The indifferent and perplexed faces of the marshals
plainly betrayed the fact that they did not understand

where the point of the remark came in, or realize Bala-

shof's insinuation. 'If that had been witty, then we
should have understood it ; consequently it could not

have been witty,' the marshals' faces seemed to say.

So little was this remark appreciated that even Napo-
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leon did not notice it, and naively asked Balashof the

names of the cities through which the direct road to

Moscow led.

Balashof, who throughout the dinner was on the

alert, replied, " Just as all roads lead to Rome, so all

roads lead to Moscow;" that there were many roads,

and that among these different routes was the one
that passed through Pultava, which Charles XII. had
chosen. Thus replied Balashof, involuntarily flushing

with delight at the cleverness of this answer. Balashof
had hardly pronounced the word " Pultava " when Cau-
laincourt began to complain of the difificulties of the
route from Petersburg to Moscow and to recall his

Petersburg experiences.

After dinner they went into Napoleon's cabinet to

drink their coffee ; four days before it had been the
Emperor Alexander's cabinet; Napoleon sat down, stir-

ring his coffee in a Sevres cup, and pointed Balashof to

a chair near him.

There is a familiar state of mind which comes over a

man after a dinner, and, acting with greater force than
all the dictates of mere reason, compels him to be satis-

fied with himself and to consider all men his friends.

Napoleon was now in this comfortable mental condition.

It seemed to him that he was surrounded by men who
adored him. He was persuaded that even Balashof,

after having eaten dinner with him, was his friend and
worshiper. Napoleon addressed him with a pleasant

and slightly satirical smile :
—

"This is the very room, I am informed, which the

Emperor Alexander used. Strange, is n't it, general .-'

"

he asked, evidently not having any idea that such a

remark could fail to be agreeable to his guest, as it in-

sinuated that he, Napoleon, was superior to Alexander.

Balashof could have nothing to reply to this, and
merely inclined his head.

" Yes, in this room, four days ago, Winzengerode and
Stein were holding council," pursued Napoleon, with

the same self-confident, satirical smile. " What I can-

not understand is that the Emperor Alexander has taken
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to himself all my personal enemies. I do not.... under-

stand it. Has it never occurred to him that I might do
the same thing?

"

And this question, directed to Balashof, evidently

aroused his recollection of the cause of his morning's
fury, which was still fresh in his mind.

"And have him know that I will do so," said Napo-
leon, getting up and pushing away his cup. " I will

drive all his kindred out of Germany, — those of Wur-
temberg, Weimar, Baden.... yes, I will drive them all

out. Let him be getting ready for them an asylum in

Russia
!

"

Balashof bowed, and signified that he was anxious to

withdraw, and that he listened simply because he could

not help listening to what Napoleon said. But Napo-
leon paid no heed to this motion ; he addressed Balashof

not as his enemy's envoy, but as a man who was for

the time being entirely devoted to him and must needs
rejoice in the humiliation of his former master.

" And why has the Emperor Alexander assumed the

command of his forces ? What is the reason of it ?

War is my trade, and his is to rule and not to com-
mand armies. Why has he taken upon him such
responsibilities .''

"

Napoleon again took his snuff-box, silently strode

several times from one end of the room to the other,

and then suddenly and unexpectedly went straight up
to Balashof, and with a slight smile he unhesitatingly,

swiftly, simply, .... as if he were doing something not

only important, but even rather agreeable to Balashof,

.... put his hand into the Russian general's face, and,

taking hold of his ear, gave it a little pull, the smile

being on his lips alone.

To have one's ear pulled by the emperor was
considered the greatest honor and favor at the French
court.

"Well, have you nothing to say, admirer and courtier

of the Emperor Alexander ?
" asked Napoleon, as if it

were an absurdity in his presence to be coiirtisan et

admirateur of any one besides himself. " Are the
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horses ready for the general ?" he added, slightly bend-

ing his head in answer to Balashof s bow. " Give him
mine, he has far to go." ....

The letter which was intrusted to Balashof was the

last that Napoleon ever wrote to Alexander. All the

particulars of the interview were communicated to

the Russian emperor, and the war began

CHAPTER VIII

After his interview with Pierre, Prince AndreY went
to Petersburg on business, as he told his relatives, but
in reality to find Prince Anatol Kuragin there, since he
considered it his bounden duty to fight him. But Kura-
gin, whom he inquired after as soon as he reached

Petersburg, was no longer there. Pierre had sent word
to his brother-in-law that Prince Andrei was in search

of him. Anatol Kuragin had immediately secured an
appointment from the minister of war, and gone to the

Moldavian army.
During this visit to Petersburg Prince Andrei met

Kutuzof, his former general, who was always well dis-

posed to him, and Kutuzof proposed that he should go
with him to the Moldavian army, of which the old gen-

eral had been appointed commander-in-chief. Prince

Andreif, having thereupon received his appointment as

one of the commander's staff, started for Turkey.

Prince Andrei felt that it would not be becoming to

write Kuragin and challenge him. Having no new pre-

text for a duel, he felt that a challenge from him would

compromise the Countess Rostova, and therefore he

sought for a personal interview with Kuragin, when he

hoped he should be able to invent some new pretext for

the duel. But in Turkey also he failed of finding Kura-

gin, who had returned to Russia as soon as he learned of

Prince Andrei's arrival.

In a new country, and under new conditions, life

began to seem easier to Prince Andrei. After the faith-

lessness of his betrothed, which had affected him all the
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more seriously from his very endeavor to conceal from
all the grief that it had really caused him, the condi-

tions of life in which he had found so much happiness
had grown painful to him, and still more painful the

very freedom and independence which he had in times
gone by prized so highly. He not only ceased to har-

bor those thoughts which had for the first time occurred

to him as he looked at the heavens on the field of

Austerlitz, which he so loved to develop with Pierre,

and which were the consolations of his solitude at

Bogucharovo, and afterwards in Switzerland and Rome;
but he even feared to bring up the recollection of these

thoughts, which opened up such infinite and bright hori-

zons. He now concerned himself solely with the nar-

rowest and most practical interests, entirely disconnected
with the past, and busied himself with these with all

the greater avidity because the things that were past

were kept from his remembrance. That infinite, ever-

retreating vault of the heavens which at that former
time had arched above him had, as it were, suddenly
changed into one low and finite oppression, where all

was clear but there was nothing eternal and mysterious.

Of all the activities that oflEered themselves to his

choice, the military service was the simplest and best

known to him. Accepting the duties of general in-

spector on Kutuzof's staff, he entered into his work so

doggedly and perseveringly that Kutuzof was amazed at

his zeal and punctuality.

Not finding Kuragin in Turkey, Prince Andre'f did

not think it worth his while to follow him back to Rus-
sia ; but still he was well aware that, no matter how
long a time should elapse, it would be impossible for

him, in spite of all the scorn which he felt for him, in

spite of all the arguments which he used in his own
mind to prove that he ought not to stoop to any en-

counter with him, he was aware, I say, that if ever he
met him he would be obliged to challenge him, just as

a starving man throws himself on food. And this con-

sciousness that the insult had not yet been avenged,

that his anger had not been vented, but still lay on his
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heart, poisoned that artificial serenity which Prince
Andrei by his apparently indefatigable and somewhat
ambitious and ostentatious activity procured for himself
in Turkey.
When, in 18 12, the news of the war with Napoleon

reached Bukarest, — where for two months Kutuzof
had been living, spending his days and nights with his

Wallachian mistress, — Prince Andrei asked his per-

mission to be transferred to the western army.. Kutu-
zof, who had already grown weary of the excess of

Bolkonsky's activity, which was a constant reproach to

his own indolence, willingly granted his request, and
gave him a commission to Barclay de Tolly.

Before joining the army, which, during the month of

May, was encamped at Drissa, Prince Andrei drove to

Luisiya Gorui, which was directly in his route, being
only three versts from the Smolensk highway.

During the last three years of Prince Andrei's life,

there had been so many changes ; he had thought so

much, felt so much, seen so much, — for he had trav-

eled through both the East and the West, — that he
felt a sense of strangeness, of unexpected amazement, to

find at Luisiya Gorui exactly the same manner of life

even to the smallest details. As he entered the drive-

way, and passed the stone gates that guarded his pater-

nal home, it seemed as if it were an enchanted castle,

where everything was fast asleep. The same sobriety,

the same neatness, the same quietude, reigned in the

house ; the same furniture, the same walls, the same
sounds, the same odor, and the same timid faces, only

grown a little older.

The Princess Mariya was the same timid, plain per-

son, only grown into an old maid, and living out the

best years of her life in fear and eternal moral suffer-

ings, without profit and without happiness. Bourienne
.was the same coquettish, self-satisfied person, cheer-

fully getting profit out of every moment of her life, and
consoling herself with the most exuberant hopes ; only

it seemed to Prince Andrei that she showed an increase

of assurance.
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The tutor, Dessalles, whom Prince Andrei had brought
from Switzerland, wore an overcoat of Russian cut ; his

unmanageable tongue involved itself in Russian speech
with the servants, but otherwise he was the same pious

and pedantic tutor of somewhat limited intelligence.

The only physical change in the old prince was a gap
left in one corner of his mouth, caused by the loss of a

tooth; morally, he was just the same as before, only

with an accentuation of his ugly temper and his dis-

trust in the genuineness of everything that was done in

the world.

Nikolushka, with his rosy cheeks and dark, curly hair,

had been the one person to grow and change ; and, when
he laughed and was merry, he unconsciously lifted the

upper lip of his pretty little mouth, just as the lamented
princess, his mother, had done. He, alone, refused to

obey the laws of immutability in this enchanted, sleep-

ing castle. But, though externally everything remained
as it had always been, the internal relations of all these

people had altered since Prince Andrei had seen them.

The members of the household were divided into two
alien and hostile camps, which made common cause now
simply because he was there,— for his sake changing
the ordinary course of their lives. To the one party

belonged the old prince, Bourienne, and the architect,

to the other, the Princess Mariya, Dessalles, Nikolushka,

and all the women of the establishment.

During his brief stay at Luisiya Gorui, all the family

dined together ; but it was awkward for them all, and
Prince Andrei felt that he was a guest for whose sake

an exception was made, and that his presence was a

constraint on them. At dinner, the first day,' Prince

Andrei, instinctively feeling this, was taciturn ; and the

old prince, remarking the unnaturalness of his behavior,

also relapsed into a moody silence, and, immediately

after dinner, retired to his room. When, later, Prince

Andrei joined him there, and, with the desire of enter-

taining him, began to tell him about the young Count
Kamiensky's campaign, the old prince unexpectedly

broke out into a tirade against the Princess Mariya,
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blaming her for her superstition and for her dislike of

Mile. Bourienne, who, according to him, was the only
person truly devoted to him.

The old prince laid the cause of his feeble health en-

tirely to the Princess Mariya, insisting that she all the

time annoyed and exasperated him ; and that, by her
injudicious coddling, and foolish talk, she was spoiling

the little Prince Nikolai'. The old prince was perfectly

well aware that it was he who tormented his daughter,

and that her life was rendered exceedingly trying ; but
he was also aware that he could not help tormenting
her, and that she deserved it.

"Why does not Prince Andrei, who sees how things

are, say anything to me about his sister.''" wondered
the old prince. " He thinks, I suppose, that I am a

wicked monster, or an old idiot, who has unreasonably
estranged himself from his daughter, and taken a French-
woman in her place. He does not understand ; and so I

must explain to him, and he must listen to me," thought
the old prince. And he began to expound the reasons

that made it impossible to endure his dclughter's absurd
character.

" Since you ask my opinion," said Prince Andref, not

looking at his father,— for he was condemning him for

the first time in his life,— " but I did not wish to talk

about it ; since you ask me, however, I will tell you
frankly my opinion in regard to this matter. If there

is any misunderstanding and discord between you and
Masha, I could never blame her for it, for I know
how she loves and reveres you. And if you ask me
further," pursued Prince Andrei, giving way to his irri-

tation, because he had become of late exceedingly prone
to fits of irritation, "then I must have one thing to say

:

if there is any such misunderstanding, the cause of it is

that vulgar woman, who is unworthy to be my sister's

companion."
The old man at first gazed at his son with staring

eyes, and, by his forced smile, uncovered the new gap
caused by the loss of the tooth, to which Prince Andrei
could not accustom himself.
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" What companion, my dear? Ha ! Have you already

been talking that over? Ha!
"

" Batyushka, I do not wish to judge you," said Prince

Andrei, in a sharp and choleric voice ;
" but you have

driven me to it ; and I have said, and always shall say,

that the Princess Mariya is not to blame, but they are

to blame— the little Frenchwoman is to blame."....

" Ha ! you condemn me ! .... you condemn me !

" cried

the old man, in a subdued voice, and with what seemed
confusion to Prince Andrei ; but then suddenly he

sprang up, and screamed:—
"Away! away with you! Don't dare to come here

again !

"

Prince Andrei intended to take his departure immedi-

ately ; but the Princess Mariya begged him to stay

another day. He did not meet his father that day ; the

old prince kept in his room, and admitted no one except

Mile. Bourienne and Tikhon ; but he inquired several

times whether his son had yet gone.

On the following day, just before dinner. Prince

Andrei went to his little son's apartment. The bloom-

ing lad, with his curly hair, just like his mother's, sat

on his knee. Prince Andrei began to tell him the story

of Bluebeard ; but, right in the midst of it, he lost the

thread, and fell into a brown study. He did not give

a thought to this pretty little lad, his son, while he held

him on his knee, but he was thinking about himself.

With a sense of horror, he sought, and failed to find,

any remorse in the fact that he had exasperated his

father ; and no regret that he was about to leave him—
after the first quarrel that they had ever had in their

lives. More serious than all else was his discovery that

he did not feel the affection for his son which he hoped

to arouse, as of old, by caressing the lad and taking

him on his knee.

"Well, go on, papa !

" said the boy.

Prince Andrei", without responding, set him down
from his knees, and left the room. The moment Prince

Andrei suspended his daily occupations, and especially
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the moment he encountered the former conditions of

his Hfe, in which he had been engaged in the old, happy-
days, the anguish of Hfe took possession of him with
fresh force ; and he made all haste to leave the scerie

of these recollections, and to find occupation as soon
as possible.

"Are you really going, Andre?" asked his sister.

"Thank God, I can go," replied Prince Andrei. "I
am very sorry that you cannot also."

"What makes you say so .^ " exclaimed his sister.
" Why do you say so, now that you are going to this

terrible war .-* and he is so old ! Mile. Bourienne told

me that he had asked after you."

As soon as she recalled this subject, her lips trembled,
and the tears rained down her cheeks. Prince Andrei
turned away, and began to pace up and down the room.
"Oh! my God! my God !

" ^ he cried. "And how
do you conceive that any one— that such a contemp-
tible creature can bring unhappiness to others !

" he
exclaimed, with such an outburst of anger that it

frightened the Princess Mariya. She understood that,

in speaking of "such contemptible creatures," he had
reference not alone to Mile. Bourienne, who had caused
him misery, but also to that man who had destroyed his

happiness.

"Andre ! one thing I want to ask you ; I beg of you,"
said she, lightly touching his elbow and gazing at him
with her eyes shining through her tears. — "I under-
stand you." — The Princess Mariya dropped her eyes.

—

" Do not think that sorrow is caused by men. Men are

His instruments." She gazed somewhat above her
brother's head, with that confident look that people
have who are accustomed to look at the place where
they know a portrait hangs. "Sorrow is sent by Him,
and comes not from men. Men are His instruments;
they are not accountable. If it seem to you that any
one is culpable toward you, forget it and forgive. We
have no right to punish. And you will find happiness
in forgiving."

^ Akh ! Bozhe moi ! Bozhe mo'i ,'
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" If I were a woman I would, Marie ! Forgiveness
is a woman's virtue. But a man has no right and no
power to forgive and forget," said he, and, although he
was not at that instant thinking of Kuragin, all his

unsatisfied vengeance suddenly surged up in his heart.
" If the Princess Mariya at this late day urges me to

forgive, it is proof positive that I ought long ago to

have punished," he said to himself. And, not stopping

to argue with his sister, he began to dream of that joy-

ful moment of revenge when he should meet Kuragin,
who (as he knew) had gone to the army.

The Princess Mariya urged her brother to delay his

journey yet another day, assuring him how unhappy her

father would be if Andrei went off without a reconcilia-

tion with him ; but Prince Andrei replied that in all

probability he should soon return from the army, that

he would certainly write to his father, and that now
the longer he stayed the more bitter this quarrel would
become.

" Adieu, Andre ! remember that sorrows come from
God, and that men are never accountable for them;"
those were the last words that his sister said as they
bade each other farewell.

" Such is our fate! " said Prince Andref to himself as

he turned out of the avenue of the Luisogorsky mansion.
" She, poor innocent creature, is left to be devoured by
this crazy old man. The old man is conscious that he
is doing wrong, but he cannot change his nature. My
little lad is growing up and enjoying life, though he will

become like all the rest of us, deceivers or deceived. I

am going to the army— for what purpose I myself do
not know, and I am anxious to meet a man whom I de-

spise, so as to give him a chance to kill me and exult

over me."
In days gone by the same conditions of life had existed,

but then there was a single purpose ramifying through
them and connecting them, but now everything was in

confusion. Isolated, illogical thoughts, devoid of con-

nection, arose one after another in Prince Andre'f's

mind.
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CHAPTER IX

Prince Andrei reached the army headquarters toward
the first of July. The troops of the first division, com-
manded by the sovereign in person, were intrenched in

a fortified camp on the Drissa; the troops of the second
division were in retreat, though they were endeavoring
to join the first, from which, as the report went, they
had been cut off by a strong force of the French. All

were dissatisfied with the general conduct of military

affairs in the Russian army; but no one ever dreamed
of any of the Russian provinces being invaded, and no
one had supposed that the war would be carried beyond
the western government of Poland.

Prince Andrei found Barclay de Tolly on the bank of

the Drissa. As there was no large town or village

within easy reach of the camp, all this enormous throng
of generals and courtiers who were present with the

army were scattered in the best houses of the little vil-

lages for a distance of ten versts from the camp, on
both sides of the river.

Barclay de Tolly was stationed about four versts from
the sovereign.

He gave Bolkonsky a dry and chilling welcome, and,

speaking in his strong German accent, told him that he
should have to send in his name to the sovereign for

any definite employment, but proposed that for the time
being he should remain on his staff.

Anatol Kuragin, whom Prince AndreY expected to

find at the army, was no longer there; he had gone to

Petersburg, and this news was agreeable to Bolonsky.
He was absorbed in the interest of being at the very

center of a mighty war just beginning, and he was glad

to be, for a short time, freed from the provocation

which the thought of Kuragin produced in him.

During the first four days, as no special duties were
required of him, Prince Andrei made the circuit of the

whole fortified camp, and by the aid of his natural intel-

ligence and by making inquiries of men who were well
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informed, he managed to acquire a very definite com-
prehension of the position. But the question whether
this camp were advantageous or not remained undecided

in his mind» He had already come to the conclusion,

founded on his own military experience, that even those

plans laid with the profoundest deliberation are of little

consequence in battle— how plainly he had seen this

on the field of Austerlitz! — that everything depends on
what was done to meet the unexpected and impossible-

to-be-foreseen tactics of the enemy, that all depended
on how and by whom the affair was conducted.

Therefore in order to settle this last question in his

own mind. Prince Andrei, taking advantage of his posi-

tion and his acquaintances, tried to penetrate the char-

acter of the administration of the armies, and of the

persons and parties that took part in it, and he drew up
for his own benefit the following digest of the position

of affairs.

While the sovereign was still at Vilna, the troops had
been divided into three armies: the first was placed

under command of Barclay de Tolly; the second under
the command of Bagration ; the third under command
of Tormas of.

The emperor was present with the first division, but

not in his quality of commander-in-chief. In the orders

of the day it was simply announced that the sovereign

would— not take command, but would simply be pres-

ent with the army. Moreover, the sovereign had no
personal staff, as would have been the case had he been
commander-in-chief, but only a staff appropriate to the

imperial headquarters.

Attached to him were the chief of the imperial staff,

the General-Quartermaster Prince Volkonsky, generals,

flligel-adjutants, diplomatic chinovniks, and a great

throng of foreigners ; but these did not form a military

staff. Besides these there were attached to his person,

but without special functions, Arakcheyef, the ex-minister

of war ; Count Benigsen, with the rank of senior gen-

eral ; the grand duke, the Tsesarevitch Konstantin Pav-

lovitch'; Count Rumyantsef ; the Chancellor Stein, who
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had been minister in Prussia ; Armfeldt, a Swedish
general ; Pfuhl, the principal originator of the plan of

the campaign ; Paulucci, general-adjutant and a Sardin-
ian refugee ; Woltzogen, and many others.

Although these individuals were present without any
special military function, still by their peculiar position

they wielded a powerful influence, and oftentimes the
chief of the corps, and even the commander-in-chief, did

not know in what capacity Benigsen or the grand duke
or Arakcheyef or Prince Volkonsky asked questions or

proffered advice, and could not tell whether such and
such an order, couched in the form of a piece of advice,

emanated from the speaker or the sovereign, and whether
it was incumbent on him or not incumbent on him to

carry it out. But these were merely a stage accessory

;

the essential idea why the emperor was present and all

these men were present was perfectly palpable to all

from the point of view of courtiers, and in the presence
of the sovereign all were courtiers.

This idea was as follows : The monarch did not assume
the title of commander-in-chief, but he exercised control

over all the troops ; the men who surrounded him were
his aids ; Arakcheyef was the faithful guardian of law
and order, and the sovereign's body-guard. Benigsen
was a landowner in the Vilna government, who, as it

were, did the honors of the region, and in reality was
an excellent general, useful in council, and ready, in case

he were needed, to take Barclay's place. The grand
duke was there because it was a pleasure for him to be.

Ex-Minister Stein was there because he was needed to

give advice, and because the Emperor Alexander had a

very high opinion of his personal qualities. Armfeldt
was Napoleon's bitter enemy, and a general possessed

of great confidence in his own ability, which always
had an influence upon Alexander. Paulucci was there

because he was bold and resolute in speech. The
general-adjutants were there because they were always
attendant on the sovereign's movements ; and, last and
not least, Pfuhl was there because he had conceived a

plan for the campaign against Napoleon, and had in-
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duced Alexander to place his confidence in the expedi-

ence of this plan, thereby directing the entire action of

the war. Pfuhl was attended by Woltzogen, a keen
self-conceited cabinet-theorist, who scorned all things,

and had the skill to dress Pfuhl's schemes in a more
pleasing form than Pfuhl himself could.

In addition to these individuals already mentioned,
Russians and foreigners, — especially foreigners, who
each day proposed new and unexpected plans with that

boldness characteristic of men engaged in activities in

a land not their own, ^—
^
there were a throng of sub-

ordinates who were present with the army because their

principals were there.

Amid all the plans and voices in this tremendous,
restless, brilliant, and haughty world. Prince Andrei
distinguished the following sharply outlined subdivisions

of tendencies and parties.

The first party consisted of Pfuhl and his followers,

military theorists, who believed that there was such a

thing as a science of war, and that this science had its

immutable laws— the laws for oblique movements, for

outflanking, and so on. Pfuhl and his followers insisted

on retreating into the interior of the country, according
to definite principles prescribed by the so-styled science

of war, and in every departure from this theory they
saw nothing but barbarism, ignorance, or evil intentions.

To this party belonged the German princes, and Wolt-
zogen, Winzengerode, and others,— notably the Ger-

mans.
The second party was diametrically opposed to the

first. And, as always happens, they went to quite

opposite extremes. The men of this party were those

who insisted on making Vilna the base of a diversion

into Poland, and demanded to be freed from all pre-

conceived plans. Not only were the leaders of this

party the representatives of the boldest activity, but at

the same time they were also the representatives of

nationalism, in consequence of which they showed all

the more urgency in maintaining their side of the

dispute. Such were the Russians Bagration, Yer-
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molof,— who was just beginning to come into prom-
inence,— and many others. It was at this time that

Yermolof s famous jest was quoted extensively : it was
said that he asked the emperor to grant him the favor

of promoting him to be a German ! The men of this

party recalled Suvorof, and declared that there was no
need of making plans or marking the map up with pins,

but to fight, to beat the foe, not to let him enter Russia,

and not to let the army lose heart.

The third party, in which the sovereign placed the

greatest confidence, consisted of those courtiers who
tried to find a compromise between the two previous

tendencies. These men— for the rtiost part civilians,

and Arakcheyef was in their number— thought and
talked as men usually talk who have no convictions but
do not wish to show their lack of them. They declared

that unquestionably the war, especially with such a

genius as Bonaparte, — they now called him Bonaparte
again,— demanded the profoundest consideration and a

thorough knowledge of the science, and in this respect

Pfuhl was endowed with genius ; but, at the same time,

it was necessary to acknowledge that theorists were
often one-sided, and, therefore, it was impossible to have
perfect confidence in them ; it was best to heed also

what Pfuhl's opposers had to say, and also what was
said by men who had had practical experience in mili-

tary affairs, and then to balance the two. The men of

this party insisted the camp along the Drissa should be
retained, according to Pfuhl's plan ; the movements of

the other divisions should be changed. Although this

action answered no purpose whatever, yet it seemed
advisable to the men of this party.

The fourth tendency was the one of which the con-

spicuous representative was the grand duke, the Tsesare-

vitch ^ Konstantin, heir-apparent to the throne, who could

not forget his disappointment at the battle of Austerlitz,

when he rode out at the head of his guards, dressed in

1 Any son of the Tsar is properly tsarevitch^ but the crown prince bears

the distinctive title tscsarezdtch (son of the Caesar). Count Tolstot empha-
sizes his position by using also the term naslyednik, successor, heir.

VOL. IV.— 4
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casque and jacket as for a parade, expecting to drive the

French gallantly before him, and, unexpectedly finding

himself at the very front, was, in spite of everything,

involved in the general confusion. The men of this

party showed in their opinions both sincerity and lack

of sincerity. They were afraid of Napoleon ; they saw
that he was strong while they were weak, and they had
no hesitation in saying so. They said :

—
" Nothing but misfortune, ignominy, and defeat will

come out of all this. Here we have abandoned Vilna

;

we have abandoned Vitebsk ; we shall abandon the

Drissa in like manner. The only thing left for us to

do in all reason is to conclude peace, and as speedily as

possible, before we are driven out of Petersburg."

This opinion, widely current in the upper spheres of

the army, found acceptance also in Petersburg, and was
supported by the Chancellor Rumyantsof, who for other

reasons of state was also anxious for peace.

A fifth party was formed by those who were partisans

of Barclay de Tolly not as a man, but simply because he
was minister of war and commander-in-chief. These said :

"Whatever he is,"— and that was the way they always
began, — " he is an honest, capable man, and he has no
superior. Give him actual power because the war -can

never come to any successful issue without some one in

sole control, and then he will show what he can do, just

as he proved it in Finland. If our army is well organ-

ized and powerful, and made the retreat to the Drissa

without suffering any loss, we owe it to this Barclay alone.

If now Barclay is replaced by Benigsen, all will go to

rack and ruin, because Benigsen made an exhibition of

his incapacity in 1807," said the men of this party.

A sixth party— the Benigsenists— claimed the con-

trary ; that there was no one more capable and expe-

rienced than Benigsen, " and, however far they go out

of his way, they '11 have to return to him." " Let them
make their mistakes now !

" And the men of this

party argued that our whole retreat to the Drissa was a

disgraceful defeat and an uninterrupted series of blun-

ders.
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"The more blunders they make now the better, or,

at least, the sooner they will discover that things cannot
go on in this way," said they. " Such a man as Barclay
is not needed, but a man like Benigsen, who showed
what he was in 1807. Napoleon himself has done him
justice, and he is a man whose authority all would
gladly recognize, and only such a man is Benigsen."
The seventh party consisted of men such as are

always found especially around young monarchs,— and
the Emperor Alexander had a remarkable number of

such,— namely, generals and fliigel-adjutants who were
passionately devoted to their sovereign, not as an em-
peror, but as a man whom they worshiped heartily and
disinterestedly, just as Rostof had worshiped him in

1805, and who saw in him not only all virtues but all

human qualities. These men, although they praised their

sovereign's modesty in declining to assume the duties of

commander-in-chief, still criticized this excess of modesty,
and had only one desire which they insisted on, that

their adored monarch, overcoming his excessive lack of

confidence in himself, should openly announce that he
would take his place at the head of his armies, gather
around him the appropriate staff of a commander-in-
chief, and while consulting in cases of necessity with
theorists and practical men of experience, himself lead

his troops, who by this mere fact would be roused to

the highest pitch of enthusiasm.

The eighth and by all odds the largest group of men,
which in comparison with the others all put together
would rank as ninety-nine to one, consisted of men who
desired neither peace nor war nor offensive operations,

nor a defensive camp on the Drissa nor anywhere else,

nor Barclay, nor the sovereign, nor Pfuhl, nor Benigsen,
but simply wished one and the same essential thing :

the utmost possible advantages and enjoyments for

themselves. In these troubled waters of intertangled

and complicated intrigues which abounded at the sover-

eign's headquarters, it became possible to succeed in

many things which would have been out of the question
at any other time. One whose sole desire was not to
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lose his advantageous position was to-day on Pfuhl's

side, to-morrow allied with his opponent, on the day
following, for the sake merely of shirking responsibility

and pleasing the sovereign, would declare that he had
no opinion in regard to some well-known matter.

A second, anxious to curry favor, would attract the

sovereign's attention by boisterously advocating at the

top of his voice something which the sovereign had
merely hinted at the day before, by arguing and yelling

at the council meeting, pounding himself in the chest,

and challenging to a duel any one who took the other

side, and thereby show how ready he was to be a martyr
for the public weal.

A third would simply demand between two meetings
of the council and while his enemies were out of sight a

definitive subvention in return for his faithful service of

the state, knowing very well that they would never be.

able to refuse him. A fourth would as if by accident

keep letting the sovereign see how overwhelmed with

work he was ! A fifth, in order to attain his long-cher-

ished ambition of being invited to dine at the sover-

eign's table, would stubbornly argue the right or wrong
of some newly conceived opinion and bring up for this

purpose more or less powerful and well-founded argu-

ments.

All the men of this party were hungry for rubles,

honorary crosses, promotions, and in their pursuit of

these things they watched the direction of the weather-

cock of the sovereign's favor, and just as soon as it was
seen that the weathercock pointed in any one direction,

all this population of military drones would begin to

blow in the same direction so that it was sometimes all

the harder for the sovereign to change about to the

other side. In this uncertainty of position, in presence
of a real danger which was threatening and which im-

pressed upon everything a peculiarly disquieting char-

acter, amid this vortex of intrigues, selfish ambitions,

collisions, diverse opinions and feelings, with all the

variety of nationalities represented by all these men,
this eighth and by far the largest party of men, occupied
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with private interests, gave great complication and con-

fusion to affairs in general. Whatever question came
up, instantly this swarm of drones, before they had fin-

ished their buzzing over the previous theme, would fiy

off to the new one, and deafen every one and entirely

drown out the genuine voices who had something of

worth to say.

Just about the time Prince Andrei arrived at the

army, still a ninth party was forming out of all these

others, and beginning to let its voice be heard. This
was the party of veteran statesmen, men of sound wis-

dom and experience, who, sharing in none of all these

contradictory opinions, were able to look impartially

upon all that was going on at headquarters and to devise

means for escaping from this vagueness, indecision,

confusion, and weakness.

The men of this party said and thought that nothing

but mischief resulted preeminently from the presence of

the sovereign with a military court at the front, introduc-

ing into the army that indeterminate, conditional, and
fluctuating irregularity of relations which, however useful

at court, were ruinous to the troops ; that it was the mon-
arch's business to govern, and not to direct the army ; that

the only cure for all these troubles was for the sovereign

and his court to take their departure ; that the mere
fact of the emperor being with the army paralyzed the

movements of fifty thousand men who were required to

protect him from personal peril ; that the most incom-

petent general-in-chief, if he were independent, would
be better than the best, hampered by the sovereign's

presence.

While Prince Andrei' was at Drissa, without stated

position, Shishkof, the imperial secretary, who was one
of the chief members of this faction, wrote the sover-

eign a letter which Balashof and Arakcheyef agreed to

sign. Taking advantage of the permission accorded

him by the sovereign to make suggestions concerning

the general course of events, he respectfully, and under
the pretext that it was necessary for the sovereign to

stir the people of the capital to fresh enthusiasm foi



54 WAR AND PEACE

this war, in this letter proposed that he should leave

the army.
The mission of fanning the enthusiasm of the people

and of summoning them to defend the fatherland, the

very thing that led to the ultimate triumph of Russia,

—

and his personal presence in Moscow contributed largely

to this end,— was therefore offered to the emperor and
accepted by him as a pretext for taking his departure

from the army.

CHAPTER X

This letter had not as yet been placed in the sover-

eign's hands, when Barclay at dinner informed Bolkon-
sky that his majesty would be pleased to have a personal

interview with him, in order to make some inquiries

concerning Turkey, and that he, Prince Andrei, was to

present himself at Benigsen's headquarters at six o'clock

that evening.

On that day a report had been brought to the sover-

eign's headquarters concerning a new movement on the

part of Napoleon which might prove dangerous for the

army— a report which was afterward found to be false,

however. And on that same morning. Colonel Michaud,
in company with the emperor, had ridden around the

fortifications on the Drissa and had proved conclusively

to the sovereign that this fortified camp, which had been
laid out under Pfuhl's direction and had been up to that

time considered a masterpiece of tactical skill destined

to be the ruin of Napoleon,— that this camp was a piece

of folly and a source of danger for the Russian army.
Prince Andrei proceeded to the headquarters of

General Benigsen, who had established himself in a
small villa on the very bank of the river. Neither
Benigsen nor the sovereign was there ; but Chernuishef,

one of the emperor's aides, received Bolkonsky and ex-

plained that the sovereign had gone with General Benig-

sen and the Marchese Paulucci for a second time that

day on a tour of inspection of the fortified camp of the
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Drissa, as to the utility of which serious doubts had
begun to be conceived.

Chernuishef was sitting with a French novel at one of

the windows of the front room. This room had at one
time probably been a ball-room ; there still stood in it an
organ on which were piled a number of rugs, and in one
corner stood the folding bed belonging to Benigsen's
aide. This aide was there. Apparently overcome by
some merry-making or perhaps by work, he lay stretched

out on the bed and was fast asleep.

Two doors led from this ball-room : one directly into

the former drawing-room, the other to the right into the

library. Through the first, voices were heard conversing

in German and occasionally in French. Yonder, in that

former drawing-room, were gathered together at the

sovereign's request, not a council of war— for the sover-

eign was fond of indefiniteness — but a meeting of a

number of men whose opinions concerning the existing

difficulties he was anxious to learn. It was not a coun-

cil of war, but a sort of committee of gentlemen con-

vened to explain certain questions for the sovereign's

personal gratification. To this semi-council were in-

vited the Swedish general Armfeldt, General-Adjutant
Woltzogen, Winzengerode, whom Napoleon had called

a fugitive French subject, Michaud, Toll, who was also

not at all a military man, Count Stein, and finally Pfuhl

himself, who, as Prince Andrei had already heard, was
/a chcville ouvrikre— the mainspring— of the whole
affair. Prince Andrei had an opportunity of getting a

good look at him, as Pfuhl arrived shortly after he did

and came into the drawing-room, where he stood for a

minute or two talking with Chernuishef.

Pfuhl, dressed like a Russian general, in a badly made
uniform which fitted him clumsily, seemed to Prince

Andrei at first glance like an old acquaintance, although
he had never seen him before. He was of the same type
as Weirother and Mack and Schmidt and many other

German theorist-generals whom Prince Andrei had seen
in 1805 ; but he was more characteristic of the type than

all the rest. Never in his life had Prince Andrei seen
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a German theorist who so completely united in himself

all that was typical of those Germans.
Pfuhl was short and very thin, but big-boned, of

coarse, healthy build, with a broad pelvis and promi-

nent shoulder-blades. His face was full of wrinkles, and

he had deep-set eyes. His hair had been evidently

brushed in some haste forward by the temples, but be-

hind it stuck out in droll little tufts. Looking about

sternly and restlessly, he came into the room as if he

were afraid of every one. With awkward gestures grasp-

ing his sword, he turned to Chernuishef and asked in

German where the emperor was. It was evident that

he was anxious to make the round of the room as speed-

ily as possible, to put an end to the salutations and
greetings, and to seat himself before the map, where he

felt quite at home. He abruptly tossed his head in

reply to Chernuishef's answer and smiled ironically at

the report that the sovereign had gone to inspect the

fortifications which Pfuhl himself had constructed in

accordance with his theory. In a deep, gruff voice

characteristic of all self-conceited Germans, he grumbled
to himself :

—
" Blockhead !— Ruin the whole business

;
pretty state

of things will be the result." ^

Prince Andrei' did not listen to him and was about to

go, but Chernuishef introduced him to Pfuhl, remarking

that he had just come from Turkey, where the war had

been brought to a successful termination. Pfuhl gave a

fleeting glance, not so much at Prince Andrei as through

him, and muttered with a smile :
—

"That must have been a fine tactical campaign." ^

And, scornfully smiling, he went into the room where
the voices were heard.

Evidently Pfuhl, who was always disposed to be ironi-

cal and irritable, was on this day especially stirred up

because they had dared without him to inspect his

camp and criticize him.

^ Dummkopf

!

— Zum Grunde die game Geschichte— V wird was ge-

scheites dWaiis iverden.
'^ Da iiiuss ein schoner tactischer Krieggcwesen sein.
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Prince Andref, simply by this brief interview with
Pfuhl, reinforced by his experiences at AusterHtz, had
gained a sufficiently clear insight into the character of

this man. Pfuhl was one of those hopelessly, unalter-

ably self-confident men who would suffer martyrdom
rather than yield his opinion, a genuine German, for

the very reason that only Germans are absolutely cer-

tain, in their own minds, of the solid foundation of that

abstract idea, — Science ; that is to say, the assumed
knowledge of absolute truth.

The Frenchman is self-confident because he considers

himself individually, both as regards mind and body,
irresistibly captivating to either men or women. The
Englishman is self-confident through his absolute con-

viction that he is a citizen of the most fortunately con-

stituted kingdom in the world, and because, as an Eng-
lishman, he knows always and iji all circumstances what
it is requisite for him to do, and also knows that all

that he does as an Englishman is correct beyond cavil.

The Italian is self-confident because he is excitable, and
easily forgets himself and others. The Russian is self-

confident for the precise reason that he knows nothing,

and wishes to know nothing, because he believes that it

is impossible to know anything. But the German is self-

confident in a worse way than all the rest, above and
beyond all the rest, because he imagines that he knows
the truth, — the science which he has himself invented,

but which for him is absolute truth!

Evidently such a man was Pfuhl. He had his science,

— the theory of oblique movements, which he had de-

duced from the history of the wars of Friedrich the

Great,— and everything that he saw in the warfare of

more recent date seemed to him nonsense, barbarism,

ignorant collisions in which, on both sides, so many
errors were committed that these wars had no right to

be called wars. They did not come under his theory,

and could not be judged as a subject for science.

In 1806 Pfuhl had been one of those who elaborated

the plan of the campaign that culminated at Jena and
Auerstadt, but the unfortunate issue of that campaign
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did not open his eyes to see the slightest fault in his

theory. On the contrary, the fact that his theory had
been, to a certain extent, abandoned, was in his mind
the sole cause of the whole failure ; and he said, in the

tone of self-satisfied irony characteristic of him, ^^ Ich

sagte ja dass die ga}ize GescJiicJite aum Tetifel geJien

werde, — I predicted that the whole thing would go to

the deuce."

Pfuhl was one of those theorists who are so in love

with their theory that they forget the object of the

theory, its relation to practice. In his love for his

theory he hated everything practical, and could not

listen to it. He even delighted in the failure of any
enterprise, because this failure, resulting from the aban-

donment of theory for practice, was proof positive to

him of how correct his theory was.

He spoke a few words with Prince Andrei and Cher-
nuishef about the existing war, and his expression was
that of a man who knew in advance that all was going
to the dogs, and that he, for one, did not much regret

the fact. The little tufts of unkempt hair that stuck

out on his occiput, and the hastily brushed love-locks

around his temples, spoke eloquently of this.

He went into the adjoining room, and instantly they
heard the deep and querulous sounds of his voice.

CHAPTER XI

Prince Andrei had no time to let his eyes follow

Pfuhl, as Count Benigsen just at that moment came
hastily into the room, and, inclining his head to Bolkon-
sky, but not pausing, went directly into the library,

giving his adjutant some order as he went. Benigsen
had hurried home in advance of the sovereign in order

to make some preparations, and to be there to receive

him.

Chernuishef and Prince Andref went out on the

steps. The emperor, looking fatigued, was dismount-
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ing from his horse. The Marchese Paulucci was mak-
ing some remark. The sovereign, with his head bent
over to the left, was listening with a discontented air

to Paulucci, who was speaking with his usual vehe-
mence. The sovereign started forward, evidently desir-

ous of cutting short this harangue ; but the flushed and
excited Italian, forgetting the proprieties, followed him,
still talking.

" As for the man who advised this camp, the camp of

Drissa," Paulucci was saying, just as the sovereign,

mounting the steps and perceiving Prince Andrei,
glanced into his face, not at first recognizing him.

"As to him, sire," pursued Paulucci, in a state of des-

peration, as if quite unable to control himself,— "as
for the man who advised this camp of Drissa, I see no
other alternative for him than the insane asylum or the

gallows."

The sovereign, not waiting for the Italian to finish

what he had to say, and apparently not even hearing
his words, came closer to Bolkonsky, and, recognizing

him, addressed him graciously :
—

" I aci very glad to see you. Come in where the
meeting is, and wait for me."
The sovereign went into the cabinet. He was fol-

lowed by Prince Piotr Mikhailovitch Volkonsky and
Baron Stein, and the doors were shut. Prince Andrei",

taking advantage of the sovereign's permission, joined

Paulucci, whom he had known in Turkey, and went
into the drawing-room' where the council was held.

Prince Piotr Mikhailovitch Volkonsky held the posi-

tion of nachalnik, or chief, of the sovereign's staff.

Volkonsky came out of the cabinet and carried into

the drawing-room a quantity of maps and papers, and
after he had laid them on the table he communicated
the questions in regard to which he was anxious to

have the opinions of the gentlemen present. The ques-

tions arose from the fact that news, afterwards proved
to be false, had been received the night before concern-

ing a movement of the French toward outflanking the

camp on the Drissa.

I
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General Armfeldt was the first to begin the debate,

and he unexpectedly proposed, as an escape from the
impending difficulty, that they should choose an en-

tirely new position at a little distance from the high-

ways leading to Moscow and Petersburg ; and there, as

he expressed it, let the army be increased to its full

strength, and await the enemy. No one could see any
reason for his advocating such a scheme, unless it came
from his desire to show that he, as well as the rest, had
ideas of his own.

It was evident that Armfeldt had long .ago evolved
this scheme, and that he proposed it now not so much
with the design of responding to the questions laid be-

fore the meeting— questions vvhich this scheme of his

entirely failed to answer— as it was with the design of

using his chance to enunciate it. This was one of the
millions of proposals which, not having any reference to

the character which the war was likely to assume, had
equally as good foundations as others of the same sort

for successful accomplishment.
Some of those present attacked his suggestions, others

defended them. The young Colonel Toll attacked the

opinions of the Swedish general more fiercely than the

others, and during the discussion took out of his side

pocket a manuscript note-book, which he begged per-

mission to read. In this diffusely elaborated manu-
script Toll proposed still another plan of campaign,
diametrically the opposite of those suggested by Arm-
feldt and Pfuhl.

Paulucci, combating Toll, proposed the plan of an
advance and attack, which, according to his views, was
the only possible way to extricate us from the present
suspense, and from the " trap," as he called the camp
on the Drissa, in which we now found ourselves.

During the course of these discussions and criticisms

Pfuhl and Woltzogen, his interpreter (his " bridge," in

court parlance), maintained silence. Pfuhl merely
snorted scornfully and turned away, signifying that he
would never sink so low as to reply to all this rubbish
to which he was now listening. So when Prince Vol-



WAR AND PEACE 6i

konsky, as chairman of the meeting, called on him to

express his opinion, he merely said :
—

" Why do you ask me ? General Armfeldt has proposed
a beautiful position, with the rear exposed, and you have
heard about the offensive operations proposed by this

Italian gentleman. Schr scJwn ! Or the retreat. Audi
gut! So why do you ask me .^ " he replied ; "for, you
see, you yourselves know more about all this than I do."

But Vhen Volkonsky frowned, and said that he asked
his opinion in the name of the sovereign, then Pfuhl got
up, and, growing suddenly excited, began to speak :

—
" Everything has been spoiled, everything been thrown

into confusion. All pretend to know more than I do, but
now they come to me. How can things be remedied }

There 's no possibility of remedying them. It is neces-
sary to carry out to the letter my design, on the lines

which I have laid down," said he, pounding the table

with his bony knuckles. "Where is the difficulty.-*

Rubbish! Kinderspicl
!''

He stepped up to the table and began to talk rapidly,

scratching with his finger-nail on the map, and demon-
strating that no contingency could alter the effectiveness

of the camp on the Drissa ; that everything had been
foreseen, and that if the enemy were actually to out-

flank them, then the enemy would be inevitably anni-

hilated.

Paulucci, who did not understand German, began to

question him in French. Woltzogen came to the aid

of his leader, who spoke French but badly, and began
to translate his words, though he could hardly keep up
with Pfuhl, who rapidly demonstrated that everything,

everything, not only what had happened, but whatever
could possibly happen, had been provided for in his

plan ; and that, if there were any complications, the whole
blame lay simply in the fact that his plan had not been
accurately carried out. He kept smiling ironically as

he made his demonstration, and finally he scornfully

stopped adducing arguments, just as a mathematician
ceases to verify the various steps of a problem which
has once been found correctly solved. Woltzogen took
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his place, proceeding to explain in French his ideas, and
occasionally turning to Pfuhl with a " Nicht wahr, Excel-

lensf for confirmation.

Pfuhl, like a man so excited in a battle that he attacks

his own side, cried testily to his own faithful follower,

to Woltzogen :
—

" Why, of course ; it 's as plain as daylight !
" ^

Paulucci and Michaud both at once fell on Woltzogen
in French, Armfeldt addressed a question "to Pfuhl in

German, Toll explained the matter in Russian to Prince

Volkonsky. Prince Andrei listened without speaking,

and watched the proceedings.

Of all these individuals the exasperated, earnest, and
absurdly opinionated Pfuhl awoke the most sympathy
in Prince Andrei'. He alone, of all present, evidently

had no taint of self-seeking, nor had he any hatred of

any one, but simply desired that his plan, elaborated

from his theory which had been deduced from his studies

during long years, should be carried into execution. He
was ridiculous, his use of sarcasm made him disagreeable

;

but at the same time he awakened involuntary respect

by his boundless devotion to an idea.

Besides, in all the remarks made by those who were
present, with the sole exception of Pfuhl's, there was
one common feature which had never been manifested

in the council of war in the year 1805, and this was
the secret but panic fear— dissembled— of Napoleon's

genius ; it showed itself in every argument. They took it

for granted that Napoleon could do anything. They looked

for him on every side, and by his terrible name each one
of them demolished the proposals of the other. Pfuhl

alone, it seemed, regarded even Napoleon as a barbarian,

like all the other opponents of his theory.

Pfuhl awakened in Prince Andrei a feeling of pity as

well as of respect. By the tone in which the courtiers

addressed him, by the way in which Paulucci had per-

mitted himself to speak of him to the emperor, and,

chiefly, by a certain despairing expression manifested

by Pfuhl himself, it was plain to see that the others

1 Nun ja ! %vas soil dettii da tioch explhiert werden !
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knew, and he himself felt, that his fall was at hand.
And, aside from his self-conceit and his grumbling Ger-
man irony, he was pitiable by reason of his hair brushed
forward into little love-locks on his temples, and the
little tufts standing out on his occiput. Although he
did his best to dissimulate it under the guise of exasper-
ation and scorn, he was in despair because his only
chance of showing his theory on a tremendous scale,

and proving its value before all the world, was slipping

from him.

The discussion lasted a long time, and the longer it

lasted the more heated grew the arguments, which v/ere

like quarrels by reason of the raised voices and person-

alities ; and the less possible was it to come to any gen-
eral conclusion from all that was said. Prince Andrei,
listening to this polyglot debate and these propositions,

plans and counter-plans, and shouts, was simply aston-

ished at what they all said. The idea which had early

and often suggested itself to him during the time of his

former military service,— that there was not, and could

not be, any such thing as a military science, and conse-

quently could not be any so-called military genius,—
now seemed to him a truth beyond a peradventure.

" How can there be any theory and science in a mattei

the conditions and circumstances of which are unknown
and cannot be determined,— in which the force em-
ployed by those who make the war is still less capable
of measurement .'' No one can possibly know what will

be the position of our army and that of the enemy's a

day from now, and no one can know what is the force

of this or that division. Sometimes, when there is no
coward in the front to cry, 'We are cut off

!

' and to start

the panic, and there is a jovial, audacious man there to

shout, ' Hurrah !
' a division of five thousand is worth

thirty thousand, as was the case at Schongraben ; and
sometimes fifty thousand will fly before eight, as hap-

pened at Austerlitz. What science, then, can there be
in such a business, where nothing can be predetermined,

as in any practical business, and where everything de-

pends on numberless conditions, the resolving of which
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is defined at some one moment, but zvJien— no one can
possibly foretell. Armfeldt says that our army is cut

off, and Paulucci declares that we have got the French
army between two fires. Michaud says that the useless-

ness of the camp on the Drissa consists in this, that the
river is back of it, while Pfuhl declares that therein con-

sists its strength. Toll proposes one plan, Armfeldt
proposes another, and all are good and all are bad, and
the advantages of each and every proposition can be
proved only at the moment when the event occurs.

And why do they all use the term, ' military genius

'

}

Is i"hat man a genius who manages to keep his army
well supplied with biscuits, and commands them to go,

some to the left and some to the right .'' Merely be-

cause military men are clothed with glory and power,
and crowds of sycophants are always ready to flatter

Power, ascribing to it the inappropriate attributes of

genius. On the other hand, the best generals whom I

have ever known were stupid or absent-minded men.
The best was Bagration ; Napoleon himself called him
so. And Bonaparte himself! I remember his self-

satisfied and narrow-minded face on the field of Auster-
litz. A good leader on the field of battle needs not

genius or any of the special qualities so much as he
needs the exact opposite, or the lack of the highest

human qualities— love, poetry, affection, a philosophi-

cal, investigating skepticism. He must be narrow-

minded, firmly convinced that what he is doing is

absolutely essential (otherwise he will not have pa-

tience), and then only will he be a brave leader. God
pity him if he is a man who has any love for any one,

or any pity, or has any scruples about right or wrong.
It is perfectly comprehensible that in old times they
invented a theory of geniuses oecause they held power.
Credit for success in battle depends not on them but on
that man in the ranks who cries, ' They have fled !

' or

who shouts ' Hurrah !
' And only in these ranks can

you serve with any assurance that you are of service."

Thus mused Prince Andrei' as he listened to the argu-

ments, and he came out of his brown study only when
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Paulucci called him and the meeting was already dis-

solved.

On the following day, during a review, the sovereign

asked Prince Andrei where he preferred to serve, and
Prince Andrei forever lost caste in the eyes of the

courtiers because he did not ask for a place near the

sovereign's person, but asked permission to enter active

service.

CHAPTER XII

RosTOF, before the opening of the campaign, received

a letter from his parents, in which, after briefly announc-
ing Natasha's illness and the rupture of the engagement
with Prince Andrei, — this rupture, they explained, was
Natasha's own work,— they again urged him to retire

from the service and come home.
NikolaY, on receipt of this letter, made no attempt to

secure either a furlough or permission to go upon the

retired list, but wrote his parents that he was very sorry

for Natasha's illness and breach with her lover, and that

he would do all that he possibly could to fulfil their

desires. He wrote a separate letter to Sonya.

" Adored friend of my heart," he wrote, " nothing except

honor could keep me from returning home. But just now, at

the opening of the campaign, I should consider myself dis-

graced not only before all my comrades, but in my own eyes, if

I were to prefer my pleasure to my duty, and my love to my
country. But this is our last separation. Be assured that im-

mediately after the war, if I am alive and you still love me, I

will give up everything and fly to thee to clasp thee forever to

my ardent heart !

"

He was telling the truth— it was only the opening
of the campaign that detained Nikolai and prevented

him from fulfilling his promise by at once returning

home and marrying Sonya. The autumn at Otradnoye,
with its sport, and the winter with the Christmas holi-

days, and his love for Sonya, had opened up before him
VOL. IV. — 5
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a whole perspective of the pleasures of a country noble-

man, and of domestic contentment, which he had never

known before and which now beckoned to him with

their sweet allurements.
" A glorious wife, children, a good pack of hunting-

dogs, a leash of ten or twenty spirited greyhounds, the

management of the estate, the neighbors, and service at

the elections," he said to himself. But now there was
a war in prospect, and he was obliged to remain with

his regiment. And, since this was a matter of necessity,

Nikolai Rostof, in accordance with his character, was
content with the life which he led in the regiment, and
had the skill to arrange it so that it was agreeable.

On his return from his furlough, having met with a

cordial reception from his comrades, Nikolai' was sent

out to secure fresh horses ; and he brought back with

him from Little Russia an excellent remount, which
gladdened his own heart, and procured for him the praise

of his superiors. During his absence he had been pro-

moted to the rank of rotmistr, or captain of cavalry, and,

when the regiment was restored to a war footing, with

increased complement, he was put in charge of his

former squadron.

The campaign had begun ; the regiment was moved
into Poland, double pay was granted ; there were new
officers present, new men and horses, and, above all,

there was an increase of that excitement and bustle

which always accompanies the beginning of a campaign
;

and Rostof, recognizing his advantageous position in

the regiment, gave himself up, heart and soul, to the

pleasures and interests of military service, although he
knew well that, sooner or later, he would have to leave

it.

The troops evacuated Vilna for various complicated

reasons— imperial, political, and tactical. At head-

quarters, every step of the retreat was accompanied by
a complicated play of interests, arguments, and passions.

For the hussars of the Pavlogradsky regiment, all this

backward movement, in the best part of the summer, with

abundance of provisions, was a most sirriple and enjoya-
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ble affair. At headquarters, men might lose heart, and
grow nervous, and indulge in intrigues to their hearts'

content ; but in the ranks no one thought of asking

where or wherefore they were moving. If they indulged

in regrets at the retreat, it was simply because they

were compelled to leave pleasant quarters and the pretty

Polish women. If it occurred to any one that, affairs

were going badly, then, as became a good soldier, the

man who had such a thought would try to be jovial, and
not think at all of the general course of events, but

only of what nearest concerned himself.

At first, they were agreeably situated near Vilna,

having jolly acquaintances among the Polish landed

proprietors, and constantly expecting the sovereign, and
other commanders highest in station, to review them,

and as constantly being disappointed.

Then came the order to retire to Swienciany, and to

destroy all provisions that they could not carry away
with them. Swienciany was memorable to the hussars

simply because it was the " drunken camp," ^ as the en-

tire army called it, from their stay at the place, and
because many complaints had been made of the troops

having taken unfair advantage of the order to forage

for provisions, and had included under this head horses

and carriages and rugs stolen from the Polish pans, or

nobles.

Rostof had a vivid remembrance of Swienciany, be-

cause on the first day of their arrival at the place he
had dismissed a quartermaster, and had not been able

to do anything with the men of his squadron, all of

whom were tipsy, having, without his knowledge, brought

away five barrels of old beer.

From Swienciany they had retired farther, and then

farther still, until they reached the Drissa ; and then

they had retired from the Drissa, all the time approach-

ing the Russian frontier.

On the 25th of July, the Pavlogradsui, for the first

time, took part in a serious engagement.
On the 24th of July, the evening before the engage-

1 Pyanui lager.
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ment, there was a severe thunder-storm, with rain and
hail. That summer of the year 1812 was throughout

remarkable for its thunder-showers.

Two squadrons of the Pavlogradsui had bivouacked

in a field of rye, already eared, but completely trampled

down by the horses and cattle. It was raining in tor-

rents, and Rostof, with a young officer named Ilyin,

who was his protege, was sitting under the shelter of a

sort of wigwam, extemporized at short notice. An offi-

cer of their regiment, with long mustaches bristling

forth and hiding his cheeks, came along, on his way from
headquarters, and, being overtaken by the rain, asked

shelter of Rostof.
" Count, I have just come from headquarters. Have

you heard of Rayevsky's great exploit 1

"

And the officer proceeded to relate the particulars of

the battle of Saltanovo, which he had learned about at

headquarters.

Rostof, hunching his shoulders as the water trickled

down his neck, lighted his pipe and listened negligently,

now and then giving a look at the young officer Ilyin,

who was squeezed in close to him. This officer, a lad

of only sixteen, had not been very long connected with

the regiment, and was now in the same relation to Ros-

tof that Rostof had borne toward Denisof seven years

before. Ilyin had taken Rostof as his pattern in every

respect, and was in love with him like a woman.
The officer with the long mustaches, Zdrzhinsky by

name, declared emphatically that the dike at Saltanovo

was the Thermopylae of the Russians, and that the ex-

ploit performed by General Rayevsky was worthy of the

deeds of antiquity. Zdrzhinsky described how Rayev-
sky went out on the dike, with his two sons, under a

deadly fire, and, side by side with them, rushed to the

attack.

Rostof listened to the story, and not only had nothing

to say in response to the narrator's enthusiasm, but, on
the contrary, had the air of a man ashamed of what is

told him, although he has no intention of rebutting it.

Rostof, after the battle of Austerlitz, and the cam-
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paign of 1807, knew, from his own personal experience,
that those who talk of military deeds always He

;
just

as he himself had lied in relating such things. In
the second place, his experience had taught him that,

in a battle, every event is quite the reverse of what we
might imagine and relate it. And, therefore, he took no
stock in Zdrzhinsky's story, and was not pleased with
Zdrzhinsky himself, who, with his cheeks hidden by
those long mustaches, had the habit of leaning over close

to the face of the person to whom he was talking, and
then, besides, was in the way in the narrow hut.

Rostof looked at him without speaking. " In the first

place, there must have been such a crush and confusion
on the dike which they were charging that even if Ra-
yevsky had led his sons upon it, it could not have had
any effect upon any one save perhaps a dozen men who
were in his immediate vicinity," thought Rostof. " The
rest could not have seen at all how or with whom Ra-
yevsky was rushing upon the dike. And then those who
did see it could not have been very greatly stimulated,

because what would they have cared for Rayevsky's
affectionate paternal feeling, when the only thing of

interest to them was the caring for their own skin !

Then again, the fate of the country in no wise depended
on whether they took the dike at Saltanovo or not, as is

supposed to have been the case at Thermopylae. And
therefore what was the use of risking such a sacrifice ?

And, then, why should he have exposed his children in

the affair.'' I should not have exposed my brother Petya
to it, no, nor even this Ilyin here, though he is no rela-

tion to me,— but a good fellow all the same,— but I

should have tried to put them safe out of harm's way
somewhere," pursued Rostof, in his thoughts, all the
while listening to Zdrzhinsky. But he did not speak
his thoughts aloud ; in regard to this also he had learned
wisdom by experience. He knew that this story re-

dounded to the glory of our arms, and therefore it was
requisite to make believe that he had no doubt of it.

And so he did.

"Well, there's one thing, I can't stand this," ex-
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claimed Ilyin, perceiving that Rostof was not pleased

with Zdrzhinsky's chatter ;
" my stockings and my

shirt are wet through, and it is running under me here.

I am going in search of shelter. It seems to me the

rain is not so heavy."

Ilyin went out and Zdrzhinsky mounted and rode off.

At the qnd of five minutes Ilyin, slopping through the

mud, came hurrying up to the wigwam.
" Hurrah ! Rostof, come on quick ! There 's a tavern

a couple of hundred paces from here, and a lot of our

men are there already. We can get dry there, and
Marie Heinrichovna is there too."

Marie Heinrichovna was the regimental doctor's wife,

a pretty young German girl whom the doctor had mar-
ried in Poland. Either because the doctor had no
means, or because he did not wish to be separated from
his bride during the early period of his married life, he
took her wherever he went in his travels with the hus-

sars, and his jealousy became a constant source of

amusement and jest among the officers of the regi-

ment.
Rostof flung his cloak over him, called Lavrushka to

follow with the luggage, and went with Ilyin, plowing
through the mud, plodding straight onward amid the

now rapidly diminishing shower, into the darkness of

the evening, occasionally interrupted by flashes of dis-

tant lightning.
" Rostof, where are you .-*

"

" Here I am ! what lightning !
" was what they said

as they marched along.

CHAPTER XIII

At the tavern, before which stood the doctor's ki-

bitka, or traveling carriage, five officers were already

gathered. Marie Heinrichovna, a plump, light-haired

German, in jacket and nightcap, was sitting in the

front room on a wide bench. Her spouse, the doctor,

was asleep behind her. Rostof and Ilyin, welcomed
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by acclamations and roars of laughter, walked into the

room.
" Ee ! you have something very jolly going on," said

Rostof, with a laugh.

"And what brings you here so late.?"

" You are fine specimens ! Look at the way they are

streaming ! Don't drown out our parlor floor !

"

" Be careful how you daub Marie Heinrichovna's

dress," cried the voices.

Rostof and Ilyin made haste to find a corner where,

without shocking Marie Heinrichovna's modesty, they

might change their wet garments. They had gone
behind the partition to make the change, but the little

room, which was scarcely more than a closet, was
entirely filled by three ofificens, sitting on an empty
chest, and playing cards by the light of a single candle

;

and nothing would induce them to evacuate the place.

Accordingly, Marie Heinrichovna surrendered her

petticoat to them, and they hung it up in place of a

screen ; and behind this, Rostof and Ilyin, with La-

vrushka's aid, who had brought their saddle-bags, ex-

changed their wet clothing for dry.

A fire had been started in a broken-down stove.

They procured a board, laid it across a pair of saddles,

covered it with a caparison ; the samovar was set up,

a bottle-case unpacked, and half a bottle of rum got out,

and Marie Heinrichovna was requested to do the honors;

all gathered around her. One offered her a clean

handkerchief to wipe her lovely little hands ; another

spread his overcoat under her feet, to keep them from
the dampness ; a third hung his cloak in the window,
to keep away the draught ; a fourth waved the flies

away from her husband's face, so that he would not

wake up.
" Never mind him," said Marie Heinrichovna, smiling

timidly and happily. " He always sleeps sound and
well after he has been up all night."

"Oh, that is all right, Marie Heinrichovna!" ex-

claimed the ofificer. " We must take good care of the

doctor. All things are possible ; and he would hav?
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pity on me, if ever he came to saw off an arm or a leg

for me."
There were only three glasses ; the water was so

muddy that it was impossible to tell whether the tea

were too strong or too weak ; and the samovarchik held

only water enough for six glasses ; but it was all the

more fun to take turns, and to receive, in order of se-

niority, each his glass from Marie Heinrichovna's plump
little hands, though her short nails were not perfectly

clean !

All the officers seemed to be, and were, in love that

evening with Marie Heinrichovna. Even the three

who had been playing cards in the little room made
haste to throw up their hands, and came out to the

samovar, giving way to the common feeling of worship

for Marie Heinrichovna's charms.

Marie Heinrichovna, seeing herself surrounded by

these brilliant and courteous young ^men, fairly beamed
with delight, in spite of all her efforts to hide it, and

her manifest alarm every time her husband, on the bench

back of her, moved in his sleep.

There was only one spoon, while there was a super-

fluity of sugar ; but, as it was slow in melting, it was
decided that she should stir each glass of tea in turn.

Rostof, having received his glass and seasoned it with

rum, asked Marie Heinrichovna to stir it for him.
" But you haven't put the sugar in, have you .^ " said

she, constantly smiling, as if all that she said, and all

that the others said, was as funny as it could be, and

concealed some deep hidden meaning.
" No, I have n't any sugar yet ; all it needs is for you

to stir it with your little hand."

Marie Heinrichovna consented, and began to look for

the spoon, which some one had meanwhile appropriated.
" Stir it with your dainty little finger, Marie Hein-

richovna," said Rostof. " It will make it all the

sweeter
!"

" It 's hot !
" exclaimed Marie Heinrichovna, blushing

with gratification.

Ilyin took a pail of water, and, throwing a little rum
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into it, came to Marie Heinrichovna, begging her to

stir it with her finger.

"This is my cup," said he. *'Just dip your finger in

it, and I will drink it all up."

When the samovar had been entirely emptied, Rostof
took a pack of cards, and proposed to play koroli ^ with

Marie Heinrichovna. Lots were cast as to who should
be first to play with her.

At Rostof s suggestion, the game was so arranged
that the one who became " king " should have the privi-

lege of kissing Marie Heinrichovna's little hand ; while

he who came out prokJivost, or provost, as they called

the loser, should have to start the samovar afresh for

the doctor, when he awoke.
" Well, but supposing Marie Heinrichovna should be

king ? " asked Ilyin.

" She 's our queen anyway. And her word shall be
our law

!

"

The game had hardly begun, before the doctor's di-

sheveled head appeared behind Marie Heinrichovna.

He had been awake for some time, and had overheard

all that had been said ; and it was perfectly evident that

he found nothing very jolly, amusing, or diverting in all

that had been said and done. His face was glum and

sour. He exchanged no greeting with the officers, but

scratched his head, and asked them to make way, so

that he could get out. As soon as he had left the room,

all the officers burst into a roar of laughter, while Marie
Heinrichovna blushed till the tears came, and thereby

became all the more fascinating in the eyes of all those

young men.
On his return from out-of-doors, the doctor told his

wife, who had now ceased to smile that happy smile,

and was looking at him in timid expectation of a scold-

ing, that the storm had passed, and they must go and
camp out in their kibitka, otherwise all their effects

would be stolen.

1 Koroli^ kings, is a South Russian game at cards, somewhat like the

French games of ecarte and trioviphe. The winner is called korol, king,

and can make the other pay a forfeit.
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" But I will send a soldier to stand on guard— two ot

them," said Rostof. "What nonsense, doctor!"
" I '11 stand guard myself," said Ilyin.

" No, gentlemen
;
you have had your rest, but I have

not had any sleep for two nights," said the doctor, and
sat down gloomily next his wife, to wait for the end of

the game.
As they saw the doctor's lowering face bent angrily

on his wife, the officers became more jovial still, and
many of them could not refrain from bursts of merri-

ment, plausible pretexts for which they kept striving to

invent. When the doctor went out, taking his wife with
him, and ensconced themselves in the snug little kibitka

for the night, the officers wrapped themselves up in

their damp cloaks and lay down anywhere in the tavern
;

but it was long before they could go to sleep, because of

the talk that still went on ; some of them recalling the

doctor's jealous fear, and the doktorsha's jollity ; while

others went out on the steps, and came back to report

what was going on in the kibitka.

Several times, Rostof, muffling up his ears, tried to

go to sleep ; but then some one would make a remark,
and arouse his attention ; and again the conversation

would go on, and again they would break out into non-

sensical, merry laughter, as if they were children.

CHAPTER XIV

It was three o'clock in the morning, and no one had
caught a wink of sleep, when the quartermaster made
his appearance with the orders to proceed to the little

village of Ostrovno.

Still chattering and laughing as before, the officers

made haste to get ready ; they again set up the samovar,

with the same dirty water. But Rostof, not waiting for

tea, started off for his squadron.

It was already growing light, the rain had ceased,

the clouds were scattering. It was damp and cold,

especially in damp clothes. As they came out of the
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tavern, Rostof and Ilyin looked at the doctor's leathered

kibitka, the leather cover of which, wet with the rain,

gleamed in the early morning twilight, while the doc-

tor's long legs protruded from under the apron ; and, in

the interior, among the cushions, the doktorsha's night-

cap could be dimly seen, and her measured breathing

heard, as she slept.

" Fact, she 's very pretty !
" said Rostof to Ilyin, who

accompanied him.
" Yes, what a charming woman she is ! " replied the

other, with all the seriousness of sixteen.

Within half an hour, the squadron was drawn up on
the road. The command was heard: "To saddle." The
men crossed themselves, and proceeded to mount. Ros-
tof, taking the lead, gave the command, " Marsch !

" and,

filing off four abreast, the hussars, with the sound of

hoofs splashing in the pools, the clinking of sabers, and
subdued conversation, started along the broad road,

lined with birch trees, and following the infantry and
artillery, which had gone on ahead.

Scattered purplish blue clouds, growing into crimson
in the east, were swiftly fleeting before the wind. It

was growing lighter and lighter. More distinguishable

became the crisp grass which always grows on country
cross-roads; it was still wet with the evening's rain.

The pendulous foliage of the birches, also dripping

with moisture, shook in the wind, and tossed aside the

sparkling drops. Clearer and clearer grew the faces of

the soldiers. Rostof rode along with Ilyin, who was his

inseparable companion; they kept to one side of the

road, which led between a double row of birches.

Rostof, during this campaign, had permitted himself

to ride a Cossack horse, instead of his regular horse of

the line. Being both a connoisseur and a huntsman, he
had recently selected a strong, mettlesome, dun-colored

pony, from the Don, which no one could think of match-
ing in a race. It was a perfect delight for Rostof to

ride on this steed. His thoughts now ran on horses,

the beauty of the morning, the doctor's wife, and not

once did he dream of danger being near.
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In days gone by, Rostof, on approaching an engage-

ment, would have felt a pang of dismay; now he expe-

rienced not the slightest sensation of timidity. He was
devoid of all fear, not because he was wonted to fire—
it is impossible to become wonted to danger— but

rather because he had learned to control his heart in

the presence of danger. On going into an engagement,
he had accustomed himself to think about everything

except the one thing which would have been most
absorbing of all— the impending peril. In spite of all

his efforts, in spite of all his self-reproaches for his

cowardice, during the first term of his service, he had
not been able to reach this point; but in the course of

years it had come of itself. He rode now with Ilyin,

side by side, between the birch trees, occasionally tear-

ing off a leaf from a down-hanging branch, occasionally

prodding the horse in the groin, occasionally, not even
turning round, handing his exhausted pipe to the hussar

just behind him, with such a calm and unconcerned
appearance that one would have thought he was riding

for pleasure.

He felt a pang of pity to look at Ilyin's excited face,

as he rode along, talking fast and nervously. He knew
from experience that painful state of mind at the expec-

tation of danger and death which the young cornet was
now experiencing, and he knew that nothing but time
could cure him.

As soon as the sun came into sight, in the clear strip

of sky below the clouds, the wind died down, as if it

dared not mar in the slightest degree the perfect beauty
of the summer morning after the storm; the raindrops

were still falling, but now perpendicularly— and all was
calm and still.

The sun came up, showed himself on the horizon, and
then disappeared behind a long, narrow cloud. But, in

the course of a few minutes, it burst forth brighter than
ever on the upper edge of the cloud, cutting its edge.

The world was full of light' and brilliancy. And sim-

ultaneously with this burst of light, and as if saluting it,

pealed the reports of cannon toward the front.



WAR AND PEACE 77

Rostof had no time to calculate and decide how
far distant these cannon-shots were, when an aide

from Count Ostermann-Tolstof came galloping up from
Vitebsk, with the order to advance with all speed.

The squadron outstripped the infantry and artillery,

winch were also hurrying forward, plunged down a hill,

and, dashing through a village deserted by its inhabi-

tants, galloped up a slope at the other side. The horses

were all of a lather, the men were flushed.

"Halt! Dress ranks," rang out the command of the

division leader, at the front. "Guide left! Shagom
marsch!" (that is, forward at a footpace) again rang
the command. And the hussars rode along the line of

the troops toward the left flank of the position, and
drew rein just behind the Russian Uhlans, who were in

the front rank. At the right stood the Russian infantry,

in a solid mass ; they were the reserves ; higher up on
the slope could be seen in the clear, clear atmosphere
our cannon shining in the slanting rays of the bright

morning sun, on the very horizon.

Forward, beyond a ravine, were heard our infantry,

already involved in the action, and merrily exchanging
shots with the enemy.

Rostof's heart beat high with joy, as he heard these

sounds which he had not heard for many a long day,

and now seemed like the notes of the jolliest music.

Trap-ta-ta-tap, several shots cracked, sometimes together,

suddenly, then rapidly, one after another.

The hussars stood for about an hour in one place.

The cannonade had also begun. Count Ostermann and
his suite came riding up behind the squadron, and,

drawing rein, had a short conversation with the com-
mander of the regiment, and then rode off toward the

cannon at the height.

As soon as Ostermann rode away, the Uhlans heard
the command :

" In column : make ready to charge !
" ^

The infantry in front of them parted their ranks to

let the cavalry pass. The Uhlans started away, the

pennons on their lances waving gayly, and down the

' V kolonnu, k atakaye strotsya !
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slope they dashed at a trot, toward the French cavalry,

which began to appear at the foot of the slope at the

left.

As soon as the Uhlans started down the slope, the

hussars were ordered to move forward and protect the

battery on the height. While the hussars were stationed

in the position before occupied by the Uhlans, bullets

flew high over their heads, buzzing and humming
through the air.

These sounds, which had not been heard by Rostof
for long years, had a more pleasing arid stimulating

influence than the roar of musketry before. Straight-

ening himself up in the saddle, he scrutinized the bat-

tle-field spread full before his eyes from the height

where he was stationed, and his whole heart followed

the Uhlans into the charge.

They had now flown almost down to the French dra-

goons ; there was a collision in the smoke, and, at the

end of five minutes, the Uhlans were being pressed back,

not in the same place, indeed, but farther to the left.

Mixed in with the orange-uniformed Uhlans, on their

chestnut horses, and behind them, in a compact mass,

could be seei) the blue French dragoons, on their gray
horses.

CHAPTER XV

Rostof, with his keen huntsman's eye, was one of

the first to notice these French dragoons in blue press-

ing back our Uhlans. Nearer, nearer, in disorderly

masses, came the Uhlans, and the French dragoons in

pursuit of them.

Now all could see how these men, dwarfed by the

distance, were jostling one another, driving one another,

and brandishing their arms and their sabers.

Rostof looked down at what was going on, as if he

were present at a hunt. His instinct told him that, if

the hussars could now add their impetus to that of the

Uhlans, the French dragoons could not stand it ; but if
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the blow was to be struck, it was to be done immedi-
ately, on the instant, else it would be too late. He
glanced around ; a captain stationed near him had like-

wise his. eyes fixed steadfastly on the cavalry contest

below.

"Andrei Sevastyanuitch !
" said Rostof. "See, we

might crush them." ....

"
'T would be a dashing piece of work," said the

captain, "but still ...."

Rostof, not waiting to hear his answer, gave spurs

to his horse, dashed along in front of his squadron,

and, before he had even given the word for the
advance, the whole squadron to a man, experiencing

exactly what he had, scoured after him.

Rostof himself did not know how and why he did

this thing. The whole action was as instinctive, as

unpremeditated, as if he had been out hunting. He
saw that the dragoons were near at hand, that they
were galloping forward in disorderly ranks. He knew
that they would not withstand a sudden attack ; he
knew that it was the matter of a single moment, which
would not return if he let it have the go-by. The bul-

lets whizzed and whistled around him so stimulatingiy,

his horse dashed on ahead so hotly, that he could not
but yield. He plunged the spurs still deeper into his

horse's side, shouted his command, and, at that same
instant, hearing behind him the hoof-clatter of his

squadron, breaking into the charge, at full trot, he gave
his horse his head down the hill, at the dragoons. No
sooner had they reached the bottom of the slope than
their gait changed involuntarily from trot to gallop,

growing ever swifter and swifter in proportion as they
approached the Uhlans and the French dragoons who
were driving them back.

The dragoons were close to them. The foremost,

seeing the hussars, started to turn; those in the rear

paused. Feeling as if he were galloping to cut off

an escaping wolf, Rostof, urging his Don pony to his

utmost, dashed on toward the disconcerted French
dragoons. One of the Uhlans reined in his horse; one,
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who had been dismounted, threw himself on the ground
to escape being crushed ; a riderless steed dashed in

among the hussars. Almost all the French dragoons
were now in full retreat.

Rostof, selecting one of them, mounted on a gray

steed, started in pursuit of him. On the way, he found
himself rushing at a bush ; his good steed, without

hesitating, took it at a leap ; and, almost before Ros-
tof had settled himself in his saddle again, he saw that

he should within a few seconds have overtaken the

man whom he had selected as his objective point.

This Frenchman, evidently an officer by his uniform,

bending forward, was urging on his gray horse, striking

him with his saber. A second later Rostof's horse

hit the other's rear with his chest, almost knocking
him over ; and, at the same instant, Rostof, not know-
ing why, raised his saber and struck at the Frenchman.
The instant he did so all Rostof's excitement sud-

denly vanished. The officer fell, not so much from
the effect of the saber-stroke, which had only scratched

him slightly above the elbow, as it was from the col-

lision of the horses and from panic. Rostof pulled

up to look for his enemy, and see whom he had van-

quished. The French officer of dragoons was hopping
along, with one foot on the ground and the other en-

tangled in the stirrup. With his eyes squinting with

fear, as if he expected each instant to be struck down
again, he was looking up at Rostof with an expression

of horror. His pale face, covered with mud, fair and
young, with dimpled chin and bright blue eyes, was
not made for the battle-field— not the face of an en-

emy, but a simple home face.

Even before Rostof had made up his mind what to

do with him, the officer cried : ^^Je me rendsy In spite

of all his efforts, he could not extricate his foot from
the stirrup ; and still, with frightened blue eyes, he
kept gazing at Rostof. Some of the hussars, who had
come galloping up, freed his foot for him, and helped

him to mount. The hussars were coming back in all di-

rections with dragoons as prisoners : one was wounded,
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but, with his face all covered with blood, would not
surrender his horse ; another was seated on the crup-

per of a hussar's horse, with his arm around the man's
waist; a third, assisted by a hussar, was clambering
up on the horse's back.

In front the French infantry were in full retreat,

firing as they went.

The hussars swiftly returned to their position with
their prisoners. Rostof spurred back with the rest,

a prey to a peculiarly disagreeable feeling which op-

pressed his heart. A certain vague perplexity, which
he found it utterly impossible to account for, overcame
him at the capture of that young officer and the blow
which he had given him.

Count Ostermann-Tolstoi met the hussars on their

return, summoned Rostof, and thanked him, saying
that he should report to the sovereign his gallant ex-

ploit and recommend him for the cross of the George.
When the summons to Count Ostermann came, Rostof
remembered that the charge had been made without
orders ; and he was therefore fully persuaded that the

commander called for him to punish him for his pre-

sumptuous action. Consequently Ostermann's flatter-

ing words and his promise of a reward ought to have
been all the more agreeable to Rostof ; but that same
vague, disagreeable feeling still tortured his mind.

** What can it be that troubles me so, I wonder .''

" he
asked himself, as he rode away from the interview.

"Ilyin.'' No, he is safe and sound. Have I anything
to be ashamed of .^ No, nothing of the sort at all." —
It was an entirely different feeling, like remorse. —
" Yes, yes, that French officer with the dimple. And
how distinctly I remember hesitating before I raised my
arm."

Rostof saw the prisoners about to be conducted away,
and he galloped up to them, in order to have another
look at the officer with the dimpled chin. He was sit-

ting, in his foreign uniform, on a hussar's stallion, and
was glancing around uneasily. The wound on his arm
was scarcely deserving of the name. He gave Rostof a

VOL. IV.— 6
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hypocritical smile, and waved his hand at him, as a sort

of salute. Rostof had still the same feeling of awk-
wardness, and something seemed to weigh on I is con-

science.

All that day, and the day following, Rostof's friends

and comrades noticed that he was — not exactly gloomy
or surly, but taciturn, thoughtful, and concentrated.

He drank, as it were, under protest, tried to be alone,

and evidently had something on his mind.

Rostof was, all the time, thinking about his brilliant

exploit, which, much to his amazement, had given him
the cross of the George, and had even given him the

reputation of being a hero ; and he found it utterly in-

comprehensible.

"And so they are still more afraid of us than we are

of them !
" he said to himself. " Is this all there is of

what is called heroism .'' Did I do that for my country's

sake.-* And wherein was he to blame, with his dimple
and his blue eyes .'' And how frightened he was ! He
thought I was going to kill him ! My hand trembled

;

but still they have given me the Georgievsky cross. I

don't understand it at all, not at all
!

"

But while Nikolai' was working over these questions

in his own mind, and still failed to find any adequate
solution of what was so confusing to him, the wheel of

fortune, as so often happens in the military service, had
been given a turn in his favor. He was promoted after

the engagement at Ostrovno, and given command of a

battalion of hussars ; and when there was any necessity

of employing a brave officer, he was given the chance.

CHAPTER XVI

On learning of Natasha's illness, the countess, still

not very well, and weak, went to Moscow, taking Petya
and the whole household ; and all the Rostofs left Marya
Dmitrievna's, and went to their own house, and took
up they" residence in the city.

Natasha's illness was so serious that, fortunately for
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her happiness, and for the happiness of her relatives,

the thought of all that had been the cause of her illness,

her misconduct, and the breach with her betrothed,

were relegated to the background. She was so ill that

it was impossible to take up the consideration of how
far she had been blameworthy in the matter ; for she

had no appetite, and she could not sleep, she lost flesh,

and had a cough, and her condition was critical, as the

doctors gave them to understand.

There was nothing else to be thought of than to give

her all the aid they could devise : the doctors came to

see her, both singly and in consultation ; talked a great

deal in French, in German, and in Latin ; criticized one
another

;
prescribed the most varied remedies adapted

to cure all the diseases known to their science; but it

did not occur to one of them, simple as it might seem,
that the disease from which Natasha was suffering might
be unknown to them, just as every ailment which attacks

mortal man is beyond their power of understanding

:

since each mortal man has his own distinguishing char-

acteristics, and whatever disease he has must, necessarily,

be peculiar and new, complicated and unknown to medi-

cine ; not a disease of the lungs, of the liver, of the skin,

of the heart, of the nerves, and so on, as described in

works on medicine, but an ailment produced from any
one of endless combinations of these organs in disease.

This simple idea could not occur to the doctors (any
more than it could ever occur to a warlock that his in-

cantations were useless), because it is their life-work to

practise medicine, because it is their way of earning
money, and because they spend the best years of their

lives at this business.

But the chief reason why this thought could not occur
to the doctors was because they saw that they were un-

questionably of service; and, in deed and truth, they
were of service to all the Rostof household. They were
of service, not because they made the sick girl swallow

drugs, for the most part harmful, — though the harmful-

ness was of little moment, because the noxious drugs

were given in small quantities,— but they were of ser
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vice, they were needful, they were indispensable— and
this is the reason that there are, and always will be,

alleged " curers,"— quacks, homeopaths and allopaths,

— because they satisfied the moral demands of the sick

girl and those who loved her. They satisfied that eter-

nal human demand for hope and consolation, that de-

mand for sympathy and activity, which a man experi-

ences at a time of suffering.

They satisfied that eternal human demand— notice-

able in a child in its simplest and most primitive form—
to have the bruised place rubbed. A child tumbles, and
immediately runs to its mother or its nurse to be kissed,

and have the sore place rubbed, and its pains are allevi-

ated as soon as the sore place is rubbed or kissed. The
child cannot help believing that those who are stronger

and wiser than he must have the means of giving him
aid for his sufferings. And this hope of alleviation and
expression of sympathy at the time when the mother
rubs the bump are a comfort.

The doctors in Natasha's case were of service, be-

cause they kissed and rubbed the bobo, assuring her

that it would go away if the coachman would only hurry

down to the Arbatskaya apothecary shop and get a

ruble and seventy kopeks' worth of powders and pellets

in a neat little box, and if the sick girl would take these

powders, dissolved in boiling water, regularly every two
hours, neither more nor less.

What would Sonya and the count and the countess

have done if they had looked on without taking any part
;

if there had been no little pellets every two hours, no
warm drinks, no chicken cutlets to prepare, and none
of all those little necessary things prescribed by the

doctor, the observance of which gave occupation and
consolation to the friends .-'

How would the count have borne his beloved daugh-
ter's illness if he had not known that it was going to

cost him some thousands of rubles, and that he would
not grudge thousands more to do her any good ; if he
had not known that .in case she did not recover speedib',

he should not crrudo-e still other thousands in takins: her
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abroad, and then going to the expense of consultations
;

if he had not been able to tell in all its details how
Metivier and Feller had not understood the case, while

Friese had, and Mudrof had still more successfully,

diagnosed the disease ?

What would the countess have done if she could not

have occasionally scolded Natasha because she did not

fully conform to the doctor's orders ?

" You will never get well," she would say, forgetting

her anxiety in her vexation, "if you don't obey the
doctor, and if you don't take your medicine regularly.

You must not treat it lightly, because, if you do, it may
go into pneumonia," the countess would say ; and she
found great consolation in repeating this one word,
which was something incomprehensible for her and
others besides.

What would Sonya have done if she had not had the

joyful consciousness that, during the first part of the

time, she had not undressed for three nights, so that

she might be ready to carry out to the least detail all

the doctor's prescriptions ; and that even now she lay

awake all night, lest she should sleep over the hours
when it was necessary to administer the not very hurt-

ful pellets from the little gilt box ?

Even Natasha herself, who, although she declared

that no medicine could cure her, and that all this was
nonsense, could not help a feeling of gratification that

it was for her they were making so many sacrifices, that

it was she who had to take the medicine at the hours
prescribed. And likewise she felt glad that by her

neglect to carry out the doctor's orders she might show
that she did not believe in medicine, and did not value

her life.

The doctor came every day, felt of her pulse, looked at

her tongue, and, paying no attention to her dejected face,

laughed and joked with her. But afterward, when he had
gone into the next room, and the countess had hastily

followed him, he would pull a serious face and shake
his head dubiously, saying that, though the patient was
in a critical state, still he had good hopes for the efficac}/
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of the last medicine he had prescribed, and that thej>

must wait and see ; that the aihnent was more mental,

but ....

The countess, who had tried as far as possible to

shut her own eyes, and the doctor's, to Natasha's be-

haviour, thrust the gold piece into his hand, and each
time, with a relieved heart, went back to her invalid.

The symptons of Natasha's illness were loss of appe-

tite, sleeplessness, a cough, and a constant state of

apathy. The doctors declared that it was impossible

for her to dispense with medical treatment, and, conse-

quently, she was kept a prisoner in the sultry air of the

city. And, during the summer of 1812, the Rostofs

did not go to their country place.

In spite of the immense quantity of pellets, drops, and
powders swallowed by Natasha, out of glass jars and
gilt boxes, of which Madame Schoss, who was a great

lover of such things, had made a large collection ; in

spite of being deprived of her customary life in the
country,— youth at last got the upper hand : Natasha's
sorrow began to disappear under the impressions of

every-day life ; it ceased to lie so painfully on her heart,

it began to appear past and distant, and Natasha's phys-

ical health showed signs of improvement.

CHAPTER XVII

Natasha was more calm, but not more cheerful.

She not only avoided all the external scenes of gayety,
— balls, driving, concerts, the theater; but, even when
she laughed, it seemed as if the tears were audible back
of her laughter. She could not sing. As soon as she
started to laugh, or essayed, when all alone by herself, to

sing, the tears choked her : tears of repentance, tears of

remembrance, of regret, of the irrevocable happy days

:

tears of vexation that she had thus idly wasted her

young life, which might have been so happy. Laughter
and song especially seemed to her like mockery of her

sorrow.
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She never once thought of coquetry ; it did not even

occur to her to refrain from it. She declared, and she

felt, that at this time all men were for her no more
than the buffoon Nastasya Ivanovna. An inward moni-

tor strenuously interdicted every kind of pleasure. More-
over, she showed no interest, as of old, in that girlish

round of existence, so free of care and full of hope. She
recalled more frequently, and with keener pain than

aught else, those autumn months with the hunting and
the " little uncle," and the holidays with Nikolai" at

Otradnoye. What would she not have given for the

return of even a single day of that vanished time ! But
it was past forever ! She had not been mistaken in

the presentiment she had felt then that that condition

of careless freedom and susceptibility to every pleasant

influence would never more return. But to live was a

necessity.

It was a consolation for her to think, not that she was
better, as she had formerly thought, but that she was
worse, vastly worse, than any one else in the world. But
this was a little thing. She knew it, and asked herself :

" What more is there ? " But there was nothing more in

store for her. There was no further joy in life ; and yet

life went on. Natasha's sole endeavor evidently was that

she might not be a burden to any one, and not to interfere

with any one, while, for her own personal gratification,

she asked for nothing at all. She kept aloof from the

other members of the household, and only with her

brother Petya did she feel at all at ease. She liked to

be with him more than with the others, and sometimes,
when they were alone together, she would laugh. She
scarcely ever went out of the house ; and, of those who
came to call, there was only one man whom she was
glad to see, and that was Pierre.

It could not have been possible for any one to have
shown more tenderness and discretion, and, at the same
time, more seriousness, in his treatment of her, than
did Count Bezukhoi". Natasha unconsciously felt the
spell of this affectionate tenderness, and, accordingly,

she took great delight in his society. But she was not
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even thankful to him for his kindness. Pierre's good-

ness seemed to her spontaneous. It seemed to her that

it was so perfectly natural for Pierre to be kind to every-

one, that he deserved no credit for his goodness. Some-
times Natasha noticed his confusion and awkwardness
in her presence, especially when he was desirous of

doing her some favor, or when he was apprehensive lest

something in their talk might suggest disagreeable

recollections. She noticed this, and ascribed it to his

natural kindness and shyness, which, in her opinion,

as far as she knew, must be shown to all, just as it was
to her.

Since those ambiguous words, "if he were free, he

should, on his knees, sue for her heart and her hand,"

spoken at a moment of such painful excitement on her

part, Pierre had never made any allusion whatever to

his feelings for Natasha ; and, as far as she was con-

cerned, it was evident that those words, so consoling to

her at the time, had had no more meaning to her than

most thoughtless, unconsidered words, spoken for the

consolation of a weeping child. It never entered her

head that her relations with Pierre might lead to love

on her side— much less on his— or even to that form
of tender, self-acknowledged, poetic friendship between
a man and a woman, of which she had known several

examples ; and this, not because Pierre was a married

man, but because Natasha was conscious that between
him and her, in all its reality, existed that barrier of

moral obstacles, the absence of which she had been
conscious of in Kuragin.

Toward the end of the midsummer's fast^ of Saint

Peter, Agrafena Ivanovna Bielova, one of the Rostofs'

neighbors at Otradnoye, came to Moscow to worship at

the shrines of the saints there. She proposed to Natasha
to join in her devotions, and Natasha gladly entertained

the suggestion. Notwithstanding the doctor's prohibi-

tion of her going out early in the morning, Natasha in-

sisted on preparing for the sacrament, and doing so, not

as ic was usually managed at the Rostofs', by listening

1 Saint Peter's day is June 29 (O.S.), July 11 (N.S.).
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to three services in the house, but rather to prepare for

it as Agrafena Ivanovna did, that is, taking the whole
week, without missing a single vespers, mass, or matins.
The countess was pleased with this zeal of Natasha's.

After all the failure of medical treatment, she hoped in

her heart that prayer might prove to be a more power-
ful medicament ; and, though she did it with some ap-

prehension, and concealed it from the knowledge of the
doctor, she yielded to Natasha's desire, and let her go
with Madame Bielova.

Agrafena Ivanovna came at three o'clock in the morn-
ing to arouse Natasha; and yet generally she found her
already wide awake. Natasha was afraid of sleeping
over the hour of matins. Making hasty ablutions, and
humbly dressing in her shabbiest gown and an old

mantle, shivering with the chill of morning, Natasha
would venture out into the empty streets, dimly lighted

by the diaphanous light of early dawn.
In accordance with the pious Agrafena Ivanovna's

advice, Natasha performed her devotions not in her own
parish, but at a church where, according to her, there

was a priest of very austere and lofty life. At this

church there were always very few people, Natasha
would take her usual place with Madame Bielova be-

fore the ikon of the Mother of God, enshrined at the

back of the choir, at the left ; and a new feeling of calm-
ness would come over her before the vast and incompre-
hensible mystery, when, at that unprecedentedly early

hour of the morning, she gazed at the darkened face of

the Virgin's picture, lighted by the tapers burning be-

fore it, as well as by the morning light that came in

through the windows, as she listened to the sounds of

the service, which she tried to follow understandingly.

When she understood it, her personal feeling entered
into and tinged the meaning of the prayer; but when
she could not understand it, it was all the more delicious

for her to think that the very desire to comprehend
everything was in itself a form of pride, that it is im-

possible to comprehend everything, and that all that is

requisite and necessary is to have faith and trust in God,



90 WAR AND PEACE

who at that moment, she was conscious, reigned in her

heart. She would cross herself and bow low; and when
the service was too deep for her comprehension, then
only, horror-stricken at her own baseness, she would
beseech God to pardon her for everything, for every-

thing, and have mercy upon her.

The prayers which she followed with the most fervor

were those expressing remorse. Returning home in the
early hours of the morning, when the only men she met
were masons going to their work, and dvorniks sweeping
the streets, and every one in all the houses was still

asleep, Natasha experienced a new sense of the possi-

bility of being purged of her sins, and the possibility of

a new, pure life and happiness.

During all that week, while she was leading this life,

this feeling grew stronger every day. And the happy
thought of taking the communion— or, as Agrafena,
playing on the word, called it, the communication ^—
seemed to her so majestic that it seemed to her she
should never live till that blessed Sunday.

But the happy day came, and when Natasha, on this

memorable Sunday, returned home in her white muslin

dress, from communion, she, for the first time after many
months, felt tranquil and not burdened by the thought
of living.

When the doctor came that day to see Natasha, he
ordered her to continue taking the last prescription of

powders which he had prescribed a fortnight before.

"Don't fail to take them morning and evening," said

he, evidently feeling honestly satisfied and even elated

at the success of his treatment. " Only be more regular,

please Rest quite easy, countess," said the doctor, in

a jovial tone, skilfully clutching the gold piece in his

plump hands. "She will soon be singing and enjoying
herself. The last medicine has been very, very effica-

cious. She has already gained very noticeably."

The countess looked at her finger-nails, and spat^ as

she returned to the drawing-room with a radiant face.

1 Soobshchitsa, instead oi priobshchitsa. ^ For the omen's sake.
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CHAPTER XVIII

During the first weeks of July, more and more dis-

quieting rumors about the progress of the war began
to be circulated in Moscow : people talked about the

sovereign's appeal to his people, and about the sover-

eign's leaving the army and coming to Moscow. And
as the manifesto and summons were not received in

Moscov/ until the twenty-third of July, exaggerated re-

ports about them and about the position of Russia were
current. It was said that the sovereign was coming
because the army was in a critical position ; it was said

that Smolensk had surrendered, that Napoleon had a

million men, and that only a miracle could save Russia.

The manifesto was received on the twenty-third of

July, on a Saturday, but as yet it had not been pub-

lished ; and Pierre, who was at the Rostofs', promised to

come to dinner the next day, Sunday, and bring the

manifesto and the proclamation, which he would get of

Count Rostopchin.

On that Sunday the Rostofs, as usual, went to mas-s

at the private chapel of the Razumovskys. It was a

sultry July day. Even at ten o'clock, when the Ros-
tofs' carriage drew up in front of the church, the heated
atmosphere, the shouts of peddlers, the bright, light-

colored, summer gowns of the ladies, the dust-covered

leaves of the trees along the boulevard, the sounds of

music, and the white trousers of a regiment marching
by on its way to parade, the rattle of carriages over the

pavement, and the dazzling radiance of the hot sun,

gave the impression of that summer languor, that con-

tent, as well as discontent, with the present which is

always felt with especial keenness on a bright, sultry

day in the city.

In the chapel of the Razumovskys were gathered all

the elite cf Moscow, all the acquaintances of the Ros-
tofs — for that year, as if something unusual were about
to happen, very many of the wealthy families who usually

went off to their country estates had remained in town.
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Natasha, as she walked in with her mother, preceded

by a liveried lackey, who cleared a way through the

throng, overheard a young man making a remark about

her in an overloud whisper.
" That is the Rostova .... the very one !

"

"How thin she has grown ! but still she is pretty.

She heard or thought she heard the names of Kuragin
and Bolkonsky mentioned. However, it often seemed
to her so. It always seemed to her that all who looked

at her were thinking only of what had happened to her.

With pain and sinking at heart, as always in -a throng,

Natasha walked on in her lilac silk dress trimmed with

black lace, and giving the appearance, as women can do,

of being calm and dignified, for the very reason that her

heart was full of pain and shame. She knew that she

was pretty, and she was not mistaken ; but the knowl-

edge did not now give her the same pleasure as before.

On the contrary, it annoyed her above everything of

late, and especially on that bright, hot summer day in

the city.

" Still another Sunday, still another week gone," she

said to herself, as she remembered for what purpose she

was there that day. " And forever the same life that

is not life, and the same conditions in which it used to

be so easy to live in days gone by. I am pretty, I am
young, and I know that now I am good whereas before

I was naughty ; but now I am good, I know," she said

to herself ;
" but it 's all for nothing, that the best, best

years of my life have gone and are going."

She took her place with her mother, and exchanged
greetings with the acquaintances around her. Out of

old habit she noticed the toilets of the ladies ; she criti-

cized the teniLe of one lady who happened to be stand-

ing near her, and the indecorous manner in which she

held her hand as she crossed herself; again she thought

with vexation that the others were probably criticizing

her just as she was criticizing them, and suddenly, as

she heard the sounds of the service, she was horror-

struck at her depravity, she was horror-struck because

her newly acquired purity was again sullied.
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A beautiful-looking, clean, little old man officiated

with that sweet solemnity which has such a majestic
and sanctifying influence upon the hearts of worship-
ers. The "Holy Gate " ^ was closed, the curtain was
slowly drawn, a mysterious, solemn voice on the other
side murmured undistinguishable words. Natasha's
bosom heaved with tears too deep for comprehension,
and she was agitated by a feeling of joy and torment-
ing pain.

" Teach me what I must do, how to direct my life,

how to do right always, always ....
" she prayed in her

heart.

The deacon came out to the ambon, used his thumb
to pull his long hair out from under his surplice, and,

pressing his cross to his heart, began to read in a loud
and solemn voice the words of the prayer.

"Let all the people pray wito the Lord !
"

" Let all the people, all united, without distinctions

of rank, without enmity, but joined together in brotherly

love ....let us all pray," was Natasha's thought.
" For the world to come and the salvation of our

souls !
"

" For the world of the angels and the spirits of all

incorporeal existences, which dwell above us," prayed
Natasha.
During the prayer for the army, she remembered her

brother and Denisof.

During the prayer for those who were traveling on
sea or on land, she thought of Prince Andrei, and prayed
for him, and prayed that God would pardon the wrong
that she had done him.

During the prayer for those who love us, she prayed
for those of her household — her father, her mother,
Sonya ; and now, for the first time, she realized all the
wrong that she had done them, and felt how deep and
strong was her love toward them.
When the prayer for those who hate us was read, she

tried to think of her enemies, and those who hated her,

in order to pray for them. Among her enemies she

^ Tsarskiya dveri.
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reckoned her father's creditors, and all those who had
dealings with him, and every time, at the thoughts of

her enemies and those who hated her, she remembered
Anatol, who had done her such injury, and, although he
had not hated her, she prayed gladly for him as for an
enemy.

Only during the prayer was she able to think calmly

and clearly about Prince Andrei and about Anatol, as

about men toward whom her feelings had been entirely

swallowed up in her fear and worship of God.
When the prayer was read for the imperial family,

and for the Synod, she made a very low bow and
crossed herself, with the thought that if she could not

understand, she at least could not doubt, and conse-

quently must love, the directing Synod, and pray

for it.

Having finished the liturgy,^ the deacon crossed him-
self on the front of his stole, and exclaimed :

—
^^ Let us give ourselves and our bodies to Christ our

Godr
"Let us give ourselves to God," repeated Natasha, in

her own heart. " My God, I give myself up to Thy
will," said she to herself. "I have no wishes, I have no
desires ! Teach me what to do, how to fulfil Thy will

!

Yea, take me, take me !
" cried Natasha, in her heart,

with touching impatience, forgetting to cross herself,

but letting her slender arms drop by her side, and as if

expecting that instantly some viewless Power would
take her and free her from herself, from her sorrows,

desires, shortcomings, hopes, and faults.

The countess many times during the service glanced
at her daughter's pathetic face and glistening eyes, and
besought God to give her His aid.

Unexpectedly, in the middle of the service, and out of

the usual order of things, which Natasha knew so well,

a diachok brought out the wooden stool on which the

priest kneels when he reads the prayers on Trinity Sun-
day, and placed it in front of the " Holy Gates."
The priest came forth in his lilac velvet calotte,

^ ^\\Q yekteniya, or liturgical prayer for the imperial family.
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smoothed his hair down, and with some effort ofot down
on his knees.

All followed his example, looking with perplexity at

one another. It was the prayer which had only just

been received from the Synod, the prayer for the salva-

tion of Russia from the invasion of her enemies.
" Lord God our strength ! God our salvation! " began

the priest, in that clear, undemonstrative, sweet voice,

which the Slavonic clergy only use in their reading, and
which has such an irresistible effect on the Russian heart.

" Lord God of Hosts I God our sahuition ! Protect this day in

Thy infinite mercy and bounty Thy hniiible people^ and charitably

hear us and spare us and have mercy iipon tis. The enemy are
bringing destruction Jtpon Thy land, and zvouldfain make the uni-

verse a wilderness. Rise Thou up against him. This lawless mul-
titude have gathered themselves together to destroy Thine inheritance,

to lay waste Thy holy ferusalem. Thy beloved Russia ; to desecrate

Thy temples, to overturn Thine altars, and to profane our sanctu-

ary. How long, O Lord, how long shall sinners tritimphf How
long shall they be permitted to transgress Thy laws f

" Sovereign Lord ! hear Thou us that cry unto Thee I By Thy
might strengthen Thou our most devout autocrat and ruler, our
great sovereign the Emperor Alexander Favlovitch !, remember his

equity and tneekness ! Requite him for his virtues, and let them be

the safeguard of us, Thy beloved Israel. Bless his counsels, his

undertakings, and his deeds. Establish by Tliine almighty right

hand his realm, and grant him victory over his enemies, as Thou
didst to Moses over Amalek, Gideon over Midian, and David over
Goliath. Protect Thou his armies. Place the brazen bozu iti the

arms of those luho have gone forth to battle in Thy name, and gird
them with strength for the war. Take Thy sword and Thy buckler,

and arise and help us, and put to shame and confusio)i those that

have plotted evil against us, so that they may fly before the faces of
those that trust in Thee as chaff is driven before the wind, and may
Thy fnighty Angel confound them and pursite them. May the net

come upon them without their knowing it, and may the draiight of
fish which they meant to take surround them on all sides, and may
they fall under the feet of Thy slaves, and may they be trampled
under the feet of our warriors O Lord! Thou art able to save in

great things and in small. Thou art Godand no man can do aughl
against Thee.

" God of our fathers I Let Thy bounty and Thy merry guard us

from everlasting to everlasting. Hide not Thy face from 2is ; let

not Thy wrath be kindled against our iniquities ; but in the magni-
tude of Thy mercy and the abundance of Thy grace pardon our latv-

lessness and our sin. Create a clean heart zvithin us, and retiew a
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right spirit in otcr inner parts ; strengthen Thoti ourfaith in Thee;
inspire hope ; kindle true love among us ; arm us ivith a single im-
pulse to the righteous defense of the inheritance which Thou hast
given to us and to our fathers, arid let not the scepter of the ungodly
decide the destiny of those whom Thou hast consecrated.

" O Lord, our God, in Thee do we put our trust, and our hopes

are set on Thee. Let us not despair of Thy inercy, and give a sign,

in order that those who hate us and our Orthodox Faith may be con-

founded and destroyed, and that all nations may see that Thy name
is the Lord, and we are Thy people. Show us Thy mercy, O Lord,
this day, and vouchsafe to us Thy salvation. Rejoice the heart of
Thy slaves by Thy grace ; strike our enemies, and crusii them under
the feet of those that believe in Thee. Tor Thou art the defense, the

succor, and the victory to them that trust in Thee, and to Thee be the

glory— to the Father and to the Son and to the Holy Spirit, as it

was in the begimiing, is now, and ever shall be, world without end.

Atnen.''''

In that condition of spiritual excitement to which
Natasha had attained, this prayer ^ had a very powerful

effect upon her. She listened to every word about " the

victory of Moses over Amalek, of Gideon over Midian,

and David over Goliath, and the laying waste of Thy
Jerusalem," and she prayed to God with that tenderness

of spirit and melting of the heart which she now felt.

But she did not understand very well what she should

pray God for. With all her heart she could join in the

petition for a right spirit, for fortifying zeal with faith

and hope, and stimulating their love.

But she could not pray that the enemy might be
crushed under their feet, because only a few moments
before her only regret was that she had no more of

them, so that she might pray for them.

But at the same time she could not doubt the right-

fulness of the prayer which the kneeling priest had read.

She felt in her heart a genuine and anxious terror at

the thought of the punishment which must befall men
on account of their sins, and especially for her own sins,

and she besought God to forgive them all, and her as

well, and to give them all and her tranquillity and hap-

piness in life.

And it seemed to her that God heard her prayer.

1 The effect of this prayer is enhanced in the original by the dignified

Slavonic, the Church language, in which it is couched.
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CHAPTER XIX

From the day when Pierre, as he left the Rostofs'
with Natasha's look of gratitude still fresh in his mind,
and gazed at the comet stretched across the sky, and
felt that he had made a new discovery, the eternally

tormenting question as to the vanity and folly of all

things earthly had ceased to occupy his thoughts. This
terrible question, IV/ijy? WJiereforef which before had
come up before him amid every occupation, had now
merged itself for him, not into another problem, and not
into any answer to his question, but into her image.

Whether he listened or took the lead himself in trivial

conversations, whether he read or heard about the base-

ness and absurdity of men, he no longer felt that sense
of horror as before ; he did not ask himself what caused
men to struggle so, when life was so short and incom-
prehensible, but he recalled how she looked when he
saw her the last time, and all his doubts vanished, not

because she had given the answer to his questions, but
because her image instantly lifted him into another
realm, serene and full of spiritual activity, where there

could be no question of right or wrong— the realm of

beauty and love which alone makes life worth living.

Whatever baseness in life might be brought to his atten-

tion, he would say to himself:—
" Well, then, let N. N. plunder the government and

the Tsar, and let the government and the Tsar load him
with honors; but sJie smiled on me last evening, and
asked me to come again, and I love her, and no one
shall ever know it!

"

And his soul became calm and clear.

Pierre continued as before to go into gay society, and
drank heavily, and led the same idle and dissipated life,

for the reason that at such times as he was not able to

spend at the Rostofs' there were still many hours every
day which he had to spend in some manner, and his

habits and acquaintances at Moscow invariably allured

VOL. IV.— 7
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him to this mode of existence, which had such a firm

hold upon him.

But of late, now that the news from the theater of

the war became constantly more and more disquieting,

and now that Natasha's health had fairly begun to im-

prove, and she ceased to arouse in him that former feel-

ing of anxiety and pity, he began to become the prey of

a restlessness which grew more and more incomprehen-

sible. He was conscious that the position in which he

found himself could not last very long, that some catas-

trophe was at hand, which was destined to change his

whole life, and he impatiently sought to find in every-

thing the presages of this imminent catastrophe.

One of the brotherhood of Freemasons had called his

attention to the following prophecy concerning Napo-
leon. It was derived from the Revelation of Saint John.

In the eighteenth verse of the thirteenth chapter of the

Apocalypse it is written :
" Here is wisdom. He that

hath 2inderstanding, let him count the mimber of the

beast ; for it is the number of a man: ajid his number is

six Jumdred and sixty and six!' And the fifth verse of

the same chapter says :
'' Aiid there was given unto him a

mouth speaking great tilings and blasphemies. And there

was given unto him autJiority to do his ivorks duringforty
and two months!'

The letters of the French alphabet when disposed in

accordance with the Hebrew enumeration, which gives

the first nine letters the value of units, and the rest

that of tens, have the following significance :
—

abcdefghiklmnopq r s t u v w x y z

I 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 lo 20 30 40 50 60 70 80 90 100 no 120 130 140 150 160

If the words VEmpereur Napoleon are written letter

for letter with this cipher, the result is that the sum of

these letters amounts to six hundred and sixty-six

;

therefore Napoleon is the beast described in the Apoca-
lypse. Moreover, if you apply to this same alphabetic

cipher the words Quarante deux, that is the time, forty-

two months, during which authority was given to the

beast to speak great things and blaspheme, the sum of
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these letters according to the same scheme will amount
to six hundred and sixty-six, whence it results that Na-
poleon's power was to be allowed to last until the year
1812, when he would have reached the age of forty-

two.

Pierre was greatly amazed by this method of divina-

tion, and he frequently asked himself what could possi-

bly put an end to the power of the beast, that is to say.

Napoleon ; and he made use of the same cipher and
mode of reckoning, in order to find an answer to the
question that he had propounded. Thus he wrote, as
an experiment, VEviperenr Alexandre, and La nation
russe, but the sum of the letters came out either greater
or less than six hundred and sixty-six.

One time, while occupying himself with this enumera-
tion, he wrote his own name, Comte Pierre Besouhoff;^
the sum of the figures did not agree. Then changing
the spelling, substituting z for s, he added the "parti-

cule " de, he added the article le, and still he failed to

attain the desired result.

Then it occurred to him that if the answer desired for

the question was included in his name, it would cer-

tainly have also to include his nationality. He wrote
Le Rnsse Besnhof, and, reckoning up the figures, he
made six hundred and seventy-one. Only five too

much ! Five corresponds to e, the very same e which
was elided in the article before the word " Empereur."
Eliding this e, though it was contrary to the rule, Pierre

found the wished-for answer, VRusse Besnhof, equal to

six hundred and sixty-six.

This discovery excited him. How, by what bond, he
was united to this mighty event foreshadowed in the
Apocalypse he knew not ; but not for an instant did he

^ In the course of " War and Peace>" Pierre's family name appears
under at least three different forms of spelling : Bezukhoi, — which in this

translation is retained throughout,— Bezukhi, and Bezukhof; the Russian
character kh corresponds to ch in German, and is often represented in

French by h. It may be here remarked, also, a propos of the " particule "

de, that the French and German way of representing titled Russians' names
with a de or a 7ion is incorrect; the Russian nobility is dependent on nei-

ther titles nor " particules."
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have any doubt of the bond. His love for Natasha, the

Antichrist, Napoleon's invasion, the comet, six hundred
and sixty-six, VEtnpereiir Napol^oUy and VRiisse Besitliof,

— all taken together, could not fail to ripen and burst

and bring him forth from that enchanted, do-nothing

world of Moscovite habits, in which he felt himself a

prisoner, and carry him to some mighty exploit and
some mighty happiness.

Pierre, on the evening before the Sunday when the

prayer was read, had promised the Rostofs to bring

them from Count Rostopchin, with whom he was on
terms of intimacy, the proclamation to the Russians
and the last news from the army. That morning, on
his arrival at Count Rostopchin's, Pierre found a cou-

rier, who had just come from the army. This courier

was an acquaintance of Pierre's, a regular attendant of

Moscow ball-rooms.
" For God's sake, could n't you help me out .-* " asked

the courier. " I have a whole bagful of letters for friends

and relatives."

Among these letters was one from Nikolai' Rostof to

his father. Pierre took charge of it. Besides this,

Count Rostopchin gave Pierre a copy of the sovereign's

appeal to Moscow, just printed, the last orders to the

army, and his own last "placard." Glancing over the

army orders, Pierre found in one of them, which men-
tioned the names of the killed, wounded, or rewarded,

that Nikolai Rostof had been decorated with a
" George " of the fourth class on account of his gallantry

in the affair at Ostrovno ; and in the same " general

order," the nomination of Prince Andrei" Bolkonsky as

commander of a regiment of Jagers. Although he had
no wish to remind the Rostofs of Bolkonsky, still he
could not restrain the desire to rejoice their hearts by
the news of the reward granted their son ; and so, keep-

ing in his own possession the proclamation, the "plac-

ard," and the other orders, which he proposed to carry

when he went there to dinner, he immediately sent them
the printed order and Nikolai's letter.
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His conversation with Count Rostopchin, whose tone
of anxiety and nervousness struck him, his meeting
with the courier, who had some careless story to tell of

things going ill in the army, the rumors of spies found
in Moscow, and of a paper circulating in the city which
declared that Napoleon by autumn had promised to

occupy both of the Russian capitals, the talk about the
expected arrival of the sovereign on the morrow, — all

this gave new strength to that feeling of excitement
and expectation which had not left him since the night
when the comet had first appeared, and especially since
the outbreak of the war.

The notion of entering the active military service

had, for some time, been much in his mind : and he
would assuredly have done so if, in the first place, he
had not been deterred by the fact that he belonged to

that Masonic fraternity, to which he had bound himself
by a solemn pledge, and which preached eternal peace
and the cessation of war ; and, in the second place,

because, as he beheld the great numbers of the inhab-
itants of Moscow who had donned uniforms and were
preaching patriotism, he was somehow ashamed to do
so. But the chief reason that deterred him from car-

rying out the idea of entering the military service was
to be found in that obscure conception that he, VRusse
Besiihof, who carried with him the number of the beast,— 666, — was destined to take some great part in put-

ting bounds to the power of the beast that spoke great
things and blasphemies ; and that, therefore, he ought
not to undertake anything, but to await and see what
was meant for him to accomplish.

CHAPTER XX

The Rostofs, as usual on Sundays, had some of their
intimate friends to dine with them.

Pierre went early, so as to find them alone.

Pierre had grown so stout this year that he would
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have seemed monstrous had he not been so tall, so

broad-shouldered, and so strong that he carried his

weight with evident ease.

Panting, and muttering something to himself, he hur-

ried up-stairs. His coachman no longer thought of

asking him whether he should wait for him. He knew,
by this time, that when the count was at the Rostofs'

he would stay till midnight. The Rostofs' lackeys

cheerfully hastened forward to take his cloak and re-

ceive his hat and cane. Pierre, from club habit, left his

cane and hat in the anteroom.
The first person whom he saw was Natasha. Even

before he had caught sight of her, and while he was
taking off his cloak in the anteroom, he heard her sing-

ing solfeggii in the music-room.
He knew that she had not sung a note since her ill-

ness, and, therefore, the sounds of her voice surprised

and delighted him. He gently opened the door, and
saw Natasha in the lilac-colored dress, in which she had
been to mass, pacing up and down the room and sing-

ing. She was walking with her back toward him when
he opened the door, but, when she turned short about,

and recognized his stout, amazed face, she blushed, and
came swiftly toward him.

" I want to get into the habit of singing again," said

she. "It is quite an undertaking," she added, as if to

excuse herself.

"And it is splendid!"
" How glad I am that you have come ! I am so happy

to-day," she cried, with something of that old vivacity

which Pierre had so long missed in her. " You know
Nicolas has received the Georgievsky cross. I am so

proud of him !

"

" Certainly ; I sent you the ' order of the day.' Well,

I will not interrupt you," he added, " but I will go into

the drawing-room."
Natasha called him back.
" Count, tell me, is it wrong in me to be singing ?

"

she asked, with a blush, but looking inquiringly into

Pierre's face, without dropping her eyes.
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"No! why?.... On the contrary .... but why did you
ask me }

"

" I am sure I don't know," replied Natasha, quickly
;

"but I did not wish to do anything that you would not

approve. I have such perfect confidence in you ! You
don't know what you are to me, how much you have
done for me ! " She spoke rapidly, and noticed not how
Pierre reddened at these words. "I saw that /le—

I

mean Bolkonsky"-— she spoke this name in a hurried
whisper— "was mentioned in the same order; so then
he is in Russia and serving again. What do you
think .* " she asked, still speaking rapidly, evidently in

haste to finish what she had to say, lest she should
not have the strength necessary to do so— " will he
ever forgive me ? Will he not always bear me ill-

will ? What do you think about it ? What £^0 you
think about it .''

"

"I think...." Pierre began, "I think he has nothing
to forgive If I were in his place....

"

By the force of recollection, Pierre was in an instant

carried back, in his imagination, to that moment when,
in order to comfort her, he had said that if he were the

best man in the world, and free, he would, on his knees,

ask for her hand ; and now the same feeling of pity,

tenderness, and love took possession of him, and the

same words were on his lips. But she did not give him
time to say them.

"Yes, you, jj/<^?/," said she, with a peculiar solemnity,

repeating and dwelling on the pronoun— "you— that

is another thing. I know no man who is kinder, nobler,

better; and there could not be. If it had not been for

you, then, and now too, I don't know what would have
become of me, because...." the tears suddenly filled

her eyes ; she turned around, held her music before her

face, and began to sing her scales, and started to walk
up and down the room once more.

At this moment, Petya came running in from the

drawing-room. Petya was now a handsome, ruddy lad

of fifteen, with thick, red lips, and looked like Natasha.
He was preparing for the university, but lately he and
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his comrade, Obolyensky, had secretly resolved that

they would enter the hussars.

He sprang forward to his namesake, in order to speak
with him about this. He had been begging him to

find out whether he could be admitted to the hussars.

Pierre went into the drawing-room, not heeding the lad.

Petya pulled him by the arm, in order to attract his

attention.
" Now tell me, Piotr Kiriluitch, for Heaven's sake,

how is my business getting on .•* Is there any hope for

us .-* " asked Petya.
" Oh, yes, your business. The hussars, is it ? I will

inquire about it ; I will tell you about it, I will tell you
the whole story this very day."

" Well now, my dear, have you brought the mani-
festo .^ " asked the old count. "The 'little countess'

was at mass at the Razumovskys', and heard the new
prayer. Very fine, they say !

"

"Yes, I have brought it," replied Pierre, "The sov-

ereign will be here to-morrow A special meeting of

the nobility has been called, and they say there is to be
a levy of ten out of every thousand. And I congratu-

late you !

"

"Yes, yes, glory to God. Now tell me what is the

news from the army .-'

"

" We are still retreating. At Smolensk by this time,

they say," replied Pierre.

" My God ! My God !

" exclaimed the count. " Where
is the manifesto ?

"

" The proclamation .-' Oh, yes !

"

Pierre began to search his pockets for the papers, but

could not find them. While still rummaging through
his pockets, he kissed the countess's hand, who, at that,

moment, came in, and he looked around uneasily, evi-

dently expecting to see Natasha, who had ceased to

sing but had not as yet rejoined the others.
" On my word, I don't know what I have done with

them !
" he exclaimed.

" Well, you 're always losing things," exclaimed the

countess,
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Natasha came in with a softened, agitated expression

of countenance, and sat down, looking at Pierre with-

out speaking. As soon as she appeared, Pierre's face,

till then darkened with a frown, grew bright, and though
he was still searching for the papers, he kept looking at

her.
" By Heavens !

^ I must have left them at home. I

will go after them. Most certainly....
"

" But you will be late to dinner."
" Akh ! and my coachman has gone too !

"

Sonya, however, who had gone into the anteroom to

look for the missing papers, found them in Pierre's hat,

where he had carefully stuck them under the lining.

Pierre wanted to read them immediately.
" No, not till after dinner," said the old count, evi-

dently anticipating the greatest treat in this reading.

At dinner, during which they drank the health of the

new knight of St. George in champagne, Shinshin re-

lated all the gossip of the town : about the illness of

the old Princess of Gruzia, and how Metivier had disap-

peared from Moscow, and how they had arrested some
German and brought him to Rostopchin, claiming that

he was a sJiampinion? Count Rostopchin had himself

told the story, and how Rostopchin had commanded
them to let the shampinion go, assuring the people that

he was not a shampinion, but simply an old German
toadstool

!

" They '11 catch it ! they '11 catch it !
" said the count

;

" I have been telling the countess that she must n't talk

French so much. It is not the time to do it now."
" And have you heard .-' " proceeded Shinshin. " Prince

Golitsuin has taken a Russian tutor— to teach him
Russian. It is beginning to be dangerous to speak
French in the street."

"Well, Count Piotr Kiriluitch, if they are going to

mobilize the landwehr, you '11 have to get on horseback,

won't you .-' " asked the old count, addressing Pierre.

' Yei Bogtt.
- French champignon, a mushroom.— Slang term, meaning a French-

man.
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Pierre was taciturn and thoughtful all dinner-time

As if not comprehending, he gazed at the old count

when thus addressed.

"Yes, yes, about the war," said he. "No! what kind

of a soldier should I be ? But, after all, how strange

everything is ! how strange ! I can't understand it

myself. I don't know ; my tastes are so far from being

military, but as things are now no one can answer for

himself."

After dinner the count seated himself comfortably in

his chair, and, with a grave face, asked Sonya, who was
an accomplished reader, to read.

" To Moscow, o?ir chief capital : —
" The enemy has come zvitJi overwhelming force to

invade the boundaries of Russia. He is here to destroy

our beloved fatherland^' read Sonya, in her clear voice.

The count listened with his eyes shut, sighing heavily

at certain passages.

Natasha, with strained attention, sat looking inquir-

ingly now at her father and now at Pierre.

Pierre was conscious of her glance fastened on him,

and strove not to look round. The countess shook her

head sternly and disapprovingly at each enthusiastic

expression contained in the manifesto, for everything

made her see that the danger threatening her son would
not soon pass by.

Shinshin, with his lips formed to a satiric smile, was
evidently making ready to turn into ridicule whatever
first gave him a good opportunity : Sonya's reading, or

what the count should say, or even the proclamation

itself, if that offered him a suitable pretext.

Having read about the perils threatening Russia, the

hopes which the sovereign placed in Moscow, and espe-

cially in its illustrious nobility, Sonya, with a trembling

voice, which was caused principally by the fact that

they were following her so closely, read the following

words :
—

" We shall not be slow to take our place amidst our

people in this capital, and in other cities of our empire, so

as to lead in deliberations and to take the direction of all
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oitr troops, not only those tvhich are at the present time

blocking the ivay of the foe, but also those that are gather-

ing to cause his defeat wherever he may show himself.

And may the destruction in luhich he thinks to involve us

react upon his oivn head, and fjiay Europe, delivered

from servitude, magnify the name of Russia!''

"That's the talk!" cried the count, opening his

moist eyes, and s.everal times catching his breath with

a noise as if a bottle of strong smelling-salts had been
put to his nose ; he went on to say, "Only say the word,

sire, and we will sacrifice everything without a re-

gret!"

Shinshin had no time to utter the little joke which he
had ready at the expense of the count's patriotism be-

fore Natasha sprang up from her place and ran to her

father.

"How lovely he is— this papa of mine!" she ex-

claimed, giving him a kiss ; and then she glanced at

Pierre again with the same unconscious coquetry which
had come back to her together with her animation.

"What a little patriotka^ she is ! " cried Shinshin.
" Not a patriotka at all, but simply ...." began Natasha,

offended. " You turn everything into ridicule, but this

is no joke." ....

"What jokes !
" exclaimed the count. " Let him only

iay the word, and we will all follow.... we are not Ger-

mans or...."

" And did you notice," said Pierre, " that it spoke
* about deliberations '

.-*

"

"Well, whatever he is here for...,"

At that moment Petya, to whom no one had been
paying any attention, came up to his father, and, all

flushed, said, in that voice of his, which was now break-

ing, and v/as sometimes bass and sometimes treble,

" Now, then, papenka, my mind is perfectly made up—
and, mamenka, too, if you please— I tell you both my
mind is made up

;
you must let me go into the mili-

tary service, because I cannot .... and that 's the end
of it." ....

^The feminine of patriot.
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The countess raised her eyes to heaven in dismay,

clasped her hands, and turned severely to her husband:
" Just think what he has said !

"

But the count instantly recovered from his emo-
tion.

" Well, well !
" said he. " A fine soldier you are! A

truce to such folly ! You must study !

"

" It is not folly, papenka. Fedya Obolyensky is

younger than I am, and he is going ; but, even if he
were n't, I could never think of studying now when...."

Petya hesitated, and flushed so that the perspiration

stood out on his forehead, but still finished,— "When
the country is in danger."

" There ! there ! enough of this nonsense !

"
....

" But you yourself just said that we would sacrifice

everything !

"

" Petya ! I tell you hold your tongue !
" cried the count,

glancing at his wife, who had turned white, and was
gazing with fixed eyes at her youngest son.

"But I tell you— and here is Piotr Kirillovitch will

speak about it ....
"

" And I tell you it is all rubbish ! the milk is n't dry
on your lips yet ; and here you are wanting to go into

the army ! Nonsense, I tell you !

"

And the count, gathering up the papers, which he
evidently intended to read over again in his cabinet

before going to bed, started to leave the room.
"Piotr Kirillovitch, come and have a smoke." ....

Pierre was in a state of confusion and uncertainty.

Natasha's unnaturally brilliant and animated eyes fixed

on him steadily rather than affectionately had brought
him into this state.

" No, I think I will go home." ....

" What } Go home } I thought you were going to

spend the evening with us And, besides, you don't

come as often as you did. And this girl of mine ....

said the count, affectionately indicating Natasha, "is

merry only when you are here." ....

"Yes, but I had forgotten something I must cer-

tainly go home Some business .... " said Pierre, hastily.
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"Well, then, good-by," ^ said the count, and he left the

room.
" Why must you go ? Why are you so out of spirits ?

What is it?" asked Natasha, looking inquiringly into

Pierre's eyes.
" Because I love thee !

" was what was on his lips to

say, but he did not say it ; he reddened till the tears

came, and dropped his eyes.
" Because it is better for me not to be here so

much .... because.... No, simply because I have some
business." ....

" What is it .'* No ! Tell me," Natasha began reso-

lutely, but suddenly stopped. The two looked at each
other in dismay and confusion. He tried to smile, but

it was a vain attempt ; his smile expressed his suffer-

ing, and he kissed her hand without speaking, and left

the house.

Pierre decided that he must not visit at the Rostofs'

any more.

CHAPTER XXI

Petya, after the decided repulse which he had re-

ceived, went to his room, and there, apart from every
one, wept bitterly. All pretended, however, not to re-

mark his red eyes, when he came down to tea, silent

and gloomy.
On the following day the sovereign arrived. Several

of the Rostofs' household serfs asked permission to go
and see the Tsar.

That morning it took Petya a long time to dress,

comb his hair, and arrange his collar, so as to make it

look as full-grown men wore theirs. He stood scowling

before the mirror, making gestures, lifting his shoulders
;

and, at last, saying nothing to any one, he put on his

cap, and left the house by the back door, so as not to

be observed.

^ Da svidanya, like au revoir, auf wiederseken.
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Petya had made up his mind to go straight to the

place where the sovereign was, and to give a perfectly

straightforward explanation to one of the chamberlains
— he supposed the sovereign was always surrounded by
chamberlains— and tell him that he, Count Rostof, in

spite of his youth, wished to serve his country, that his

youth could not be an obstacle in the way of devotion,

and that he was ready
Petya, by the time he was all dressed, was well fortified

with fine words which he should say to the chamberlain.

Petya relied for the success of his application to the

sovereign on the very fact that he was a mere child —
he thought even that they would all be amazed at his

youth— and, at the same time, by the arrangement of

his nice little collar, and the combing of his hair, and
his slow and dignified gait, he was anxious to give the

impression of being a full-grown man.
But the farther he went, and the more he was in-

volved in the throngs and throngs of people gathering
around the Kreml, the more he forgot to keep up that

appearance of dignity and moderation which marks the
full-grown man.
As he approached the Kreml, he had a hard struggle

to keep from being jostled ; and this he did by putting
on a decidedly threatening face, and resolutely applying
his elbows to opposing ribs. But at Trinity Gate, in

spite of all his resolutions, the people, who evidently

had no idea what patriotic object brought him to the

Kreml, crushed him up against the wall in such a way
that he had to make a virtue of the necessity, and pause,

while through the gateway rolled the equipages, thun-
dering by under the vaulted arch.

Near Petya stood a peasant woman and a lackey, two
merchants, and a discharged soldier. After standing
some time at the Gate, Petya determined not to wait

until all the carriages had passed, but to push farther

on in advance of the others ; and he began to work his

elbows vigorously ; but the peasant woman, who stood

next him, and was the first to feel the application of

his elbows, screamed at him angrily;—
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" Here, my little barchuk,^ what are you poking me
for ? Don't you see every one is standing still ? Where
are you trying to get to ?

"

"That's a game more than one can work," said the

lackey, and, also vigorously plying his elbows, he sent

Petya into the ill-smelling corner of the gateway.
Petya wiped his hot face with his hands, and tried to

straighten up his collar, which had collapsed with the

perspiration— that collar which, at home, he had so

successfully arranged to look like a man's.

He felt that he now was in an unpresentable state,

and he was afraid that if he went to the chamberlain in

such a plight, he would not be allowed to approach the
sovereign. But to put himself to rights, or to get from
where he was to another place, was an impossibility,

owing to the throng. One of the generals passing by
was an acquaintance of the Rostofs. Petya started to

ask his help ; but he came to the conclusion that that

would not be compatible with manliness.

After all the equipages had passed, the throng burst

through, and carried Petya along with it into the square,

which was also full of the populace. Not the square

alone, but the slopes and the housetops, every available

place, was full of people. As soon as Petya got fairly

into the square, he clearly heard the sounds of the

bells filling all the Kreml, and the joyous shouts of

the people.

At one time there was more room on the square, but
suddenly every head was bared, and the whole mass of

people rushed forward. Petya was so crushed that he
could hardly breathe, and still the acclamations rent the

air: "Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!" Petya got upon his

tiptoes, pushed and pinched, but still he could see

nothing except the people around him.

All faces wore one and the same expression of emotion
and enthusiasm. One woman, a merchant's wife, stand-

ing near Petya, sobbed, and the tears streamed from her

eyes.

* Barchenok, barchuk, is the popular diminutive of baritck, that is to

say, the son of a barin, or nobleman, gentleman.
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" Father ! angel ! batyushka !
" she cried, rubbing the

tears away with her fingers.

" Hurrah ! hurrah !
" resounded on every side.

The throng, for a single instant, stood still in one
place ; then it rushed onward again.

Petya, entirely forgetting himself, set his teeth to-

gether like a wild beast, and, with his eyes starting

from his head, plunged forward, using his elbows, and
shouting " Hurrah !

" at the top of his voice, as if he
were ready and willing that moment to kill himself and
every one else; while on every side of him there were
ever the same wild faces uttering the same shouts

:

" Hurrah ! hurrah !

"

" So, then, that 's the kind of a man the sovereign is !

"

thought Petya. " No, it would be impossible for me to

deliver my petition in person ; it would be quite too

audacious."

Nevertheless, he still struggled desperately forward,

and, just beyond the backs in front of him, he could see

an empty space, with a lane covered with red cloth ; but
at this instant the throng ebbed back ; the police in

front were driving them away from the path of the pro-

cession, which they were incommoding ; the sovereign
was on his way from the palace to the Uspiensky Cathe-
dral, and Petya unexpectedly received such a blow in

the ribs, and was so crushed, that suddenly everything
grew confused before his eyes, and he lost consciousness.

When he came to himself, a strange priest,— appar-

ently a diachok,— in a v/ell-worn blue cassock, and with
a long mane of gray hair, was supporting him with one
arm, and with the other defending him from the pressure
of the throng.

" You have crushed a young nobleman !
" ^ cried the

diachok. " Look out, there ! Easy ! — You have crushed
him ! You have crushed him !

"

The sovereign entered the Uspiensky Cathedral. The
crowd again thinned out a little, and the priest took Petya,

pale and hardly able to breathe, to the Tsar-pushka, or

King of Guns. Several persons expressed their pity

^ Barchenok, nobleman's son.
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for Petya, but then suddenly the throng surged vip against

him again, and he was already involved in the billows of

the mob. But those who stood nearest to him gave him
a helping hand, while others unbuttoned his coat, and
got him up to the top of the cannon, and reviled some
of those who had treated him so brutally.

" Would you crush him to death that way !

"
.... " What

do you mean .''".... "Why, it's downright murder!"....
" See the poor fellow, he 's as white as a sheet !

" said

various voices.

Petya quickly recovered himself, the color returned
to his cheek, his pain passed off, and, as a compensa-
tion for this momentary discomfort, he had his place on
the cannon, from which he hoped to see the sovereign

pass by on his way back. Petya no longer even thought
of preferring his request. If he could only see him, then
he should consider himself perfectly happy !

During the time of the service in the Uspiensky
Cathedral, which consisted of a Te Deum in honor of

the sovereign's arrival, and a thanksgiving for the con-

clusion of peace with Turkey, the throng thinned out,

peddlers of kvas, gingerbread, and poppy seeds— which
Petya specially affected— made their appearance pro-

claiming their wares, and the ordinary chatter of a
crowd was heard.

A merchant's wife was lamenting her torn shawl and
telling how much it had cost her. Another made the

remark that at the present time all sorts of silk stuffs

were dear. The diachok, Petya's rescuer, was disput-

ing with an official as to who and who were assisting

his eminence in the service. The priest several times
repeated the word sobornye} which Petya did not under-

stand. Two young fellows were jesting with some ser-

vant-girls, who were munching nuts.

All these conversations, especially the jokes with the

girls, which ordinarily would have been extremely fasci-

nating to Petya at his age, now entirely failed to attract

his attention. He sat on his coign of vantage— the

^ A Slavonic word signifying that all the clergy of the cathedral (^sobor')

assisted.
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cannon — just as much excited as ever at the thought

of his sovereign and of his love for him. The coinci-

dence of his feehng of pain and terror when they were

crushing him, and his feehng of enthusiasm still more
strengthened in him the consciousness of the impor-

tance of this moment. Suddenly, from the embank-
ment were heard the sounds of cannon-shots, — they

were fired in commemoration of the peace with the

Turks, — and the throng rushed eagerly toward the

embankment to see them fire the cannon.

Petya wanted to go, too, but the priest who had taken

the young nobleman under his protection would not per-

mit it. These guns were still firing when from the

Uspiensky Cathedral came a number of officers, gen-

erals, and chamberlains ; then, more deliberately, came
still others ; again heads were uncovered, and those who
had rushed to see the firing came running back. Last

of all there emerged from the portal of the cathedral

four men in uniforms and ribbons. " Hurrah ! hurrah !

"

shouted the throng.

"Which is he ? Which one ?
" asked Petya, in a tear-

ful voice, of those around him, but no one gave him any
answer ; all were too much preoccupied ; and Petya,

selecting one of these four personages, which he had
some difficulty in doing, owing to the tears of joy that

blinded his eyes, concentrated on him all his enthusiasm
— although it happened not to be the monarch !

— and
shouted " Hurrah !

" in a frenzied voice, and made up his

mind that, the very next day, cost what it might, he
would become a soldier.

The throng rushed after the sovereign, accompanied
him to the palace, and then began to disperse. It was
already late, and Petya had eaten nothing, and the per-

spiration was streaming from him ; still he had no idea

of going home yet, and all through the time that the

sovereign was eating his dinner he stood in front of the

palace with the diminished but still enormous throng,

gazing at the windows of the palace, still expecting

something, and envying the dignitaries who came up
to the doorway to take part in the dinner, and even the
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footmen who were serving the tables and passing swiftly

in front of the windows.
During the dinner Valuyef, glancing out of the win-

dow, remarked to the sovereign:—
"The people are still hoping to have another glimpse

of your majesty."

Just before the banquet was finished, the sovereign
arose, still eating the last of a biscuit, and went out on
the balcony. The throng, Petya in the number, rushed
toward the balcony, shouting, " Angel ! batyushka I

hurrah !

"

" Father !".... cried the people, and Petya also, and
again the women and some of the men of weaker mold— Petya among the number— wept for joy.

A pretty good-sized piece of the biscuit which the

sovereign held in his hand crumbled and dropped on
the railing of the balcony, and from the railing to the

ground. A coachman in a sleeveless coat, standing
nearer than any one else, sprang forward and seized

this crumb. Several of the throng fiung themselves on
the coachman. The sovereign, perceiving this, com-
manded a plate of biscuits to be handed to him, and
began to toss them from the balcony.

Petya's eyes were bloodshot ; the danger of being
crushed to death again threatened him, but he rushed
for the biscuits. He knew not why, but his happiness
depended on having one of those biscuits from the
Tsar's hand, and he was bound he would not give in. He
sprang forward and knocked over an old woman who
was just grasping a biscuit. But the old woman had
no idea of considering herself vanquished, although she
was fiat on the ground, for she held the biscuit clutched

in her fist, and had not dropped it. Petya knocked it

out of her hand with his knee, and seized it, and, as if

fearing that he should be too late, he shouted " Hurrah !

"

with his hoarse voice.

The sovereign retired, and after this the larger part

of the crowd began to separate. " I said there 'd be
something more to see, and so it turned out," said

various voices, joyously, amid the throng.
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Happy as Petya was, it was, nevertheless, a gloomy
prospect for him to go home, and know that all the
happiness of the day was done. Instead, therefore, of

going home, he left the Kreml, and went to find his

comrade, Obolyensky, who was also fifteen years old,

and who also was bent upon going into the army.
When, at last, he reached his home, he clearly and

definitely declared that, if they would not give him their

permission, he would run away. And, on the next day.

Count Ilya Andreyitch, though not fully decided to give

his assent, went to learn in what way some place might
be found for Petya, where he would be least exposed to

danger.

CHAPTER XXII

On the morning of the twenty-seventh, three days
later, a countless throng of equipages were drawn up
in the vicinity of the Slobodsky palace.

The halls were all crowded. In the front room were
the nobles in their uniforms ; in the second room were
the merchants, wearing medals, beards, and blue kaftans.

There was a bustle and movement in the room where
the nobles were gathered. Around a great table, over

which hung a portrait of the sovereign, sat the most
distinguished dignitaries, in high-backed chairs ; but

the majority of the nobles were walking up and down.
All the nobles— the very men whom Pierre was

accustomed to see every day at the club or at their

own homes— were in uniforms; some dating from
Catherine's time, some from Paul's, some in the newer-
fashioned ones that had come in with Alexander, some
in the ordinary uniform of the Russian nobility ; and
those who wore this characteristic uniform, young and
old, no matter how much they differed from one another
in type or how well-known they were, had something
strange and fantastic about them. Especially notice-

able were the old men, dull-eyed, toothless, bald, with

flesh turning to yellow fat, or wrinkled and thin. These,
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for the most part, sat in their places and had nothing to

say ; and if they walked about and talked, they addressed
themselves to men their juniors. Likewise, as in the

faces of the throng which Petya had seen on the Kreml
square, so here these faces wore a most astounding con-

trariety of expressions, the general expectation of some
solemn event, and the usual evening's routine : the party

of Boston, Petrusha the cook, the exchange of greetings

with Zinafda Dmitrievna, and things of the sort.

Pierre, who since early morning had been pinched
into an uncomfortable and too tightly fitting court uni-

form, was present. He was in a high state of excite-

ment ; a meeting extraordinary, not only of the nobility,

but also of the merchant class— a legislative assembly,
^tats g^iieraux— had awakened in him a whole throng
of ideas about the Contrat social, and the French Revolu-
tion— ideas which he had long ago ceased to entertain,

but were, nevertheless, deeply engraven in his mind.
The words of the proclamation which said that the sov-

ereign was coming to his capital, for the purpose of

deliberating with his people, confirmed him in this

opinion. And thus supposing that the important re-

form which he had been long waiting to see introduced

would now be tried, he walked about, looked on, listened

to the conversations, but nowhere found any one express-

ing the ideas that occupied him.

The sovereign's manifesto was read, arousing great

enthusiasm ; and then the assembly broke up into groups,

discussing affairs. Pierre heard men talking, not only

about matters of universal interest, but also about such
things as where the marshals of the nobility should stand

when the sovereign came, when the ball should be
given to his majesty, whether the division should be
made by districts or taking the whole government, and
other questions of the sort. But as soon as the war
became a topic of conversation, or the object of calling

the meeting of the nobility was mentioned, the discus-

sions became vague and irresolute. All preferred to

listen rather than to talk.

One middle-aged man of strikingly gallant bearing,
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and wearing the uniform of a retired officer of the

navv, was talking in one' room, and a group was gath-

ered around him. Pierre joined it and began to Hs-

ten. Count Ilya Andreyitch, in his Voevode's kaftan

of Catherine's time, after making his way through the

crowd, with a pleasant greeting for every one, also

approached this same group, and began to listen, as

he always listened, with his good-natured smile, and
nodding his head to signify that his sentiments were
in accord with the speaker's.

The retired naval man spoke very boldly— as could

be judged by the faces of his listeners, and because
certain of Pierre's acquaintances, well known for their

submissive and gentle natures, turned away from him,

or disagreed with what he said. Pierre forced his way
into the center of this group, listened, and came to

the conclusion that the speaker was genuinely liberal,

but in a very different sense from what Pierre under-

stood by liberality. The naval man spoke in that pe-

culiar, ringing, singsong baritone characteristic of the
Russian nobility, with an agreeable slurring of the R's
and shortening of consonants— a voice, too, fitted to

issue a command.
" Suppose the people of Smolensk have offered to

raise militia for the sove'n. Can the Smolenskites
lay down the law for us ? If the ge'm'en of the Mus-
covite nobil'ty find it neces'y, they can show their de-

votion to their sove'n and emp'r in some other way.
We have n't forgotten the calling out of the landwehr
in '07, have we ? Only rasc'ly priests' sons and plund'r's

got any good from it." ....

Count Ilya Andreyitch, with a shadow of a smile,

nodded his head approvingly.
" And I should like to know if our militia have ever

done the empire any good ? Not the least. They have
merely ruined our farming int'rests. A levy is much
better— for the militia man comes back to you neither

a soldier nor a muzhik, but simply spoiled and good
for nothing. The nobles don't grudge their lives ; we
are perfectly willing to take the field ourselves and
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bring along recruits with us ; the sove'n ^ has only to

speak the word and we will all die for him," added the

orator, growing excited.

Ilya Andreyitch swallowed down the spittle in his

mouth with gratification at hearing such sentiments,

and nudged Pierre, but Pierre also had a strong desire

to speak. He pushed still farther forward ; he felt

that he was excited, but he had no idea what should

cause him to speak, and as yet he had still less idea

of what he was going to say. He had just opened his

mouth to speak when a senatoi', who had absolutely

no teeth at all, but who had a stern, intelligent face,

suddenly interrupted Pierre. He had been standing
near the naval orator. Evidently used to leading in

debate, and holding his own in argument, he spoke
in a low but audible voice :

—
"I suppose, my dear sir," said the senator— the

words sounding thick, owing to his toothless mouth—
" I suppose that we have been summoned here not for

the purpose of deciding whether at the present moment
enlistment of soldiers or levies of militia will be most
beneficial for the empire, but we have been summoned
here to respond to the proclamation which the em-
peror our sovereign has deigned to address to us. And
the decision of the question which is the more advan-

tageous— recruits or militia— we may safely leave to

his supreme autho...."

Pierre suddenly found an outlet for his excitement.

He was indignant with the senator for taking such a

strict and narrow view of the functions of the nobility.

Pierre took a step forward and interrupted the senator.

He himself knew not what he was going to say, but

he began hotly, occasionally breaking out into French
expressions, and when he spoke in Russian, "talking

like a book."
" Excuse me, your excellency," he began. Pierre

was well acquainted with this senator, but now he
felt that it was incumbent upon him to address him
with perfunctory formality. " Although I cannot agree

1 " He pronounced Gostu/ar, gusa'i " .• parenthesis in text.
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with the gentleman...." Pierre hesitated. He wanted
to S2iy Mon trh-Jwnorable preopinant— "with the gen-

tleman— que je n ai pas rhonneur de connaitre— still

I suppose that the nobility have been called together
now not alone to express their sympathy and enthusi-

asm, but likewise to decide on the measures by which
we may aid the fatherland. I suppose," said he, grow-
ing still more animated, " I suppose that the sovereign
himself would have been sorry if he saw in us nothing
but owners of peasants whom we should give him as

meat for— as chair a caii07i— but rather as co— co

—

counsellors ....
"

Several moved away from this group as they noticed

the senator's scornful smile and the excitement under
which Pierre was laboring ; only Ilya Andreyitch was con-

tent with Pierre's deliverance, just as he had been with
the naval man's speech and the senator's, and, as a general

rule, with the last one which he ever happened to hear.
" I suppose that before we decide these questions,"

pursued Pierre, " we ought to ask the sovereign, we
ought most respectfully to ask his majesty, to give us
a full and definite account of how many troops we have,

in what condition they are, and then ....
"

But Pierre was not allowed to finish his sentence ; he
was- attacked from three sides at once. More violently

than by any one else he was assailed by an acquain-

tance of his of very long standing, always well disposed
to him, and frequently his partner at Boston, Stepan
Stepanovitch Adraksin. Stepan Stepanovitch was in

uniform, and either it was the uniform or some other

reason that made Pierre see himself opposed by an
entirely different man from what he had ever known.
Stepan Stepanovitch, with an expression of senile wrath
suddenly flushing his face, screamed out at Pierre :

—
" In the first place I would have you understand that

we have no right to ask the sovereign any such thing,

and in the second place even if the Russian nobility had
such a right, even then the sovereign could not answer
us. The movements of our troops depend upon those

of the enemy.... the troops decrease and increase....
"
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Another man, of medium height, forty years old,

whom Pierre had seen in days gone by at the gipsies',

and knew as a wretched card-player, and who now like

the rest had a wholly changed aspect in his uniform,

interrupted Adraksin : "Yes, and besides it is not the

time to criticize," said the voice of this noble, "but we
must act ; the war is in Russia. The enemy are com-
ing to destroy Russia, to desecrate the tombs of our

sires, to lead into captivity our wives and our children."

— The nobleman struck his chest a ringing blow. —
" Let us all arise, let us all go as one man in defense

of our batyushka, the Tsar !
" he cried, wildly rolling his

bloodshot eyes.

Several approving voices were heard in the throng.

"We Russians will never begrudge our lives for the

defense of the faith, the throne, and the fatherland ; but

we must renounce day-dreams if we are the true sons

of the country. Let us show Europe how Russia can
defend Russia !

" cried a nobleman.
Pierre wanted to make a reply, but he could not say

a word. He was conscious that even the sound of his

voice— independent of the meaning of what he would
say— was less audible than the sound of the excited

nobleman's voice.

Ilya Andreyitch stood just behind the circle, looking

on approvingly ; several applauded the speaker when he
finished, and shouted :

—
"Hear! Hear!"
Pierre was anxious to say that, while he would be

ready to sacrifice himself to any extent, either in money
or in his peasants, still he should like to know how
affairs were situated before he could help, but he found
it impossible to get a word in. Many voices spoke and
shouted all at once, so that Ilya Andreyitch had no
chance even to nod his head in assent to everything,

and the group grew in size, broke asunder, and then

formed again swaying and tumultuous, and moved
across the room toward the great table.

Not only was Pierre prevented from speaking, but he

was rudely interrupted, assailed, and pushed aside, and
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treated as if he were a common foe. This was not

because they were dissatisfied with the sentiments which
he expressed, for they had already forgotten what he
had said after the multitude of other things spoken
since, but what was necessary to excite the throng was
some palpable object of love and some palpable object

of hatred. Pierre had made himself the latter. Many
orators followed the excited nobleman, and all spoke
in the same tone. Many spoke eloquently and with

originality.

The editor of the Russky Vyestnik, Glinka,^ who was
well known, and was greeted with shouts of " The
writer ! the writer !

" declared that hell must contend
with hell ; that he had seen a child smiling at the flash-

ing of lightning and at the crashing of thunder, but that

we should not be like such a child as that.

"No! no! we must not!" was heard approvingly

spoken in the most distant circles.

The throng drifted up to the great table where sat

the septuagenarian notables, old and gray and bald, in

uniforms and ribbons, veterans whom Pierre had seen,

almost without exception, at home with jests in their

mouths or at the club-house playing Boston. The
throng drew near the table, and still the roar of shout-

ing and talk went on. One after the other, and some-
times two at once, pressing up against the high-backed
chairs, the orators spoke their thoughts. Those who
stood in the rear finished saying what any orator had
no time to say to* the end, and filled out the omitted
passages. Others, in spite of the heat and closeness,

racked their brains trying to find some new idea and to

give it utterance. Pierre's friends, the aged notables,

sat and gazed, now at one, now at the other, and the

expression of the majority of their faces merely said

that it was very hot.

Pierre, however, felt intensely excited, and a great

^ Sergyel Nikolayevitch Glinka, born at Smolensk 1776, founded the

Russian Messenger, 1808, which, in 1812, was the very pillar of nationalism;

he also, at his own cost, furnished twenty men for the militia; died 1847,
leaving one hundred and fifty volumes of works.
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desire came over him to have the meeting understand

that he was as ready as the rest to be moved and stirred

by that which was expressed more in the sounds of

their voices and their looks than in the sense of the

words they spoke. He had no intention of renouncing
his convictions, but he somehow felt as if he were in

the wrong, and he wanted to set himself right.

" I merely said that it would be easier for us to make
sacrifices if we could know what was needed," he began
to say, trying to outshout the rest.

A little old man who happened to be standing near

him looked at him, but was immediately attracted by a

shout raised at the other side of the table.

" Yes, Moscow shall be sacrificed ! She shall be the

deliverer !
" some one was shouting.

" He is the enemy of the human race !
" cried another.

" Allow me to speak." ....

** Gentlemen, you are crushing me !
"

....

CHAPTER XXni

At this moment, Count Rostopchin, in a general's

uniform and with a broad ribbon across his shoulder,

with his prominent chin and keen eyes, came into the

room, and swiftly passed through the throng of nobles,

who made way before him,

"Our sovereign, the emperor, will be here immedi-
ately," said Rostopchin. " I have just come from there.

I think that in the position in which we find ourselves

there is very little room for debate. The sovereign has

deigned to call us and the merchant class together,"

said Count Rostopchin. "They in there control mill-

ions,"— he pointed to the hall where the merchants
were,— "and it is our business to arm the militia, and
not to spare ourselves That is the least that we can
do!"
The notables, sitting by themselves at the table, held

a consultation. The whole consultation went more than

quietly. It even seemed melancholy when, after all the
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noise and enthusiasm, these senile voices were heard,

one after the other, saying, " I am content," or, for the
sake of variety, "That is my opinion," and the like.

The secretary of the meeting was bidden to write that

the Moscovites, in a meeting of the nobility, had unani-

mously resolved to follow the example of Smolensk, and
offer a levy of ten men out of every thousand, completely
armed and equipped.

The gentlemen who had been sitting arose, as if freed

from a heavy task, noisily pushed back their chairs, and
stirred about the hall so as to stretch their legs, per-

chance taking the arm of some acquaintance, and talk-

ing matters over.

"The sovereign! the sovereign!" was the cry sud-

denly shouted through the halls, and the whole throng
rushed to the entrance.

Through a broad lane, between a wall of nobles, the
sovereign entered the hall. All faces expressed a rev-

erent and awesome curiosity. Pierre was standing at

some little distance, and could not fully catch all that

the sovereign said in his address.

He comprehended only from what he heard that the
sovereign spoke about the peril in which the country
stood, and the hopes which he placed upon the Mosco-
vite nobility. Some one spoke in response to the sov-

ereign's address, and merely confirmed the resolution

which had just before been engrossed.

"Gentlemen," said the sovereign's trembling voice;

a ripple of excitement ran through the throng, and then
dead silence reigned again, and this time Pierre dis-

tinctly heard the sovereign's extremely agreeable voice,

affected with genuine emotion, saying:—
" I have never doubted the devotion of the Russian

nobility. But this day it has exceeded my expectations.

I thank you in the name of the fatherland. Gentlemen,
let us act — time is more precious than anything....

"

The sovereign ceased speaking; the throng gathered
round him, and on every side were heard enthusiastic

exclamations.

"Yes, precious indeed— the Tsar's word!" said Ilya
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Andreyitch, with a sob ; he had heard nothing, but put
his own interpretation on everything.

The sovereign passed from the hall where the nobles
were into that where the merchants were gathered. He
remained there about ten minutes. Pierre and several

others saw him on his way from their hall with tears of

emotion in his eyes. As was learned afterwards, the

sovereign had hardly begun his speech to the merchants
before the tears had streamed from his eyes, and he had
ended it in a voice broken with emotion. When Pierre

saw him, he was coming out accompanied by two mer-
chants. One was an acquaintance of Pierre's— a stout

leaseholder ; the other was the city provost, a man with
a thin yellow face and a peaked beard. Both of them
were in tears. The thin man wept, but the stout lease-

holder was sobbing like a child, and kept saying :
—

"Take our lives and our all, your majesty !

"

Pierre at this moment felt no other desire than to prove
how little he treasured anything, and that he was ready

to make any sacrifice. He reproached himself for his

speech with its constitutional tendency ; he tried to

think of some means to efface the impression which it

had made. Learning that Count Mamonof had offered

a regiment, Bezukhoi immediately announced to Count
Rostopchin that he would give a thousand men and their

maintenance.
Old Rostof could not refrain from tears when he told

his wife what had been done, and he then and there

granted Petya's request, and went himself to see that

his name was enrolled.

The next day the sovereign took his departure. All

the nobles who had assembled took off their uniforms,

once more scattered to their homes and their clubs, and,

groaning, gave orders to their overseers in regard to the

militia, and marveled at what they had done.



PART TENTH

CHAPTER I

NAPOLEON entered upon the war with Russia
because he could not help going to Dresden,

could not help being befogged with honors, could not

help putting on a Polish uniform, could not help feeling

the stimulating impression of a June morning, could not

help giving way to an outburst of fury in the presence

of Kurakin and afterwards of Balashof.

Alexander declined all negotiations, because he felt

that he had been personally insulted.

Barclay de Tolly strove to direct the troops in the

very best way, so that he might do his duty and win the

renown of being a great commander.
Rostof charged the French because he could not re-

sist the temptation to make a dash across an open field.

And thus acted in exactly the same way, in accordance

with their own natural characteristics, habits, disposi-

tions, and aims, all the innumerable individuals who took

part in this war. They had their fears and their vanities,

they had their enjoyments and their fits of indignation,

and they all supposed that they knew what they were
doing, and that they were doing it for themselves ; but

they were in reality the irresponsible tools of history,

and they brought about a work which they themselves

could not realize, but which is plain for us to see.

Such is the inevitable fate of all who take an active

part in life, and the higher they stand in the hierarchy

&f mankind the less free are they. Now, those who took

part in the events of the year 1812 have long ago passed

from the scene ; their personal interests have vanished

without leaving a trace, and only the historical results

of that time are before us.

126
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Let us now once admit that the armies of Europe,
under the leadership of Napoleon, had to plunge into

the depths of Russia, and there to perish, and all the
self-contradictory, senseless, atrocious deeds of those
who took part in this war become comprehensible
for us.

Providence obliged all these men, who were each striv-

ing to attain his own ends, to work together for the

accomplishment of one tremendous result, of which no
man — neither Napoleon nor Alexander any more than
the most insignificant participant— had the slightest

anticipation.

It is now plain to us what caused the destruction of

the French army in the year 18 12. No one will attempt
to dispute that the cause of the destruction of Napoleon's
French troops was, on the one hand, their plunging into,

tbe depths of Russia too late in the season, and without
sufficient preparation ; and, on the other hand, the

character given to the war by the burning of the Rus-
sian cities, and the consequent awakening in the Russian
people of hatred against the foe.

But at that time not only had no one any idea of such
a thing, — though now it seems so evident,— that an
army of eight hundred thousand men, the best that the

world had ever seen, and conducted by the greatest of

leaders, could only in this way have met with its de-

struction in a collision with an army of half its size,

inexperienced, and under the lead of inexperienced

generals ; not only no one had any idea of sjicJi a thing,

but, moreover, all the exertions of tJie Russians were
systematically directed toward preventing the only thing

that could save Russia, and all the exertions of the French,

in spite of Napoleon's experience and his so-called

military genius, were directed toward reaching Moscow
by the end of the summer— in other words, doing the

very thing which was bound to prove his ruin.

French authors, in their accounts of the year 18 12,

are very fond of declaring that Napoleon felt the risk he
ran in extending his line, that he sought to give battle,

that his marshals advised him to halt at Smolensk.
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And they bring forward other arguments of the sort, to

prove that even then the peril of the Russian campaign

was foreseen.

On the other hand, Russian authors are even more
fond of declaring that, at the very beginning of the cam-

paign, the scheme was already conceived of decoying

Napoleon into the depths of Russia,— after the manner
of the Scythians, — and some ascribe this scheme to

Pfuhl, others to some Frenchman, others again to Toll,

and still others to the Emperor Alexander himself. For
their proof, they cite certain memoirs, suggestions, and
letters, in which it really happens that allusions to some
such mode of action can be found.

But all these allusions, suggesting that what was
done either by the French or the Russians was the re-

sult of calculation, are made to look so at the present

day simply because what actually took place has justi-

fied them.
If the event had not taken place, then these allusions

would have been neglected, just as thousands and mill-

ions of hints and suggestions of entirely opposite char-

acter are now forgotten, though they were all the vogue
at that time, but, having been found to be incorrect, are

forgotten.

The issue of any event whatever is always involved in

so many hypotheses, that no matter how it really turns

some one will be found to say, " I told you it would
happen §o," entirely forgetting that among the number-
less hypotheses others were made which proved to be

perfectly erroneous.

To suppose that Napoleon foresaw the peril of extend-

ing his line and that the Russians thought of alluring

the enemy into the depths of their country, evidently

belongs to this category, and it is only by very forced

reasoning that historians can ascribe such divination to

Napoleon and such schemes to the Russian generals.

All the facts are absolutely opposed to such hy-

potheses.

The Russians throughout the war not only had no
thought or desire to decoy the French into the depths
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of the country, but, on the other hand, everything was
done to prevent them from making the first advance be-

yond their borders; and Napoleon not only had no fear

of extending his line, but he felt a joy amounting to

enthusiasm at every onward movement, and he showed
no such eagerness as in his earlier campaigns to give

battle.

At the very beginning of the campaign our armies are

separated, and our single aim, in which we employ all

our energies, is to unite them, whereas if it had been
our intention to retreat and decoy the enemy into follow-

ing us, there would not have been the slightest advan-

tage in making a junction of the forces.

The emperor is with the army in order to inspire the

troops to defend the Russian land and not to yield an
inch of ground. The enormous fortified camp of the

Drissa is established according to Pfuhl's design, and
there is no thought of retreating. The sovereign re-

proaches the commander-in-chief for every backward
step. The emperor could never have dreamed either of

the burning of Moscow or the presence of the enemy at

Smolensk, and when the armies are united the sover-

eign is exasperated because Smolensk is taken and
burned, and because a general engagement is not de-

livered under its walls.

Such are the sovereign's views, but the Russian gen-

erals and all the Russian people are still more exasper-

ated at the mere suggestion that our forces are falling

back into the interior of the country.

Napoleon, having cut our armies asunder, moves on
into the interior of the country, and neglects several

opportunities for giving battle. In August he is at

Smolensk, and his sole thought is how to advance into

Russia, although, as we see now, this forward move-
ment was certain to be destructive to him.

The facts prove that Napoleon did not foresee the

risk of an advance on Moscow, and that Alexander and
the Russian generals had no idea at that time of decoy-

ing Napoleon, but quite the contrary.

The luring of Napoleon into the heart of the country
VOL. IV.— 9



ijo WAR AND PEACE

was not in accordance with any plan, — for no one
believed in the possibility of such a plan, — but came
about from the complicated play of intrigues, desires,

and ambitions of the men who took part in this war and
had no conception of what was destined to be, or what
would prove, the only salvation of Russia.

Everything proceeds in the most unexpected way.
Our armies are divided at the opening of the campaign.
We try to unite them, with the evident aim of giving bat-

tle and checking the invasion of the enemy ; but in try-

ing to effect this union our troops avoid battle, because
the enemy are stronger, and in our involuntary avoidance
of them we form an acute angle, and draw the French as

far as Smolensk. But it is not enough to say that we
give way at an acute angle, because the French are

moving between our two armies ; the angle grows still

more acute and we retreat still farther because Barclay
de Tolly,^ an unpopular German, is odious to Bagration,

who has to act under his command, and Bagration, the
commander of the other army, endeavors as far as pos-

sible to delay the conjunction, in order not to be under
Barclay's orders.

Bagration long delays the union of the two armies—
though this has been the chief object of all the Russian
generals ; and he does so because he imagines that to

make this march would endanger his troops, and that it

is better for him to draw off farther to the left and south
and harass the enemy on the flank and in the rear, and
recruit his army in the Ukraina.

But this is a pretext. He conceives this plan because
he is anxious not to put himself under the command of

Barclay, the hated German, whose rank is inferior to his

own.

The emperor is with the army to inspire it, but his

presence, and his tergiversation, and the tremendous
throng of his advisers and plans paralyze the energy of

the first army, and it beats a retreat.

1 Barclay de Tolly (1759-1818) was not German, but of the old Scotch
family of Barclay, a branch of which settled in Russia in the seventeenth
century.
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The plan then is to make a stand in the camp at

Drissa, but suddenly Paulucci, who aims to be com-
mander-in-chief, makes such an impression on Alexan-
der by his energy, that Pfuhl's whole plan is abandoned,
and the task is confided to Barclay. But as Barclay is

not able to instil confidence, his power is limited.

The armies are separated ; there is no unity, no head
;

Barclay is unpopular ; but all this confusion, and divis-

ion, and the unpopularity of the German commander-
in-chief produce irresolution and the evasion of an
encounter with the enemy, which would have been in-

evitable if the union of the armies had been accom-
plished, and if Barclay had not been designated as

commander-in-chief, while on the other hand the same
circumstances continually increase the feeling against

the Germans, and more and more arouse the spirit of

patriotism.

Finally, the sovereign leaves the army under the sole

and mdst reasonable pretext that he is needed at the
capital to stir up the people and incite a national war.

And the sovereign's journey to Moscow triples the
strength of the Russian troops.

The sovereign leaves the army in order that he may
not interfere with the power of the commander-in-chief,
and hopes that more decisive measures will be taken.
But the position of the chief of the army grows more
and more confused and helpless. Benigsen, the grand
duke, and a whole swarm of general-adjutants remain
in the army to watch the actions of the commander-in-
chief and to stimulate him to energetic action ; and
Barclay, feeling himself still less free under the eyes of

all these imperial censors} grows still more cautious
about undertaking any decided operation, and carefully

avoids a battle.

Barclay stands on his guard. The tsesarevitch hints

at treason and demands a general attack. Liubomirski,
Brannitski, Wlotzki, and others of their ilk add so
much to all this tumult that Barclay, to rid himself of

them, sends the Polish general-adjutants to Petersburg

1 Glaz gostidarevtiikh : literally, sovereign eyes.
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with pretended messages for the sovereign, and enters

into an open dispute with Benigsen and the grand
duke.

At last, against the wishes of Bagration, the union

of the two armies is effected at Smolensk.
Bagration drives in his carriage to the house occu-

pied by Barclay. Barclay puts on his scarf, comes out

to meet him, and salutes him as his superior in rank.

Bagration, in this conflict of magnanimity, places him-
self under Barclay's command, in spite of his superiority

of rank, but though he takes a subordinate position he
is still less in agreement with him. Bagration, by the

sovereign's express order, makes direct reports. He
writes to Arakcheyef :

—
My sovereign's will be done, but I can never work with the

minister [Barclay]. For God's sake send me where you will,

give me only a single regiment to command, but I cannot stay

here.— Headquarters are full of Germans, so that it is impos-

sible for a Russian to breathe here, and there is no sense in

anything. I thought that I was serving the sovereign and my
country, but I am really serving Barclay. I confess this does
not suit me.

The swarm of Brannitskis, of Winzengerodes, and
others like them, still further poisons the relations be-

tween the two chiefs, and united action becomes more
and more impossible.

They get ready to attack the French at Smolensk.
A general is sent to inspect the position. This general,

hating Barclay, instead of obeying orders, goes to one
of his friends, a corps commander, remains with him all

day, and returns at night to Barclay, to criticize at all

points a field of battle which he has not even seen.

While quarrels and intrigues concerning the battle-

field are in progress, while we are trying to find the

French, because we are ignorant of their whereabouts,
the French encounter Nevyerovsky's division, and ap-

proach the very walls of Smolensk.
It is necessary to accept an unexpected battle at

Smolensk in order to save our communications. The
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battle takes place, thousands of men on both sides are

killed.

Contrary to the wishes of the sovereign and the
people, Smolensk is abandoned. But the inhabitants

of Smolensk, betrayed by their governor, set fire to the
city, and, offering this example to other Russian towns,
take refuge in Moscow, thinking only of their losses,

and kindling hatred against the enemy.
Napoleon advances ; we retreat, and the result is that

the very measure necessary for defeating Napoleon is

employed.

CHAPTER II

On the day following his son's departure. Prince
Nikolai Andreyitch summoned the Princess Mariya.

"There, now, are you satisfied.''" he demanded.
" You have involved me in a quarrel with my son

!

Satisfied.^ That was what you wanted! Satisfied .\...

This is painful, painful, to me. I am old and feeble,

and this was what you wished. Well, take your pleas-

ure in it, take your pleasure in it !

"
....

And after that the Princess Mariya saw no more of

her father for a whole week. He was ill and did not

leave his room.

To her amazement, the princess noticed that during

this illness the old prince did not permit even Mile.

Bourienne to come near him. Only Tikhon was ad-

mitted.

At the end of the week, the prince came out and
began to lead his former life again, occupying himself

with special zeal in his buildings and gardens, but dis-

continuing all his former relations with Mile. Bouri-

enne. His looks and his coolness toward the Princess

Mariya seemed to say to her :
—

'Here, you see, you have lied about me, you have
slandered me to Prince Andrei in regard to my relations

with this Frenchwoman, and you have made me quarrel

with him ; but, you see, I can get along without you or

the Frenchwoman either.'
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One-half of the clay the Princess Mariya spent with

Nikolushka, attending to his lessons ; she herself taught

him Russian and music, and talked with Dessalles ; the

remainder of the day she spent with her books, her old

nurse, and her " God's people," who sometimes came to

see her clandestinely by the backstairs.

The Princess Mariya had such thoughts about the war
as women generally have regarding war. She trembled

for her brother, who was in it ; she was horror-struck

at the cruelty which led men to slaughter each other,

though she had little comprehension of its reality ; but

she did not appreciate the significance of this particular

war, which seemed to her exactly like the wars that had
preceded it.

She did not realize it, although Dessalles, with whom
she was constantly associated, followed its course with

passionate interest, and tried to explain what he felt

about it ; and although the " God's people " who came
to see her brought to her the popular rumors about the

invasion of Antichrist ; and although Julie, now the

Princess Drubetskaya, who had again begun to corre-

spond with her, wrote her patriotic letters from Moscow.

I am going to write to you in Russian, —pa Russki, — my
dear friend [wrote Julie], because I hate all the French, and
their language likewise. I cannot even bear to hear it spoken.

Here in Moscow we are all carried away by our enthusiasm for

our idolized emperor.

My poor husband is enduring hunger and privations at Jew-
ish taverns ; but the tidings which I get from him still farther

excite me.
You have undoubtedly heard of the heroic action of Rayev-

sky, who embraced his two sons, saying, " I will perish with

them, but we will never yield." And, indeed, though the en-

emy was twice as strong as we were, we did not yield.

We spend our time as best we can ; during war, it must be

as during war. Tine Princesses Alina and Sophie spend whole

days with me, and we wretched widows of living husbands,

while raveling lint, have good long talks ; only you, my dear,

are absent.

And so on.
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The principal reason why the Princess Mariya did

not realize the whole significance of this war was that

the old prince never said a word about it, never men-
tioned it, and, at dinner, often laughed at Dessalles, who
would grow eloquent over it. The prince's tone was so

calm and firm that the Princess Mariya believed in him
without question.

All through the month of July, the old prince was
extraordinarily active and energetic. He set out an-

other new orchard, and built a new building for the use
of his household serfs. The only thing that disquieted

the Princess Mariya was that he slept very little, and,

relinquishing his ordinary habit of sleeping in his cabi-

net, he each day changed his sleeping-room. One time
he gave orders to have his camp bedstead set up in the
gallery ; then he would try the sofa, or the Voltaire easy-

chair in the drawing-room, and doze without undressing,

while the lad Petrusha — and not Mile. Bourienne —
read aloud to him ; then, again, he would spend the

night in the dining-room.^

Early in August, he received a second letter from
Prince Andrei. In the first, which came soon after his

departure for the army. Prince Andrei humbly begged
his father's pardon for what he had permitted himself

to say to him, and besought him to restore him to favor.

The old prince had replied to this in an affectionate let-

ter, and it was shortly after that he gave up his intimacy
with the Frenchwoman.

Prince Andrei's second letter, written from near
Vitebsk, after it had been captured by the French, con-

tained a brief account of the campaign, with the plan

of it sketched out, and also his ideas as to the ultimate

issue of it. In the same letter Prince Andrei repre-

sented to his father the inconvenience of his position

so near to the theater of the war, in the very line of

march of the armies, and urged him to go to Moscow.
At dinner that day, hearing Dessalles mentioning the

rumor that the French had already reached Vitebsk, the

old prince remembered his letter from Prince Andrei.

^ This was a characteristic of Napoleon at St. Helena.
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" I had a letter from Prince Anclref to-day," said he.

"Have n't you read it ?
"

"No, mo7i pere,'" replied the princess, timidly. She
could not possibly have read the letter, as she did not

even know that one had been received.
" He writes me about this campaign," said the old

prince, with that scornful smile which had become
habitual with him, and which always accompanied any
mention of the war then in progress.

" It must be very interesting," said Dessalles. " The
prince is in a position to know ....

"

" Ah, very interesting," interrupted Mile. Bourienne.
" Go and fetch it to me," said the old prince to Mile.

Bourienne. " It 's on the little table, you know, under
the paper-weight."

Mile. Bourienne sprang away with eager haste.

"Oh, no," he cried, scowling; "do you go, Mikhail
Ivanuitch."

Mikhail Ivanuitch got up and went into the cabinet.

But, as he did not immediately return with it, the old

prince, uneasily glancing around, threw down his napkin
and went himself.

" He won't be able to find it ; he '11 upset every-

thing."

While he was gone, the Princess Mariya, Dessalles,

Mile. Bourienne, and even Nikolushka silently exchanged
glances. The old prince came hurrying back, accompa-
nied by Mikhail Ivanuitch, and bringing the letter and
a plan ; but instead of letting them be read during the

dinner-time he placed them by his side.

Passing into the drawing-room, he handed the letter

to the Princess Mariya, and, spreading out the plan of

the new building, he began to study it, but at the same
time commanded the Princess Mariya to read the letter

aloud. After she had read it, she looked inquiringly

at her father. He was studying the plan, apparently

immersed in his thoughts.
" What do you think about this, prince .-' " asked Des-

salles, hazarding the question.
" I .... I .-'".... exclaimed the prince, as if he were
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aroused to some disagreeable reality, but still not tak-

ing his eyes from the plan.
" It is quite possible that the theater of the war may

be approaching us."....

" Ha ! ha ! ha ! the theater of war !
" exclaimed the

prince. " I have said, and I still say, that the theater

of the war is in Poland, and the enemy will never ven-
ture to cross the Niemen."

Dessalles looked in amazement at the prince, who
spoke of the Niemen when the enemy was already at the
Dnieper ; but the Princess Mariya, who had forgotten

the geographical position of the Niemen, supposed that

what her father said was correct.

"As soon as the snow begins to thaw they will be
swallowed up in the swamps of Poland. Only they
cannot see it," pursued the old prince, evidently think-

ing of the campaign of 1807, which, as it seemed to

him, had not been so long ago. " Benigsen ought to

have marched into Prussia before this ; then the affair

would have taken another direction." ....

"But, prince," timidly suggested Dessalles, "Vitebsk
is mentioned in the letter." ....

"Ah! in the letter ! ....Yes.... " involuntarily exclaimed
the prince. " Yes .... yes ....

" His face had suddenly
assumed a sour expression. He paused for a moment.
" Yes, he writes that the French were beaten .... near
some river.... what was it ?

"

Dessalles dropped his eyes. "The prince wrote
nothing about that," said he, in a low tone.

" Did n't he, indeed ! Well, I certainly did not imagine
it!"

A long silence ensued.
" Yes.... yes.... Well, Mikhafl Ivanuitch !

" he sud-

denly exclaimed, raising his head and pointing at the

plan of the new building. " Tell me how you propose
to change this.... " Mikhail Ivanuitch drew up to the

table, and the prince, after discussing the plan of the

new edifice, left the room, casting an angry glance on
the Princess Mariya and Dessalles.

The princess noticed Dessalles's confused and won-
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dering look fastened on her father, remarked his silencCj

and was dumfounded at her father having forgotten to

take his son's letter from the drawing-room table ; but

she was afraid to speak or to ask Dessalles the cause

of his confusion and silence, and she was afraid even
to think what it might be.

In the evening, Mikhail Ivanuitch was sent by the

prince for his son's letter, which had been forgotten

in the drawing-room. The Princess Mariya handed
him the letter. And, although it was a trying thing for

her to do, she permitted herself to ask him what her

father was doing.
" He is always busy," replied Mikhail Ivanuitch, with

a polite but sarcastic smile which made the Princess

Mariya turn pale. " He is very much interested in the

new building. He has been reading a little, but just

now," continued Mikhail Ivanuitch, lowering his voice,

" he is at his desk ; he must be working over his ' will.'
"

Latterly, one of the prince's favorite occupations had
been to arrange the papers which were to be left after

his death, and which he called his "will."

"And is he sending Alpatuitch to Smolensk .
J*

" asked
the Princess Mariya.

" He is ; he has been waiting for some time."

CHAPTER III

When Mikhail Ivanuitch returned to the cabinet, he
found the prince sitting at his open bureau, with his

spectacles on and his eyes shaded by an abat-jour. He
was reading by the light of a shaded candle and with

a peculiarly solemn expression, holding very far from

his eyes the manuscript— his Remarks, he called it—
which he wished to have presented to the sovereign

after his death.

When Mikhail Ivanuitch came in, the old prince's

eyes were filled with tears, started by the recoheccion

of the time when he had written what he was now read-

ing:. He snatched the letter from Mikhail Ivanuitci a
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hand, thrust it into his pocket, replaced the manuscript
and summoned the long-waiting Alpatuitch.

He held a sheet of paper on which was jotted down
what he wished to be done at Smolensk, and as he paced
back and forth through the room past the servant stand-

ing at the door, he delivered his instructions.

"First,— do you hear?— letter-paper like this speci-

men, gilt-edged— here 's the pattern so as not to make
any mistake, — varnish, — sealing-wax," — following

Mikhail Ivanuitch's memorandum.
He paced up and down the room, and kept glancing

at the memorandum of purchases.

"Then be sure to give this letter about the deed to

the governor in person."

Then he laid special stress on getting the bolts for

his new edifice, which must be of a special pattern in-

vented by himself. Then a folio was wanted for hold-

ing his "will." It took more than two hours to charge
Alpatuitch with all the commissions, and still the prince

did not let him go. He sat down, tried to think, and,

closing his eyes, fell into a doze. Alpatuitch stirred

uneasily.
" Well, get you gone ! get you gone ! if I need any-

thing more I will send for you."

Alpatuitch left the room. The prince went to the

bureau again, glanced into it, touched the papers with

his hand, closed it again, and, going to his table, sat

down to write his note to the governor.

It was already late when, having sealed the letter, he
got up. He wanted to go to bed, but he knew that he
should not sleep, and that the most miserable thoughts

would haunt him as soon as he lay down. He rang for

Tikhon, and went with him through the rooms, so as to

select the place where to set the bed for the night. He
went about measuring every corner.

There was no place that seemed to please him, but

anything was better than his usual divan in his cabinet.

This divan was terrible to him, apparently on account
of the trying thoughts which passed through his mind
as he lay on it. There was no place that satisfied him,
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but he was best of all pleased with the corner in the
divan-room behind the pianoforte ; he had never before

slept there.

Tikhon and a man-servant brought in the bedstead,

and began to make the bed.
" Not that way ! Not that way !

" cried the prince,

and with his own -hand he pushed it an inch or two-

farther away from the corner, and then nearer again.

"Well, at last I have done everything; let me rest,"

thought the prince, and he commanded Tikhon to un-

dress him.

Painfully scowling at the effort required to take off

his kaftan and pantaloons, the prince at last got un-

dressed, and let himself drop heavily on his bed, and
then seemed lost in thought as he gazed scornfully at

his yellow, shriveled legs. Thought, however, was
absent ; he was merely sluggish about undertaking the
labor of lifting those same legs and getting them into

bed.
" Okh ! what a trial ! Okh ! why must the end of

these labors be so slow in coming ! Why can't you
leave me in peace .-'

" he said to himself. Screwing up
his lips, he, for the twenty-thousandth time, made the
effort, and then lay down. But he was scarcely on his

back before the whole bed suddenly began, with slow
and regular motion, to rock backward and forward, as if

it were heavily breathing and tossing. This thing hap-

pened to him almost every night. He opened his eyes,

which he had just closed.
" No repose ! Curse it !

" he exclaimed, full of fury

against something. "Yes, yes! there must have been
something else of importance, of very great importance,
which I kept till I should go to bed. Was it the bolts }

No, I told him about that. No, it was something that

happened in the drawing-room. The Princess Mariya
had some nonsense to repeat. Dessalles— that idiot!

— made some remark. There was something in my
pocket! I can't remember Tishka ! what were we
talking about at dinner-time.''"

"About Prince Mikhail....
"
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" Hold your tongue !

"

The prince thumped his hand on the table. " Now,
I know ....it was Prince Andrew's letter. The Princess

Mariya read it aloud. Dessalles said something about
Vitebsk. Now, I will read it."

He bade Tikhon fetch him the letter from his pocket,

and place a small table near the bed, with his lemonade
and a wax taper, and, putting on his spectacles, he began
to read. There only, as he read the letter, in the silence

of the night, by the feeble light of the candle under the

green shade, he for the first time for a moment took in

its full significance.
" The French at Vitebsk ! in four marches they can

reach Smolensk ; maybe they are there now. Tishka !

"

Tikhon sprang forward.
" No matter ! Nothing ! nothing !

" he cried.

He slipped the letter under the candlestick, and
closed his eyes.

And there arose before him the Danube, — a brilliant

noonday, — the rushes,— the Russian camp and him-
self, a young general with not a single wrinkle on his

face : hale and hearty, gay and ruddy, going into Potem-
kin's bright-colored tent, and the burning feeling of

hatred against the "favorite" stirs in him now as vio-

lently as it did even then. And he recalls all the words
which were spoken at his first interview with Potemkin.
And his fancy brings up before him again a stout, short

woman, with a fat, sallow face,— matiisJika-iinperatritsa,

— the little mother empress,— her smile, her words of

flattery, when she for the first time gave him audience,

and he remembers her face as it appeared on the cata-

falque, and then the quarrel with Zubof, which took
place over her coffin, over the right to approach her

hand.
" Akh ! would that those old times could return, and

that the present would all come to an end .... soon ....

soon .... that I might at last find rest
!"
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CHAPTER IV

LuisiYA GoRUi, Prince Nikolaf Andreyitch Bolkon-

sky's estate, was situated about sixty versts from Smo-
lensk and three versts from the Moscow highway.

That evening, while the prince was giving Alpatuitch
his commissions, Dessalles asked for a few moments'
talk with the Princess Mariya, and told her that as the

prince, her father, was not very well, and refused to

adopt any measures for their safety, while from Prince

Andrei's letter it was evident that to remain at Luisiya

Gorui was attended with danger, he respectfully advised

her to send a letter by Alpatuitch to the nachalnik of

the government at Smolensk, asking him to let her
know the real state of affairs, and the measure of danger
to which Luisiya Gorui was exposed.

Dessalles wrote the letter for her to the governor,

and she signed it, and it was put into Alpatuitch's hands
with strict injunctions to hand it to the governor, and
in case the danger were urgent to return as soon as

possible.

Having received all his instructions, Alpatuitch, in a
white beaver hat,— a gift of the prince's,— with a cud-

gel exactly like that carried by the prince, went, escorted

by all the servants, to get into the leather-covered ki-

bitka, to which a troika of fat, roan steeds had been
attached.

The duga-bell was tied up, and the little harness bells

were stuffed with paper. The prince would not allow

bells to be used at Luisiya Gorui. But Alpatuitch liked

the sounds of them on a long journey. His fellow-ser-

vants, the zcmsky, or communal scribe, the house clerk,

the pastry cook, and the scullery maid, two old women,
a young groom, the coachman, and a number of other

household serfs accompanied him.

His daughter stuffed back of the seat and under it

some down cushions covered with chintz. His wife's

sister, an old woman, stealthily thrust in a small bundle.

One of the coachmen helped him to get to his place.
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•*' Well, well! women's fussiness ! Oh! women, wo
men !

" he exclaimed, puffing and speaking in the same
short, hurried way as the old prince did ; and he took
his place in the kibitka. Having given his last orders

to the zemsky in regard to the work, Alpatuitch re-

moved his hat from his bald head and crossed himself
thrice— and in this respect he certainly did not imitate

the prince.

"If anything should .... you .... you will hurry back,

Yakof Alpatuitch ; for Christ's sake, have pity on us I

"

screamed his wife, with a covert reference to the rumors
of the war and the enemy.

"Oh, women, women! women's fussiness!" growled
Alpatuitch to himself, and he rode away, glancing
around him at the fields, some of which were covered.
with yellowing rye, others with thick crops of oats still

green, others black where the men were just beginning
to do the second plowing. He rode on, admiring the
summer wheat, which gave an unusually abundant crop

that year ; then he gazed with delight at the rye-fields,

where the reapers were already beginning to work, and
he made mental calculations as to future sowing and
gathering of crops, and wondered if he had forgotten

any of the prince's commissions.
Having stopped twice on the road to bait his horses,

Alpatuitch, on the sixteenth of August, reached the

city.

On the way he met and passed wagon-trains and de-

tachments of troops. As he approached Smolensk, he
heard the sounds of distant firing, but these reports did

not surprise him. He was more surprised than at any-

thing else to see, in the vicinity of the city, tents pitched

in the midst of a magnificent field of oats, which some
soldiers were mowing apparently for the sake of fodder;

this circumstance surprised Alpatuitch, but it quickly

slipped his mind, which was absorbed in his own busi-

ness.

All the interests of Alpatuitch's life had been for

more than thirty years confined to fulfilling the prince's

wishes, and he had never taken a step outside of this
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narrow circle. Everything that did not appertain to

carrying out the prince's directions did not interest

him, and might be said not even to exist for Alpatu-
itch.

Arriving on the evening of August sixteenth at Smo-
lensk, Alpatuitch put up at an inn, kept by the dvornik
Ferapontof, across the Dnieper, in the Gachensky
suburb, where he had been in the habit of making his

headquarters for the past thirty years. Ferapontof,

thirty years before, had, with the connivance ^ of Alpa-
tuitch, bought a piece of woodland of the prince, and
begun to trade, and now he had a home of his own, a

tavern, and a grain-shop in the province. Feropontof
was a stout, dark-complexioned, good-looking muzhik,
of middle age, with thick lips, and a thick, knobbed nose,

and with knobs over his black, scowling brows, and with

a portly belly.

Ferapontof was standing at the street-door of his shop,

in his colored chintz shirt and waistcoat. Catching sight

of Alpatuitch, he came out to meet him.
" Welcome, Yakof Alpatuitch. The people are leav-

ing town, and here you are coming to town !
" exclaimed

the landlord.
" What do you mean } Leaving town ? " asked

Alpatuitch.
" I mean what I say. The people are fools. They 're

all afraid of a Frenchman !

"

" Woman's chatter ! woman's chatter !
" grumbled

Alpatuitch.
" That 's my opinion, Yakof Alpatuitch. I tell 'em

there 's orders not to let Mm in ; so, of course, /le won't

,get in. And yet those muzhiks ask three rubles for a

horse and cart. That is n't Christian of 'em !

"

Yakof Alpatuitch paid little attention to what he said.

He asked for a samovar, and some hay for his horses,

and, after he had sipped his tea, he went to bed.

All night long the troops went tramping by the tavern

along the street. The next morning Alpatuitch put on
his kamzol, which he always wore only in town, and set

1 Legkaya ruka : literally, ' light hand.'
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forth to do his errands. The morning was sunny, and
at eight o'clock it was already hot. A fine day for the

wheat-harvest, as Alpatuitch considered. Beyond the

city the sounds of firing had been audible since early

morning. About eight o'clock a heavy cannonading
made itself heard in addition to the musketry.
The streets were crowded with people hurrying to

and fro; there were many soldiers; but, just as usual,

izvoshchiks were driving about, merchants were stand-

ing at their shop doors, and the morning service was
going on in the churches.

Alpatuitch did his errands at the shops, at the govern-

ment offices, at the post-office, and at the governor's.

At the government offices, at the shops, at the post-office,

everywhere, every one was talking of the war and the

enemy, who was even now making his descent upon the

city. Every one was asking every one else what was to

be done, and every one was trying to reassure every

one else.

At the governor's house, Alpatuitch found a great

throng of people, Cossacks, and a traveling carriage

belonging to the governor. On the doorstep Yakof
Alpatuitch met two of the local gentry, one of whom he
knew. The nobleman whom he knew, a former isprav-

fiik, or district captain of police, was talking with some
heat.

"But I tell you this is no joke!" he was saying.
" It 's very well for a man who is alone. One can en-

dure to be single and poor ; but to have thirteen in your
family, and your whole property at stake ! .... What do
the authorities amount to if they let such things come
on us.'' Ekh ! they ought to hang such cutthroats...."

"There, there! they'll hear you!" said the other.

"What difference does it make to me; let them hear!

Why, we are not dogs
!

" said the ex-ispravnik, and,

looking round, he caught sight of Alpatuitch :
—

" Ah ! Yakof Alpatuitch, what brings you here }
"

" On an errand from his illustriousness to the gov-

ernor," replied Alpatuitch, proudly lifting his head, and
placing his hand in the breast of his coat— which he
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always did when he remembered the prince. " He sent

me to ascertain the position of affairs," said he.

" Well, then, ascertain it," cried the proprietor. " Not
a cart to be had— nothing ! .... There, do you hear that .-'

"

he exclaimed, calling their attention to the direction

in which the firing could be heard. " That 's the pass

they 've brought us to ! ruining us all .... the cutthroats!
"

he muttered again, and turned down the steps.

Alpatuitch shook his head, and went up-stairs. In

the reception-room were merchants, women, chinovniks,

silently exchanging glances. The door into the gov-

ernor's cabinet was opened, and all stood up and crowded
forward. Out of the room hurried a chinovnik, ex-

changed some words with a merchant, beckoned to a

stout chinovnik, with a cross around his neck, to follow

him, and again disappeared behind the door, evidently

avoiding all the glances and questions that followed

him.

Alpatuitch pressed forward, and, when the chinovnik

came out again, placing his hand under the breast of his

overcoat, he addressed the official, and handed him the

two letters.

" For the Baron Asch, from General-in-Chief Prince

Bolkonsky," he said, so solemnly and significantly that

the chinovnik turned round to him and took the letters.

At the end of a few moments the governor summoned
Alpatuitch, and said to him hurriedly :

—
" Inform the prince and the princess that I knew

nothing about it at all. I have been acting in accord-

ance with superior instructions. — Here !
"

....

He gave a paper to Alpatuitch.
" However, as the prince is ill, my advice to him is to

go to Moscow. I am going there myself .... immediately.

Tell him ....

"

But the governor did not finish his sentence ; an

officer, breathless and covered with sweat, came rush-

ing in, and hurriedly said something in French. An
expression of horror crossed the governor's face.

" Go," said he, nodding to Alpatuitch ; and then he

began to ply the officer with questions. Pitiful, fright-
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ened, helpless glances followed Alpatuitch as he came
out of the governor's cabinet. Involuntarily listening

now to the cannonading, constantly growing nearer and
more violent, Alpatuitch hastened back to the inn.

The paper which the governor had given him was as

follows :
—

I assure you that the city of Smolensk is not in the slightest

danger, and it is entirely unlikely that it will be threatened.

I, on the one hand, and Prince Bagration, on the other, shall

effect a junction before Smolensk ; and this will take place on
the 2d instant, and the two armies, with united forces, will de-

fend their fellow-countrymen of the government committed to

your charge, until their efforts shall have driven away the foes

of the fatherland, or until the last warrior shall have perished

from their gallant ranks. You will see from this that you have
a perfect right to calm the inhabitants of Smolensk, since any
one defended by two such brave armies may well be confident

that victory will be theirs.^

The inhabitants were roaming restlessly about the

streets.

Teams, loaded to repletion with domestic utensils,

chairs, clothes-presses, and furniture of every descrip-

tion, were coming out of the courtyard gates of the

houses and proceeding along the streets. At the house
next Ferapontof's stood a number of teams, and the

women were bidding one another good-by, and exchang-
ing parting gossip. The house-dog was barking and
frisking around the heads of the horses.

Alpatuitch, with a brisker gait than he usually took,

went into the courtyard and proceeded directly to the

barn where his team and horses were. The coachman
was asleep ; he aroused him, told him to hitch up, and
went into the house. In the landlord's room were
heard the wailing of a child, the broken sobs of a

woman, and Ferapontof's furious, harsh tones. The
cook, fluttering about the bar-room like a frightened hen,

cried as soon as she saw Alpatuitch :
—

"He's been beating her to death.... been beating

1 Order of the day, from Barclay de Tolly to Baron Asch, the civil gov-

ernor of Smolensk, 1812.
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the missis ! .... He just beat her, and dragged her

round !
"

....

"What made him do it.-'" asked Alpatuitch.
" She begged him to go ! Just like a woman ! 'Take

us away,' says she, 'don't let 'em kill me and the little

ones ; everybody,' says she, ' 's going, and why,' says

she, ' should n't we go too .-*

' And so he began to

beat her. He just thrashed her and dragged her

round !

"

Alpatuitch nodded his head as if he approved, and,

not caring to hear any more about it, went to the room
where his purchases had been left. It was opposite

the landlord's family room.
" You villain, you wretch ! " at this moment cried a

thin, pale woman, with a baby in her arms, and with a

torn kerchief on her head, who came rushing out of that

room, and flew down-stairs into the court.

Ferapontof came out behind her, and when he saw
Alpatuitch, he pulled down his waistcoat, smoothed his

hair, and followed Alpatuitch into the room.
" And so you are going so soon ?

" he asked.

Not paying any attention to this question, and not

looking at the landlord, Alpatuitch, after making a bun-
dle of his purchases, asked how much he should pay for

the accommodation.
" We will settle that by and by. How was it at the

governor's ? " asked Ferapontof. " What was the talk

there .*

"

Alpatuitch replied that the governor had not said any-

thing very decisive to him.
" How can we possibly get away with our things .•"

"

Why, they ask seven rubles to go to Dorogobuzh

!

And I tell you there 's mighty little Christianity about
them !

" said he. " Selivanof made a good thing Thurs-

day, sold some flour to the army at nine rubles a sack.

Say, will you drink some tea.'*" he added.

While the horses were being put to, Alpatuitch and
Ferapontof sipped their tea and talked about the price

of wheat, about the crops, and the splendid weather for

harvest.
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"Well, it seems to be calming down a little," said

Ferapontof, getting up after his three cups of tea.

"Ours must have had the best of it.. They told us

they would not let 'em in. Of course we 're strong

enough. They say Matvyei Ivanuitch Platof drove
eighteen thousand of 'em into the Marina t'other day
and drowned 'em all."

Alpatuitch picked up his purchases and gave them
to the coachman, who came in; then he settled his

account with the landlord. The sound of carriage-

wheels was heard outside the door, the trampling of

the horses, and the jingling of bells, as the kibitka

drove up.

By this time it was far into the afternoon. One side

of the street was in shadow; the other was brightly

lighted by the sun. Alpatuitch glanced out of the

window, and went to the door. Suddenly he heard the

strange sound of a distant whizzing, and a dull thud,

immediately followed by the long reverberating roar of

a cannon, which made the windows rattle.

Alpatuitch went out into the street ; a couple of men
were running down toward the bridge. In various direc-

tions could be heard the whistling and crashing of round
shot, and the bursting of bombshells falling into the

city. But these sounds attracted little attention among
the citizens compared with the roar of the cannonad-
ing heard beyond the city. This was the bombardment
which Napoleon commanded to be opened at five o'clock,

from one hundred and thirty cannon. The people at

first did not realize the significance of this bombard-
ment. The crash of falling shells and cannon-balls at

first wakened only curiosity. Ferapontof's wife, who
had been steadily wailing and weeping in the barn, dried

her tears, and came out to the gates with her baby in

her arms, and gazed silently at the people and listened

to the noise.

The cook and the shop-tender came down to the

gates. All looked with eager curiosity at the projec-

tiles flying over their heads. Around the corner came
several men, talking with great animation.



150 WAR AND PEACE

" What force there was !

" one was saying. " Smashed
the roof and the ceiling all into kindling-wood."

"And it plowed up the ground just like a hog!"
said another.

"It was a good shot! Lively work!" said he, with
a laugh.

"You had to look out mighty sharp and jump, else

't would have smeared you !

"

The people gathered round these men. They stopped
and told how shots had been falling into a house near
them. Meantime, other projectiles, now round shot,

with a pleasant whistling, now shells, with a swift, mel-
ancholy hissing, kept flying over the heads of the people.

But not a single projectile fell near them; all flew over
and beyond. Alpatuitch took his seat in his kibitka.

The landlord was standing at his gates.
" You are showing too much !

" he cried to the cook,

who, with sleeves rolled up above her bare elbows, and
holding up her red petticoat, had gone down to the
corner to hear the news.

" But it was miraculous," she was just saying, but
when she heard the sound of the landlord's voice she
turned round and let her petticoat drop.

Once more, but very near this time, came something
with a whistling sound, like a bird flying toward the
ground; there was a flash of fire in the middle of the
street, a loud, stunning crash, and the street was filled

with smoke.
"You rascal, what did you do that for.^" cried the

landlord, rushing down to the cook.

At the same instant, the pitiful screaming of women
was heard on various sides; a child wailed in terror, and
the people gathered in silence with pale faces round the
cook. Above all other sounds were heard the groans
and exclamations of the cook.

" Of-o-okh ! my darlings! my poor darlings! Don't
let them kill me ! My poor darlings !

"

Five minutes later, not a soul was left in the street.

The cook, whose thigh had been broken by a fragment
of the bomb, was carried into the kitchen. Alpatuitch,
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his coachman, and Ferapontof's wife and children and
the hostler, were cowering in the cellar, with ears alert.

The roar of cannon, the whistle of projectiles, and the

pitiful groans of the cook, which overmastered all else,

ceased not for a single instant. The landlord's wife

rocked and crooned her infant at one moment, and at

the next she would ask in a terrified whisper of all who
came down into the cellar where her husband, who had
remained in the street, was.

The shop-tender came down into the cellar, and re-

ported that her husband had gone with the crowd to the

cathedral to get the wonder-working ikon of Smolensk.
Toward twilight, the cannonade began to grow less

violent. Alpatuitch went out of the cellar and stood in

the doorway. The evening sky, which before had been
cloudless, was now shrouded in smoke. And through
this smoke strangely shone the sickle of the young moon
high in the west. After the cessation of the terrible roar

of the cannon, silence fell upon the city, broken only

by what seemed to be a constantly increasing rumble
of hurrying steps, groans, distant shouts, and the crack-

ling of flames. The cook's groaning had ceased. In
two different directions, volumes of black smoke arose

from the conflagrations and spread over the city. Sol-

diers in various uniforms, mixed all in together, no
longer in orderly ranks, but like ants from a demolished
ant-hill, came running and walking from various direc-

tions down the street. It seemed to Alpatuitch that

some of them were making for Ferapontof's tavern.

Alpatuitch went down to the gates. A regiment march-
ing in serried ranks and hurrying along blocked the

street from side to side.

" The city is surrendered ! Off with you ! off with

you !
" cried an officer who noticed him, and then he

turned to his soldiers :
" Loot the yards if you want,"

he cried.

Alpatuitch went back to the tavern, and, summoning
the coachman, bade him start away. Alpatuitch and
the coachmen were followed by all Ferapontof's house-
hold. When they saw the smoke and the even flames
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of the burning buildings which now began to blaze up
in the gathering gloom, the women, till now perfectly
silent, suddenly unloosed their tongues as they looked
at the conflagrations ; as it were echoing them, rose
similar lamentations at the other end of the street.

Alpatuitch and the coachman, with trembling hands,
straightened the tangled reins and traces under the
shed.

As Alpatuitch drove out of the gates, he saw half a
score of soldiers in Ferapontof's open shop, with loud
discussion, engaged in filling bags and knapsacks with
wheaten flour and sunflower seeds. Just at that time
Ferapontof himself happened to come into his shop
from the street. When he saw the soldiers, he started

to give them some abuse ; but suddenly paused, and,

clutching his hair, he broke out into laughter that was
like a lamentation.

"Take it all, boys. Don't leave any for those devils,"

he cried, grasping the bags himself, and helping to

fling them out into the street. Some of the soldiers,

frightened, ran away ; others still continued to fill their

sacks. Seeing Alpatuitch, Ferapontof called to him:—
" It 's all up with Roosha," ^ he shouted. " Alpatuitch,

it 's all up with us ! I myself helped set the fires All

ruined !

"

Ferapontof started into the courtyard.

The passing regiments so completely blocked the
street that Alpatuitch could not make his way along,

and he had to wait. Ferapontof's wife and family also

were seated in a telyega, waiting for a chance to get
away.

Night had now fully come. The sky was studded
with stars, and occasionally the young moon gleamed
out from behind the billows of smoke. On the slope
down towards the Dnieper, the teams of Alpatuitch and
the landlord, which had at last been slowly advancing amid
the ranks of soldiery and other equipages, were obliged

to halt. A short distance from the cross-roads where
the teams had halted, a house and some shops were

^ He calls it A'asscya instead of Rossiya.
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burning on the side street. The fire was burning itself

out. The flame would die down and lose itself in black
smoke, then suddenly flash forth brilliantly again, bring-

ing out with strange distinctness the faces of the specta-

tors standing on the cross-roads. In front of the fire,

the dark forms of men were darting to and fro, and
above the still audible crackling of the fire were heard
shouts and cries. Alpatuitch, dismounting from his

kibitka, as he saw that he should not be able to proceed
for some time yet, walked down the cross-street to look

at the conflagration. Soldiers were constantly busying
themselves with the fire, passing back and forth, and
Alpatuitch saw two soldiers, in company with another
man in a frieze coat, dragging from the fire some burning
lumber across the street into the next dvor ; others were
adding fagots of straw.

Alpatuitch joined the great throng of people who
were standing in front of a tall warehouse that was one
mass of roaring flames. The walls were all on fire, the
rear had fallen in, the timbered roof was giving way,
the girders were blazing. The throng were evidently

waiting for the roof to cave in. At all events, that was
what Alpatuitch was waiting for.

"Alpatuitch !"

A well-known voice suddenly called the old man by
name.

" Batyushka ! your illustriousness !
" replied Alpa-

tuitch, instantly recognizing the voice of his young
prince.

Prince Andrei', in a riding-cloak, and mounted on a

black horse, was stationed beyond the crowd and looking
straight at Alpatuitch.

" How are you here ?
" he asked.

" Your .... your illustriousness," stammered Alpa-
tuitch, and he sobbed. "Your— your ....I— I .... is ....

are we lost ? Your father....
"

" How are you here .-* " demanded Prince Andrer a

second time.

The flame blazed out again at that moment and
revealed to Alpatuitch his young barin's pale, weary face,
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Alpatuitch told how he had been sent and what difficulty

he had met with in getting out of town.
" But tell me, your illustriousness, are we really

lost ? " he asked once more.

Prince Andreif, without replying, drew out a note-

book, and, spreading it on his knee, hastily penciled

a few lines on a torn leaf. He wrote his sister :
—

Smolensk is abandoned ; Luisiya Gorui will be occupied by
the enemy inside of a week. Go immediately to Moscow.
Send me word as soon as you start, by an express to Usviazh.

Having written this note and handed it to Alpatuitch,

he was giving him some verbal instructions about the

arrangements for the journey of the prince and princess

and his son and the tutor, and how and where to com-
municate with him immediately. He had not had time

to finish these instructions when a mounted staff nachal-

nik accompanied by a suite came galloping up to him.
" You, a colonel .-' " cried the staff nachalnik in a

German accent and a voice that Prince Andrei instantly

recognized. " In your very presence they are setting

houses on fire, and you allow it .'* What is the meaning
of this .'' You shall answer for it !

"

This was Berg, who now had the position of deputy
chief of staff to the deputy chief of staff of the nachalnik

of the infantry corps of the left flank of the first division

of the armyi— a place which was very agreeable and
"in sight," as Berg expressed it.

Prince Andrer glanced at him, and, without replying,

went on with his instructions to Alpatuitch :
—

" Tell them that I shall expect an answer by the

twenty-second, and that if by the twenty-second I do
not get word that they have all gone, I myself shall

be obliged to throw up everything and go to Luisiya

Gorui."
" I— prince, I only spoke as I did," exclaimed Berg,

as soon as he recognized Prince AndreT, " because,

because it is my duty to carry out my orders, and I am

^ Pomyeshckik nachalnika shtaba pomyeshchika nachalnika shtaba na-

chalnika Dlyevava fianka pyekhotnuikh vo'isk pyervoi armii.
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always very scrupulous in carrying them out I beg
you to excuse me," said Berg, trying to apologize.

There was a crash in the burning building. The fire

for an instant died down ; volumes of black smoke rolled

up from the roof. Again there was a strange crashing

sound in the fire and something enormous fell in.

" Urroorooroo !
" yelled the throng, with a roar rival-

ing that of the fallen grain-house, from which now
came an odor like hot cakes, caused by the burning
flour. The flames darted up and sent a bright reflection

over the throng standing around the fire with gleefully

excited or exhausted faces.

The man in the frieze coat waved his arm and cried :
—

" Well done ! she draws well now ! Well done,

boys!"....
" That 's the owner himself," various voices were

heard saying.
" So then," said Prince Andref, addressing Alpatuitch,

"give the message just as I have told you," and, not

vouchsafing a single word to Berg, who silently stood

near, he set spurs to his horse and rode down the side

street.

CHAPTER V

The armies continued to retreat from Smolensk.
The enemy followed. On the twenty-second of August
the regiment which Prince Andrei commanded was
moving along the highroad past the "prospekt" which
led to Luisiya Gorui.

For more than three weeks there had been a hot

spell and drought. Each day cirrus clouds moved
across the sky and occasionally veiled the sun ; but by
evening the heavens were clear again, and the sun set

in brownish purple haze. The only refreshing that the

earth got was from the heavy dew at night. The stand-

ing crops of wheat were parched, and wasted their seed.

The marshes dried up. The cattle bellowed from
hunger, finding no pasturage along the ponds, which
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had shrunk to nothing in the sun. Only at night and
in the depths of the forest, before the dew evaporated,

was there any freshness.

But on the roads, on the highroad where the tr(3ops

were marching, even at night, even in the shelter of

the forests, this coolness was not to be found. The
dew was imperceptible on the sandy dust, which was
more than a quarter of an arshin deep.

At the first ray of dawn the troops were set in mo-
tion. The baggage train and the field-pieces plowed

along noiselessly, sinking almost up to the hubs of the

wheels, and the infantry struggled through the soft,

stifling, heated dust which settled not even at night.

One part of this sandy dust impeded feet and wheels
;

the other arose in the air and hovered like a cloud over

the troops, filling eyes, hair, ears, and nostrils, and

above all the lungs, of men and beasts alike as they

moved slowly along this highway. The higher the sun

rose, the higher rose this cloud of dust ; and, though

the sky was cloudless, the naked eye could endure to

look at the sun through this curtain of fine hot dust.

The sun looked like a great purple ball. There was
not a breath of air stirring, and the men suffocated in

the motionless atmosphere. They tramped along, cov-

ering their noses and mouths with handkerchiefs. If

they reached a village, they rushed pell-mell for the

wells. They fought for water, and drank it every drop

till nothing but mud was left.

Prince Andrei was the commander of the regiment,

and deeply concerned in its organization and the well-

being of his men, and the carrying out of the urgent

orders which had to be given and received. The burn-
• ing of Smolensk and its abandonment marked an epoch

in his life. The new feeling of hatred against the en-

emy made him forget his own personal sorrow. He
devoted himself exclusively to the affairs of his com-

mand ; he was indefatigable in the service of his men
and his subordinate officers, and was courteous to them.

In the regiment they all called him '^ our prince'' \
they

were proud of him and loved him.
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But his kindness and affability were only for his own
men — Timokhin and the like, men who were perfect

strangers to him and his life, men who could not know
him or recall his past ; the moment he fell in with any
of his former acquaintances, his fellow staff-officers, he
immediately became all bristles ; he grew fierce, sar-

castic, and scornful. Everything that served as a con-
nection with the past revolted him, and consequently
in his relations with this former society he simply tried

not to be unjust and to do his duty.

It is true, everything appeared to Prince Andrei
gloomy and even desperate, especially after the eigh-

teenth of August and the abandonment of Smolensk,
— which in his opinion might and should have been
defended— and after his sick father had been forced

to fly to Moscow, and consign to spoliation his too-well-

beloved Luisiya Gorui, which he had taken such pains

to cultivate and settle ; but, in spite of this, thanks to

Prince Andrei's occupation with his regiment, he could

let his mind be engrossed with other thoughts, entirely

disconnected with the general course of events ; namely,
his regiment.

On the twenty-second of August the column of which
his regiment formed a part was opposite Luisiya Gorui.

Prince Andrei', two days before, had received word that

his father, his little son, and his sister had gone to

Moscow. Although there was nothing to call him to

Luisiya Gorui, he determined that it was his duty
to go there, feeling a peculiar morbid desire to enjoy
the bitterness of his grief.

He ordered his horse to be saddled, and started off

to ride to the estate where he had been born and had
spent his childhood.

As he rode by the pond, where generally there were
a dozen chattering women beating and rinsing their

linens, Prince Andrei noticed that it was deserted, and
the little float had drifted out into the middle of the

pond, and was tipped over and half full of water. Prince

Andrei rode up to the gatekeeper's lodge ; but there

was no one near the stone gateway, and the door was



158 WAR AND PEACE

unlocked. The garden paths were already overgrown,

and calves and horses were wandering about the " Eng-
lish park." Prince Andrei went to the orangery ; the

panes of glass were broken ; some of the tubs were
overturned; some of the trees were dried up.

He shouted to Taras, the gardener. No one replied.

Passing around the orangery, he saw that the carved

deal fence was broken down, and the plum trees were
stripped of their fruit. An old muzhik — Prince Andrei
had seen him in his childhood at the gates — was plait-

ing bast shoes as he sat on the green-painted bench.

He was deaf, and did not hear Prince Andrei approach.

He was sitting on the bench which had been the old

prince's favorite seat, and near him, on the branches of

a broken and dried-up magnolia, hung his strips of bast.

Prince Andrei went to the house. Some of the

linden trees in the old park had been felled ; a piebald

mare, with her colt, was browsing in front of the house

itself, among the rose bushes. The window-shutters

were closed. One window only, on the ground floor,

was open. A little peasant lad, catching sight of Prince

Andrei, ran into the house.

Alpatuitch, having got the household away, was the

only one left at Luisiya Gorui. He was sitting in the

house, and reading "The Lives of the Saints." When
he heard that Prince Andrei had come, he came out,

with his spectacles on his nose, buttoning up his clothes,

and hurried up to the prince, and, before he said a word,

burst into tears, kissing Prince Andrei's knee.

Then he turned away, angry at his own weakness,

and began to give him an account of the state of affairs.

Everything of any value and worth had been despatched

to Boffucharovo. One hundred chetverts ^ of wheat had
also been sent ; the crops of hay and corn, which, accord-

ing to Alpatuitch, had been wonderful that year, had
been taken standing and carried off by the troops.

The peasantry were all ruined ; some had gone to

Bogucharovo, a very few were left.

Prince Andrei, without heeding what he said, asked

1 A chetvert is 5.77 bushels.
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when his father and sister had left, meaning when had
they gone to Moscow. Alpatuitch, supposing he knew
that they had gone to Bogucharovo, replied that they
had started on the nineteenth, and then again began to

enlarge on the condition of the estate, and ask what
arrangements he should make.

" Do you order to let them have the oats in return

for a receipt ? We have still six hundred chetverts left,"

said Alpatuitch.
" What answer shall I give him }

" queried Prince
Andrei, looking down at the bald head gleaming in the
sun, and reading in the expression of his face a con-
sciousness that the old man himself realized the incon-

gruity of such questions, but asked them simply for the
sake of drowning his own sorrow.

"Yes, do so," said he.

" If you will deign to notice the disorder in the gar-

den," pursued Alpatuitch ;
" but it was impossible to

prevent it : three regiments came and camped here for

the night. The dragoons especially— I took down the
rank and the name of the commander, so as to lodge a

complaint."
" Well, but what are you going to do } Shall you

remain if the enemy come.-'" asked Prince Andrei".

Alpatuitch, turning his face full on Prince Andrei',

looked at him. And then suddenly, with a solemn
gesture, he raised his hands to heaven. " He is my
protector; His will be done!" he exclaimed.

A throng of muzhiks and household serfs came troop-

ing across the meadow, and approached Prince Andreif

with uncovered heads.

"Well, prashcha'i —-farewell," said Prince Andrei,
bending down to Alpatuitch. " Escape yourself, take
what you can, and tell the people to go to the Riazan
property, or our pod-Moskovnaya."

Alpatuitch pressed up against his leg, and sobbed.
Prince Andrei gently pushed him away, and, giving
spurs to his horse, rode at a gallop down the driveway.
To all appearance as impassive as a fly on the face of

a dear dead friend, still sat the old man, and thumped
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on his shoe-last. Two young girls, with their skirts

full of plums, which they had gathered from the trees,

were coming away from the orangery, and met Prince

Andrei'. When they saw their young barin, the older

of the two girls, with an expression of terror on her face,

seized her little companion by the hand, and the two hid

behind a birch tree, without having time to gather up
the green plums that had fallen from their skirts.

Prince Andrei, with a feehng of compunction, has-

tened to look the other way, so that they might think

he had not seen them. He felt sorry to have frightened

the pretty little girl. He was afraid to look at them,

but, at the same time, he had an overwhelming desire

to do so. A new, joyful, and tranquilizing sense took

possession of him at the sight of these little girls ; he

recognized that there existed other human interests

entirely apart from his, and yet just as lawful as those

with which he was occupied. These two young girls

had evidently only one passionate desire— to carry off

and eat those green plums, and not be found out ; and

Prince Andrei sympathized with them, and hoped for

the success of their enterprise. He could not refrain

from looking back at them once more.

Supposing that their peril was happily past, they had

sprung out from their hiding-place, and, shouting some-

thing in shrill voices, they were running gayly across

the meadow as fast as their bare, sun-burned little legs

would take them.

Prince Andrei felt somewhat refreshed by his digres-

sion from the dusty highroad, where the troops had

been marching. But not very far from Luisiya Gorui

he again struck the main thoroughfare, and found his

own regiment halting on the embankment of a small

pond.
It was about two o'clock in the afternoon. The sun,

shining through the dust like a red ball, was unendurably

hot, and burned his back under his black coat. The
dust still hung like a cloud over the companies while

they halted amid a hum of voices. There was no wind.

As Prince Andreif rode along the embankment, he caught
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the faint scent of the mud and fresh coolness of the pond.

He felt an inclination to take a plunge into the water,

muddy as it was. He gazed at the pond, from which
rose the sounds of shouts and laughter. The little sheet,

muddy, and green with slime, had evidently risen an
inch or two, and was now washing up against the em-
bankment, simply because it was full of human bodies,

— the bare bodies of soldiers floundering about in it,

their white skins making vivid contrast to their brick-

red arms, faces, and necks. All this mass of bare human
flesh was wriggling about, with shouts and laughter, in

that filthy water, like carps flopping in a scoop. This
wriggling carried the name of enjoyment, and for that

very reason it was particularly melancholy.

One light-complexioned young soldier— Prince Andrei'

had already noticed him— of the third company, with a

leather string around his calf, crossed himself, stepped

back a little so as to get a good start, and dived into the

water ; another man, a dark-complexioned non-commis-
sioned officer, with rumpled hair, was up to his middle
in the water, ducking his muscular form, and, snorting

joyfully, was pouring,the water over his head from hands
black even to the wrists. There was a sound of splash-

ing and yelling and grunting.

On the shores, on the embankment, in the pond itself,

everywhere, was the spectacle of white, healthy, muscu-
lar human flesh. The officer, Timokhin, with his short,

red nose, was rubbing himself down with a towel on the

embankment, and was rather ashamed at seeing the

prince ; however, he addressed him :
—

" Pretty good, your illustriousness
;
you ought to try

it," said he.

"Dirty," said Prince AndreY, making up a face.

"We will have it cleared out for you, in a moment."
And Timokhin, still undressed, ran down to the water,

shouting, "The prince wants a bath."
" What prince ? Ours .-'

" shouted various voices, and
all were so zealous that Prince Andrei had some diffi-

culty in appeasing them. He felt that he would much
rather take a bath in a barn.

VOL. IV.— u
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" Flesh, body ! cannon-meat
!

" said he to himself, as

he looked down at his bare body, and he trembled, not

so much from chill as from his aversion and horror, in-

comprehensible even to himself, at the sight of that

monstrous mass of bodies rinsing themselves in that

filthy pond.

On the nineteenth of August, Prince Bagration, at

his encampment of Mikhailovko on the Smolensk high-

way, had written the following letter to Arakcheyef

;

but he knew that it would be read by the sovereign, and,

consequently, he weighed every word to the very best of

his ability :
—

My dear Count Aleksei Andreyevitch :— I suppose the

minister has already reported to you concerning the surrender

of Smolensk to the enemy. It is saddening and painful, and
the whole army are in despair that such an important place

should have been abandoned to no purpose. I, for my part,

personally besought him most earnestly, and at last even wrote
him. I swear on my honor that never before was Napoleon
" in such a box," and he might have lost half of his army, but
he could not have taken Smolensk. Our troops have been and
still are fighting as never before. I held out with fifteen thou-

sand men for more than thirty-five hours, and beat them, but
he was not willing to wait even fourteen hours. It is a shame
and a blot on our army, and methinks he ought not to live in

this world. If he reports that our losses are heavy, it is false—
possibly four thousand, not more than that ; even if it had been
ten thousand, what would it have been ? This is war. But, to

offset it, the enemy lost a host.

What was to prevent him holding out two days longer? With-
out question they would have been forced to give it up ; they
had no water for men and horses. He gave me his word that

he would not give way, but suddenly he sent me word that he
was going to desert the city by night. We cannot make war
in such a way, and we shall soon be having the enemy at

Moscow
There is a rumor prevalent that you are contemplating peace.

Peace ? God forbid ! After all our sacrifices, and after such an
idiotic retreat, the idea of making peace ! You will have all

Russia against you, and we shall all be ashamed of wearing the
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Russian uniform. Since things have gone as far as they have,

we must fight as long as Russia can, and so long as we have a

man alive

It is essential that one man and not two should have supreme
command. Your minister is perhaps excellent in the ministry,

but as a general it is not enough to say that he is bad ! he is

abominable ! and yet in his hands is intrusted the fate of our
whole country

I assure you I am beside myself with vexation ; forgive me
for writing so frankly. It is plain to my mind that any one who
advises peace, and approves of confiding the command of the

troops to the minister, is no true friend to the sovereign, and
wishes to involve us all in a common destruction. And so I

write you the truth. Arm the militia ! Here the minister, in

the most masterly fashion, is conducting his guests to the

capital.

Mr. Woltzogen, the fliigel-adjutant, is giving the army great

cause for suspicion. They say he is even less favorable to us

than Napoleon himself, and that he inspires all that the min-
ister does.

I am not merely polite to him, I am as obedient as a cor-

poral, although I am older than he is. It is painful, but, as I

love my sovereign and benefactor, I submit. Only I am sorry

that the sovereign should intrust him with such a glorious army.

Imagine ! In our retreat we have lost more than fifteen thou-

sand through fatigue and in hospitals ; now, if we had at-

tacked the enemy, this would not have happened. For God's
sake, tell me what will our Russia— our mother— say? She
will ask why we are such cowards, and why we have handed
over such a good and glorious country to villains, and why we
stir up hatred and humiliation in the heart of every subject.

What should make us cowards? Whom do we fear? It is not

my fault that the minister is irresolute, cowardly, dull of appre-

hension, dilatory, and has all the worst qualities. The whole
army is entirely discouraged, and load him with execrations.

CHAPTER VI

Among the numberless subdivisions into which the

phenomena of life may be disposed, you may place them
all in a category where substance predominates, or into

another where form predominates. A contrast of this
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kind may be observed between life in the country, in the
village, in the governmental town— nay, even in Moscow,
and that which can be seen at Petersburg, and especially

in the Petersburg salons. This sort of life goes on
always the same.

Since 1805 we had been quarreling and making up
with Bonaparte; we had been making constitutions and
unmaking them, but Anna Pavlovna's salon and Ellen's

salon were exactly the same as they had been seven
years before and five years before. Just exactly as

before, at Anna Pavlovna's, they were amazed and per-

plexed at Bonaparte's successes, and detected, not only
in his successes, but also in the subservience of the sov-

ereigns of Europe, a wicked conspiracy, the sole object

of which was to disgust and alarm the courtly circle that

regarded Anna Pavlovna as its representative.

And just exactly the same way at Ellen's (where
Rumyantsof himself was gracious enough to be a fre-

quent visitor, considering her a remarkably intelligent

woman), in 181 2 as in 1808, they talked with enthusiasm
of the "great nation" and the "great man," and re-

gretted the rupture with the French, which in the
opinion of the habitues of Ellen's salon ought to end
with peace.

Latterly, since the sovereign's departure from the

army, these rival clique-salons were the scenes of some
excitement ; and demonstrations of mutual hostility

were made, but the general characteristics of the two
cliques remained the same.

Anna Pavlovna's clique received no Frenchmen, ex-

cept a few inveterate legitimists. It was here originated

the patriotic idea of people being in duty bound to stay

away from the French theater, and the criticism was
made that it cost as much to maintain the troupe as to

maintain a whole army corps. Here the course of mili-

tary affairs was eagerly followed, and the most advanta-

geous reports of our armies found ready credence.

In Ellen's clique, where Rumyantsof and the French
were in favor, the reports as to the barbarities of the

enemy and of the war were contradicted, and all Napo-
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Icon's overtures for reconciliation were discussed. In
this clique they reproached those who showed what
they considered too great haste in making preparations

to remove to Kazan, the "Imperial Institute for the

education of young ladies of the nobility," the patroness

of which was the empress-dowager. As a rule those
who frequented Ellen's salon regarded the war merely
as an empty demonstration, which would be very quickly
followed by peace, and here they made great use of a

witticism of Bilibin's,— who was now a frequent visitor

at Ellen's, as indeed it behooved every clever man to

be, —-to the effect that the affair should be settled not
by gunpowder, but by the man who invented it.^

This clique in an ironical, witty, though always guarded,
manner made sport of the enthusiasm at Moscow, news
of which had arrived at Petersburg simultaneously with
the return of the sovereign.

Anna Pavlovna's clique, on the contrary, were en-

raptured with this enthusiasm, and spoke of the acts of

the Moscovites as Plutarch speaks of the glorious deeds
of antiquity.

Prince Vasili, who, just the same as of yore, held im-

portant functions, formed a bond of union between the

two cliques.

He was equally at home with ma bojine amie, Anna
Pavlovna, and in the salon diplomatique de ma fille ; and
frequently, owing to his constant visits from one camp
to the other, he got confused, and said at Ellen's what
he should have said at Anna Pavlovna's, and vice versa.

Shortly after the sovereign's arrival, Prince Vasili

was at Anna Pavlovna's, conversing about the war,

sharply criticizing Barclay de Tolly, and frankly con-

fessing his doubt as to the fit person to call to the head
of the armies.

One of the visitors, who was known as the man of

great merit, mentioning the fact that he had that day
seen Kutuzof, the newly appointed chief of the Peters-

burg militia, at the Court of Exchequer, enrolling vol-

1 // n'a pas invente la poudre : He will never set the Thames on fire

The Russian idiom is similar.



i66 WAR AND PEACE

unteers, allowed himself cautiously to suggest that

Kutuzof:would be the man to satisfy all demands.
Anna Pavlovna smiled sadly, and remarked that

Kutuzof caused the sovereign nothing but unpleas-

antness.
" I have said, and I have said in the chamber of

nobles," interrupted Prince Vasili, "but they would not

heed me,— I have said that his election as commandant
of the militia would not please the sovereign. They
would not listen to me. It is this everlasting mania for

petty intrigue," pursued Prince Vasili. "And for what
purpose ? Simply because we want to ape that stupid

Moscow enthusiasm," said Prince Vasili, becoming con-

fused for a moment, and forgetting that it was at Ellen's

where it was considered correct to make sport of Mos-
cow enthusiasm, but the fashion to praise it at Anna
Pavlovna's. But he instantly corrected himself.

" Now, then, is it fit for Count Kutuzof,. Russia's

oldest general, to be holding such sessions at the

court .-* and that 's as far as he will get. Is it possible

to make a man commander-in-chief who cannot sit a

horse, who dozes during council meetings, — a man of

the worst possible manners ? He won a fine reputation

for himself at Bukarest ! And I have nothing to say

about his qualities as a general ; but is it possible,

under present circumstances, to nominate to such a

place a man who is decrepit and blind, simply blind ?

A blind general would be a fine thing ! He can't see

anything at all ! He might play blind-man's-buff— but,

really, he can't see anything!"
No one raised any objection to this.

On the fifteenth of August this was perfectly cor-

rect. But, five days later, Kutuzof was made a prince.

This advance in dignities might also signify that they
wanted to shelve him, and, therefore. Prince Vasili's

criticism would continue to be well received, although
he was not so eager to deliver himself of it. But, on
the twentieth of August, a committee was summoned,
composed of Field-Marshal Saltuikof, Arakcheyef, Viaz-

mitinof, Lopukhin, and Kotchubey, to consider the con*
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duct of the war. The committee decided that the fail-

ures were attributable to the division of command ; and,

although the individuals composing the committee well

knew the sovereign's dislike of Kutuzof, they deter-

mined, after a brief deliberation, to place him at the

head of the armies.

And, on that same day, Kutuzof was made plenipo-

tentiary commander-in-chief of the armies, and of the

whole district occupied by the troops.

On the twenty-first. Prince Vasili and " the man of

great merit " met again at Anna Pavlovna's. " The man
of great merit " was dancing attendance on Anna Pav-

lovna, with the hope of securing the appointment of trus-

tee to a woman's educational institute.

Prince Vasili entered the drawing-room with the air

of a rejoicing conqueror who had reached the goal of all

his ambitions.
" Well, you know the great news : Prince Kutuzof is

appointed field-marshal. All discords are at an end !

I am so happy, so glad
!

" exclaimed Prince Vasili.

"There's a man for you!" he added, with signifi-

cant emphasis, surveying all in the room with a stern

glance.

"The man of great merit," in spite of his anxiety to

obtain a place, could not refrain from reminding Prince

Vasili of his former criticism. This was an act of dis-

courtesy both toward Prince Vasili, in Anna Pavlovna's

drawing-room, and toward Anna Pavlovna herself, who
had also been greatly delighted with the news ; but he
could not refrain.

" But it is said that he is blind, prince," he suggested,

quoting Prince Vasili's own words.

"Oh, pshaw! he sees well enough," replied Prince

Vasili, in quick, deep tones, and clearing his throat—
with the same voice and the same clearing of the throat

which he always used in getting himself out of an awk-
ward situation. " Certainly he sees well enough," he
repeated. "And what makes me glad," he went on to

say, " is that the sovereign has given him full powers
over all the forces, and over the whole district— such
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powers as never commander-in-chief enjoyed before.

This makes him the second autocrat," he said, in con
elusion, with a triumphant smile.

"God grant it, God grant it," said Anna Pavlovna.

"The man of great merit," who was still somewhat
of a novice in courtly circles, wishing to flatter Anna
Pavlovna by taking the ground which she had formerly

taken in regard to the same subject, said:—
"They say it went against the sovereign's heart to

allow these powers to Kutuzof. They say that Kutuzof
blushed like a school-girl hearing ' Joconde,' when the

emperor said: 'The sovereign and your country confer

this honor on you.'
"

" Possibly his heart had nothing to do with it," said

Anna Pavlovna.
" Oh, no, certainly not," hotly cried Prince Vasili, com-

ing to his defense. He could not now allow any one to

surpass him in his zeal for Kutuzof. According to his

idea at the present time, not only was Kutuzof himself

the best of men, but every one worshiped him. — "No,
that is impossible, because his majesty long ago appre-

ciated his worth," said he,

"Only, God grant,"— ejaculated Anna Pavlovna,

—

" God grant that Prince Kutuzof may have actual power,

and will not allow any one whatever to put a spoke in

his wheels— des batojis dans les roues.''

Prince Vasili instantly understood whom she meant
by any one. He said in a whisper :

—
" I know for a certainty that Kutuzof demanded as

an indispensable condition that the tsesarevitch should

not have anything to do with the army. You know
what he said to the emperor.''"— and Prince Vasili re-

peated the words which it was supposed Kutuzuf spoke
to the sovereign,— ' I cannnot punish him if he does

wrong, or reward him if he does well.' Oh ! he is a

shrewd man, that Prince Kutuzof— I have known him
for a long time."

"But they do say," insisted "the man of great

merit," not as yet having the tact required at court,

—

"they do say that his serene highness made it a sint
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qua non that the sovereign himself should keep away
from the army."
The moment he had spoken those words, Prince Vasili

and Anna Pavlovna simultaneously turned their backs
on him, and, with a sigh of pity for his simplicity, ex-

changed a melancholy look.

CHAPTER VII

While this was going on at Petersburg, the French
had already left Smolensk behind, and were constantly
drawing nearer and nearer to Moscow.

Thiers, the historian of Napoleon, like other histo-

rians of Napoleon, in trying to justify his hero, says

that he was drawn on to the walls of Moscow against

his will. He and all similar historians are correct in

the assumption that the explanation of all historical

events is to be found in the will of a single man. He
is right, just as the Russian historians are right, who
assert that Napoleon was lured on to Moscow by the

skill of the Russian generals. Here, unless one goes
according to the laws of retrospection, by which, from
the vantage-ground of distance, all that is gone before

is seen to be the preparation for a given event, every-

thing will seem confused and complicated.

A good chess-player, on losing a game, becomes con-

vinced that the cause of it was to be found in his own
blunder, and he seeks to find what false move he made
at the beginning of his game ; but he forgets that at

each step throughout the game there were similar blun-

ders, so that not a single move of his was correct. The
blunder to which he directs his attention he notices

because his opponent took advantage of it. But how
much more complicated is this game of war, which pro-

ceeds under the temporal conditions where it is impos-

sible that a single will should animate the lifeless

machine, but where everything results from the number-
less collisions of various volitions !

After quitting Smolensk, Napoleon tried to force a
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battle near Dorogobuzb, at Viazma, tben at Tsarevo
Zaimishche ^ ; but it happened through these same "in-

numerable collisions of circumstances " that the Rus-
sians were unable to meet the French in battle until

they reached Borodino, one hundred and twelve versts

from Moscow. At Viazma, Napoleon issued his orders

to march straight against Moscow :
" Moscow, the

Asiatic capital of this great empire, the sacred city

of Alexander's populations, Moscow with its countless

churches like Chinese pagodas."

This Mosco7t allowed Napoleon's imagination no rest.

On the march from Viazma to Tsarevo-Zafmishche, Na-
poleon rode his English-groomed bay ambler, accom-
panied by his Guards, his body-guard, his pages, and his

aides. His chief of staff, Berthier, had remained be-

hind to interrogate a Russian who had been taken pris-

oner by the cavalry. And now, accompanied by his

interpreter, Lelorme d'Ideville, he overtook Napoleon at

a gallop, and with a beaming face reined in his horse.
'^ Eh, bienV asked Napoleon.
" One of Platof's Cossacks says Platof's corps is just

joining the main army, that Kutuzof has been appointed

commander-in-chief. Very intelligent and talkative."

Napoleon smiled, ordered this Cossack to be furnished

with a horse and brought to him. He wished to have

a talk with him. Several aides galloped off, and within

an hour Denisof's serf, who had been turned by him
over to Rostof, Lavrushka, in a denshchik's roundabout,

came riding up to Napoleon on a French cavalryman's

saddle, with his rascally, drunken face shining with

jollity. Napoleon ordered him to ride along by his side,

and proceeded to question him.
" You are a Cossack, are you }

"

" I am, your nobility."

" The Cossack," says Thiers, in relating this episode,
" not knowing his companion, for there was nothing in

Napoleon's appearance that could suggest the presence of

a sovereign to an Oriental imagination, conversed with the

utmost familiarity concerning the occurrences of the war."

^ Zaimishche means " a field frequently overflowed."
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In reality, Lavrushka, who had been drunk the even-

ing before and had failed to provide his barin with any
dinner, had been thrashed and sent off to some village

after fowls, and there he was tempted by his oppor-
tunity for marauding, and was taken prisoner by the
French.
Lavrushka was one of those coarse, insolent lackeys

who have seen every kind of life, who consider it to

their advantage to do everything by treachery and trick-

ery, who are ready to subserve their masters in any-
thing, and are shrewd in divining their evil thoughts,
especially those that are vain and petty.

Being brought now into the company of Napoleon,
whom he was sharp enough to recognize, Lavrushka did

not in the slightest degree lose his presence of mind, and
merely set to work with all his soul to get into the good
graces of his new masters.

He knew perfectly well' that it was Napoleon himself,

and there was no more reason for him to be abashed in

Napoleon's presence than in Rostof's or the sergeant's

with his knout, for the simple reason that there was
nothing of which either the sergeant or Napoleon could
deprive him.

He glibly rattled off all the gossip that was current

among the denshchiks. Much of this was true. But
when Napoleon asked him whether the Russians antic-

ipated winning a victory over Napoleon or not, La-
vrushka frowned and dehberated.

Here he saw some subtile craft, just as men like La-
vrushka always see craft in everything, and he contracted
his brows and was silent for a little.

" This is about the way of it : if there 's a battle

pretty soon," said he, cautiously, " then yours will beat.

That 's a fact. But if three days pass, and after that

the same number, then if there 's a battle it '11 be a long
one."

This was interpreted to Napoleon as follows :
" Si la

bataille est donnee avant trots Jotcrs, les Franqais la

gagneraient, mats que si elle serait donnie plus tard,

Dieii sait ce qui en arriverait— If the battle takes
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place within three days, the French would win, but if it

were postponed longer. Heaven knows what would come
of it."

Thus it was delivered by Lelorme d'Ideville with a

smile. Napoleon, though he was evidently in a genial

frame of mind, did not smile, and ordered these words

to be repeated.

Lavrushka noticed this, and, in order to amuse him,

pretended that he did not know who he was.
" We know that you have Bonaparte on your side :

he 's whipped everybody on earth, but then he '11 find

us of a different mettle, ....
" said he, himself not know-

ing how or why such boastful patriotism leaped to his

tongue. The interpreter translated these words with-

out curtailing them, and Napoleon smiled. " Lajeiine

Cosaquefit soiirire sonpuissant interlociitenr— The young
Cossack's remark made his powerful companion smile,"

says Thiers.

After riding a few steps farther in silence. Napoleon
spoke to Berthier and said that he would like to try the

effect that would be produced on this son of the Don
on learning that the man with whom he, this enfant dit

Don, had been conversing was the emperor himself, the

very emperor who had written his immortally victorious

name on the Pyramids,

The information was communicated.
Lavrushka, — comprehending that this had been done

so as to embarrass him, and that Napoleon would expect

him to show signs of fear,— and wishing to please his

new masters, immediately pretended to be overwhelmed
with astonishment and struck dumb ; he dropped his

eyes and made up a face as he usually did when he

was led off for a thrashing.

Says Thiers:— "Hardly had Napoleon's interpreter

revealed his name, ere the Cossack was overwhelmed
with confusion ; he did not utter another word and rode

on with his eyes steadily fixed on that conqueror whose
name had reached even his ears across the steppes of

the East. All his loquacity was suddenly checked and

gave place to unaffected, silent admiration. Napoleon,
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having rewarded him, set him at liberty, as a bird is

restored to its native fields." ^

Napoleon went on his way, dreaming of that Moscou
which so enthralled his imagination, but "the bird re-

stored to its native fields " galloped off to the picket

lines, thinking up beforehand what sort of a romance
he should tell his acquaintances. The thing that had
actually happened to him he had no intention of telling,

for the simple reason that it seemed to him unworthy
of narration. He rode up to the Cossacks and made
inquiries as to where he should find his regiment, which
now formed a part of Platof's division, and toward even-

ing he reported to his barin, Nikolai Rostof, who was
bivouacking at Yankovo and had just mounted in order

to make with Ilyin a reconnoissance of the neighboring
villages. He gave Lavrushka a fresh horse and took
him with him.

CHAPTER VHI

The Princess Mariya was not at Moscow and out of

harm's way, as her brother supposed.

When Alpatuitch returned from Smolensk, the old

prince seemed suddenly to wake, as it were, from a

dream. He ordered the peasantry from his villages to

be enrolled in the militia and armed, and wrote a letter

to the commander-in-chief, informing him of his resolu-

tion to remain at Luisiya Gorui and defend himself till

the last extremity, leaving it to his consideration

whether to take measures or not for the defense of the

place where one of the oldest of Russian generals pro-

posed to be taken prisoner or to die. At the same time
he announced to his household that he should remain at

Luisiya Gorui.

^ A peine rittiei-preie de A^apoUon avait-il parl'e, qiie le Cosaque^ saisi

d'tnte sorte J'abaissement, ne profera plus une parole, et marcha les yeux
coiistamment attaches stir ce coitquerajit, dont le izoiii avail penetre jusqu'

a

lui, a travers les steppes de Vorient. Toute sa loquacite s'etait subitemeni
arretee, pour faire place a un sentiment d'admiration iia'ive et silencieuse.

Napoleon, apres Vavoir recompense, lui fit donner la liberie comme a un
oiseau qu'on rend aux champs qui Pont vu nattre.
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But, while he was determined to remain at Luisiya

Gorui, he insisted" that the princess with Dessalles and
the young prince should go to Bogucharovo, and from
there to Moscow. The princess, alarmed by her father's

feverish, sleepless activity so suddenly taking the place

of his former lethargy, could not bring herself to leave

him alone, and for the first time in her life permitted her-

self to disobey him. She refused to leave, and this drew
upon her a terrific storm of fury from the prince. He
brought up against her everything which he could find

that was most unjust toward her. In his endeavors to

incriminate her, he declared that she was a torment to

him, that she had made him quarrel with his son, that

she had harbored shameful suspicions of him, that

she made it the task of her life to poison his life, and
finally he drove her out of his cabinet, saying that if he
never set eyes on her again, it would be all the same to

him.

He declared that he would never have her name men-
tioned, and henceforth she might do what she pleased,

but let her never dare to come into his sight again. The
fact that, in spite of the Princess Mariya's apprehen-

sions, he did not order her to be carried away by main
force, but simply forbade her to come into his sight, was
a comfort to her. She knew this proved that in the

secret depths of his heart he was glad of her determina-

tion to stay at home and not go.

On the morning of the day after Nikolushka's depar-

ture, the old prince put on his full uniform and prepared

to visit the commander-in-chief. The carriage was al-

ready at the door. The Princess Mariya saw him as he

left the house in his uniform and all his orders and
went down into the park to review his peasantry and
household serfs under arms. The Princess Mariya sat

at the window and listened to the tones of his voice

echoing through the park. Suddenly a number of men
came running from the avenue with frightened faces.

The Princess Mariya hastened down the steps, along

the flower-bordered walk, and into the avenue. Here
she was met by a great throng of the militia and the
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household serfs, and in the center of this throng several

men were carrying the poor little veteran in his uniform
and orders.

The Princess Mariya ran up to him, and, in the shift-

ing play of the sunbeams falling in little circles through
the linden boughs, and flecking the ground, she could

not clearly make out what change had taken place in her

father's face. The one thing that she noticed was that

the former stern and resolute expression of his face had
changed into an expression of timidity and submission.

When he caught sight of his daughter, he moved his

lips, but his words were unintelligible, and the only

sound that came forth was a hoarse rattling. It was
impossible to understand what he wished to say. They
lifted him in their arms, carried him into his cabinet, and
laid him on that divan which he had of late so dreaded.

The doctor who was summoned that same night took

blood from him, and announced that paralysis had
affected his right side.

As it grew more and more dangerous to remain at

Luisiya Gorui, the day after the stroke the prince was
removed to Bogucharovo. The doctor went with him.

When they reached Bogucharovo, Dessalles and the

little prince had already started for Moscow.
For three weeks the old prince, helpless with paraly-

sis, lay in the same condition, neither better nor worse,

in the new house which his son had built at Bogucha-
rovo. He was unconscious. He lay like a mutilated

corpse. He kept muttering something with twitching

brows and lips, but it was impossible to make out

whether or not he realized what was going on around
him.

The only thing that was certain was that he struggled

and felt the necessity of saying something ; but no one
could divine whether it was the whim of a sick and semi-

delirious man, or whether it referred to the general

course of affairs, or whether it was in regard to the

circumstances of the family.

The doctor insisted that there was no significance to

be found in this restlessness, that it proceeded wholly
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from physical causes ; but the Princess Mariya felt

certain that he wished to say something to her, and the

fact that her presence always increased his agitation

confirmed her in this supposition.

He apparently suffered both physically and morally.

There was no hope of his recovery. It was impossible

to remove him. And what would have been done had
he died on the road ?

" Would not the end, would not death, be far better ?
"

the Princess Mariya sometimes asked herself. She sat

by him night and day, almost denying herself sleep
;

and, terrible to say, she often watched him closely, not

with the hope of discovering symptoms of improvement,
but rather with the wis/i that she might discover the

approaching end.

Strange as it was for the princess to confess to this

feeling, still it was there. And what was still more
horrible for her was that since the illness of her father

— even if it were not earlier, the time, say, when with

some vague expectation she had elected to stay by him
— all her long-forgotten hopes and desires seemed to

wake and take possession of her once more. What she

had long years ago ceased to think of— the thought of

a life free from the terror of her father's tyranny, even
the dream of love, and the possibility of family happiness
— constantly arose in her imagination like the sugges-

tions of the evil one.

No matter how strenuously she tried to put them all

away, the thought would constantly arise in her mind
how she would henceforth, after ^/lis was over, arrange
her life. This was a temptation from the devil, and the

Princess Mariya knew it. She knew that the only
weapon against ^/ns was prayer, and she tried to pray.

She put herself into the attitude of prayer, she looked at

the holy pictures, she read the words of the breviary, but

she could not pray. She felt that now she was going to be
brought into contact with the world of life, of hard and
yet free activity, so different, so wholly opposed to that

moral world by which she had been hitherto surrounded,

in which her best consolation had been prayer. She
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could not pray, could not weep, and the concerns of

daily life occupied her.

It was becoming dangerous to remain at Bogucharovo.
From every direction came rumors of the approach of

the French, and in a village only fifteen versts from
Bogucharovo a farm-house had been pillaged by French
marauders.

The doctor insisted that it was necessary to get

his patient farther away. The predvodityel, or marshal
of the nobility, sent an officer to the Princess Mariya,

urging her to get away as speedily as possible. The
district-ispravnik, coming in person to Bogucharovo,
insisted on the same thing, declaring that the French
were only forty verst^ off, that the French proclama-

tions were circulating among the villages, and that, if the

princess did not get her father away by the twenty-

seventh, he would not answer for the consequences.

The princess resolved to start on the twenty-seventh.

The labors in preparation, the manifold orders which
she had to give, as every one came to her for directions,

kept her busy all day long. The night of the twenty-

sixth she spent as usual, without undressing, in the

room next to that occupied by the prince. Several

times, arousing from her doze, she heard his hoarse

breathing and muttering, the creaking of his bed, and
the steps of Tikhon and the doctor as they turned him
over. Several times she listened at the door, and it

seemed to her that he muttered more distinctly than

hitherto, and turned over more frequently. She could

not sleep, and many times she went to the door and
listened, wishing to go in, and yet not having the

courage to do so. Although he could not tell her so,

still she had seen and she knew how much he was
annoyed by every expression of solicitude on his account.

She had observed how he impatiently avoided her eyes,

which she sometimes fixed on him, in spite of herself,

full of anxiety. She knew that her intrusion at night,

at such an unusual time, would annoy him.

But never before had she felt so sad, so terribly sad,

at the thought of losing him. She recalled all her life

VOL. IV. — 12
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with him, and discovered the expression of his love for

her in his every word and every deed. Occasionally

these recollections would be interrupted by those prompt-
ings of the devil, the thoughts of what would happen
after he was gone, and how she would arrange her new
life of freedom. But she dismissed such thoughts with

loathing. Toward morning he became quieter, and she

fell into a sound sleep.

She awoke late. The clear-sightedness which is a

concomitant of our waking hours made her realize that

her father's illness was the one predominant occupation

of her life. As she woke up she listened for what was
going on in the next room, and, hearing his hoarse

breathing, she said to herself with a sigh that there

was no change.
" But what should it be ? What is it that I wish ? I

am looking forward to his death," she told herself, re-

volted at the very thought.

She changed her gown, made her toilet, said her
prayers, and went out on the steps. In front of the

door the carriages were standing without horses ; a

number of things had been already packed.

The morning was warm and hazy. The Princess

Mariya was standing on the steps, her mind still full of

horror at the thought of her moral depravity, and striv-

ing to bring some order into her mental state before

going to him.

The doctor came down-stairs and approached her.

" He is better to-day," said he. " I was looking for

you. You may be able to catch something of what he
says. His mind is clearer. Come. He is calling for

you." ....

The Princess Mariya's heart beat so violently at this

news that she turned pale and leaned up against the

door lest she should fall. To see him, to speak with

him, to come under the power of his eyes now when her

soul had just been full of these terrible, criminal, sinful

temptations was too painful a union of joy and horror.
" Come," said the doctor.

The princess went to her father's room and ap-
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preached his bed. He was lying propped high up, with

his small, bony hands covered with knotted purple veins

resting on the counterpane, with his left eye straight as

it always had been, and with his right eye drawn down,
though now his brows and lips were motionless. He
was the same little lean, weazened, pitiful old man.
His face seemed all dried up or shriveled, his features

without character. The Princess Mariya approached
him and kissed his hand. His left hand gave her hand
a returning pressure which made it evident he had been
for some time expecting her. He held her hand, and
his brows and lips moved impatiently.

She looked at him in terror, striving to divine what
he wanted of her. When she changed her position and
moved so that he could see her face with his left eye, he
seemed satisfied and for several seconds did not let her

out of his sight. Then his brows and lips quivered ; he
uttered sounds and began to speak, looking at her

timidly and supplicatingly, evidently apprehensive that

she would not understand him.

The Princess Mariya, concentrating all her powers of

attention, looked at him. The comic difficulty he had
in managing his tongue caused her to drop her eyes and
made it hard for her to choke down the sobs that rose

in her throat. He said something, several times repeat-

ing his words. The Princess Mariya could not under-

stand them, but in her attempts to guess at what he
said she uttered several sentences questioningly.

^^ Gaga .... bo'i .... bo'i ...." he repeated several times.

It was impossible to make any sense out of those

sounds. The doctor thought that he had found the

clue, and, trying to come the nearest to those sounds,

asked :
" Do you mean, Is the princess ^ afraid ?

"

He shook his head and again repeated the same
sounds.

" His mind, his mind troubles him !
" ^ suggested the

princess. He uttered a sort of roar by way of affirma-

tion, seized her hand and pressed it here and there on

^ Knyazhnya boitsa.

2 Dusha, dus/ia bolit.
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his chest, as if trying to find a place suitable for it to

rest.

"Think.... all .... the time.... about .... thee," he then

said far more distinctly than before,— now that he was
persuaded that they understood him. The Princess

Mariya bowed her head down to his hand to hide her
sobs and tears.

He smoothed her hair.

"I was.... calling thee.. ..all night," he went on saying.
" If I had only known," said she, through her tears.

"I was afraid to come in."

He pressed her hand.
" Were you not asleep .'

"

" No, I was not asleep," replied the princess, shaking
her head. Involuntarily falling under the influence of

her father's condition, she now, in spite of herself, had
to speak, as he did, more by signs, and almost found it

difficult to manage her tongue.
" Darling," 1— or did he say little daughter.-'— she

could not tell, — but she was assured by his look that

he had called her some affectionate, caressing name,
which he had never before done,— " why did you not

come in .-'

"

"And I was wishing him dead, wishing him dead,"

thought the Princess Mariya.

He lay silent.

"Thank thee.... daughter, dearest .... for all .... for

everything Forgive Thank thee .... forgive .... thank
thee !

"

And the tears trickled from his eyes.
" Call Andryusha," said he, suddenly, and, making this

request, a childishly puzzled and distrustful expression

came into his face. It seemed as if he himself knew
that this request had no sense. So at -least it seemed
to the Princess Mariya.

"I have had a letter from him," replied the Princess

Mariya. He gazed at her in puzzled amazement.
" Where is he .-'

"

" He is with the army, vion ph-e, at Smolensk."

1 Dushenka (little soul), or Druzhok, diminutive of friend or love.
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He closed his eyes and remained long silent. Then
he opened his eyes and nodded his head affirmatively as

if in answer to his own doubts, as much as to say that

now he understood and remembered everything.

"Yes," said he, in a low but distinct voice. " Russia
is ruined, lost ! They have ruined her !

"

And again he sobbed and the tears rolled down his

cheeks. The Princess Mariya could no longer contain

herself, and she also wept as she looked into his face.

He again closed his eyes. His sobs ceased. He made
a gesture toward his eyes with his hand, and Tikhon,
understanding what he meant, wiped away the tears.

Then he opened his eyes and made some remark
which no one for some time understood ; at last Tikhon
made out what he had said, and said it over after him.

The Princess Mariya had been trying to connect the

sense of his words with what he had just before been
speaking about. She thought he might be speaking of

Russia, or of Prince Andrei, or of herself, or of his

grandson, or of his own death. And consequently she

could not make it out.

" Put on your white dress ; I like it," was what he
had said.

On hearing this, the Princess Mariya sobbed still

more violently ; and the doctor, taking her by the arm,

led her from the room, out upon the terrace, telling her

to calm herself and then finish the preparations for the

departure. After his daughter had left him he again

spoke about his son, about the war, about the sovereign,

and scowled angrily, and tried to raise his hoarse voice,

and then came the second and finishing stroke.

The Princess Mariya had remained on the terrace.

The weather was now clear ; it was sunny and hot.

She found it impossible to realize anything, or to think

of anything, or to feel anything, except her passionate

love for her father, a love which, it seemed to her, she
had never felt until that moment. She ran into the

park, and, still sobbing, hastened down to the pond,

along the avenues of lindens which her brother had
recently planted.
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"Yes.... I.... I.... I wished for his death. Yes, I wished
it to end quickly ! .... I wanted to rest But what will

become of me ? What peace shall I ever find when he
is gone ? " muttered the princess, aloud, as she walked
through the park with swift steps and beat her breast,

which was heaving with convulsive sobs.

After having made the round of the park, which
brought her back to the house again, she saw Mile.

Bourienne— who had remained at Bogucharovo, and
had refused to go away —-coming toward her, in com-
pany with a man whom she did not recognize. This
was the district-predvodityel, who had come in person
to impress upon the princess the imperative need of

their immediate departure.

The Princess Mariya heard what he said, but his

words had no meaning for her; she conducted him into

the house, asked him to remain to breakfast, and sat

down with him. Then, excusing herself, she went to

the old prince's door. The doctor, with a frightened

face, came to her, and said she could not go in. " Go
away, princess

;
go away, go away !

"

The princess went into the park again, and down the

slope to the pond, and threw herself on the turf, where
no one could see her. She knev/ not how long she

remained there. Women's steps running along the

avenue roused her from her reverie. She got up and
saw her maid Dunyasha, who was evidently in search

of her, suddenly stop with a terrified face at sight of

her mistress.

"Please, princess .... the prince...." stammered Du-
nyasha, in a broken voice.

" Instantly, I am coming, I am coming," cried the

princess, not giving Dunyasha time to finish telling

what she had to say, and ran to the house, trying not

to look at the maid.
" Princess, God's will is done; you must be prepared

for the worst," said the predvodityel, who met her at

the doorway.
" Leave me ! It is false !

" she cried angrily.

The doctor tried to hold her back. She pushed him
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away, and ran into the room. " Why do these people

look so frightened ? Why do they try to keep me
away? I do not need them. What are they doing
here ?

"

She opened the door, and the bright sunlight in the

room which a short time ago had been kept so dark filled

her with terror. The old nyanya and other women were
busy in the room. They all moved away from the bed,

and made room for her to approach. He still lay on the

same bed ; but the stern aspect of his face, calm in death,

rooted the Princess Mariya to the threshold.
" No ! he is not dead ! It cannot be !

" said the Prin-

cess Mariya to herself ; she went to him, and, overcom-
ing the horror which seized her, she pressed her lips to

his cheek. But instantly she r£coiled from the bed.

Suddenly all the affection for him which she had just

felt so powerfully, vanished, and instead came a feeling

of horror for what was before her.

" No ! he is no more ! He is gone ! And in his place

here, where he was, is this strange and unfriendly thing
;

this frightful, blood-curdling, repulsive mystery !

"

And, covering her face with her hands, the Princess

Mariya fell into the arms of the doctor, who sustained

her.

Under the superintendence of Tikhon and the doctor,

the women laved that which had been the prince ; they
tied a handkerchief around his head, so that his jaw
might not stiffen with the mouth open, and they bound
together his legs with another handkerchief. Then they
dressed him in his uniform, with his orders, and laid out

his little weazened body on a table. God knows under
whose direction and at what time all this was accom-
plished, but everything seemed to be done of itself.

By night the candles were burning around the coffin,

the pall was laid over it
;
juniper was strewn on the

floor; a printed prayer was placed under the wrinkled
head of the dead, and in the room sat the diachok read-

ing the psalter.

Just as horses shy and crowd together and neigh
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at the sight of a dead horse, so in the drawing-room,

around the coffin of the dead prince, gathered a throng of

strangers and the members of the household,— the pre-

dvodityel, and the starosta, and peasant women, — and
all, with staring eyes and panic-stricken, crossed them-
selves and bowed low, and kissed the aged prince's cold,

stiff hand.

CHAPTER IX

Until Prince Andrei went to reside at Bogucharovo,
the place had always been an "absentee" estate, and
the peasantry bore an entirely different character from
those of Luisiya Gorui. They differed in speech and in

dress and in customs. They called themselves "children

of the steppe." The old prince praised them for their

endurance in work when they came over to Luisiya

Gorui to help get in the crops or dig ponds and ditches

;

but he did not like them, because of their boorishness.

Their manners had not been softened since Prince

Andrei's last residence there, in spite of his dispensaries

and schools, and the lightening of the obrok or quit-rent

;

on the contrary, those traits of character which the old

prince called boorishness seemed to have been intensified.

Strange, obscure rumors were always finding credence
among them ; at one time they got the notion that they
were all to be enrolled as Cossacks ; another time, it

was a new religion which they were to be forced to

accept ; then, again, there was talk about certain im-

perial dispensations ; then, at the time they took the

oath of allegiance to Paul Petrovitch, in 1797, they got

the notion that their freedom had been granted them,
but that their masters had deprived them of it ; and,

again, it was the return of Peter Feodorovitch ^ to the

throne, who would be Tsar in seven years, and give them
absolute freedom, so that everything would be simple

and easy, and they would have no laws at all.

The rumors of the war and of Napoleon and his inva-

1 Peter III.



WAR AND PEACE 185

sion were connected in their minds with obscure notions

of Antichrist, the end of the world, and perfect freedom.

In the vicinity of Bogucharovo were a number of large

villages, belonging to the crown or to non-resident pro-

prietors. It was very rarely that these proprietors came
to reside on their estates ; there were also very few
domestic serfs, or peasants, who knew how to read and
write ; and the lives of the peasantry of this region were
more noticeably and powerfully affected than elsewhere
by those mysterious currents characteristic of the com-
mon people in Russia, the significance and causes of

which are so inexplicable to contemporaries.

A phenomenon which illustrates this had taken place

a score of years before, when an exodus of the peasantry

was made toward certain "hot rivers." Hundreds of

peasants, including some from Bogucharovo, suddenly
sold their cattle and set off with their families " some-
where " toward the southeast. Just as birds fly "some-
where " across the sea, so these men, with their wives

and children, made every endeavor to reach that un-

known Southeast, where none of them had ever been
before. They marched in caravans ; here and there

one bought his freedom ; others ran away, and set

forth in wagons or on foot for the "hot rivers "
! Many

were caught and punished ; many were sent to Siberia

;

many perished of cold and starvation on the road ; many
returned of their own accord ; and, at last, this migration

died out of itself, just as it had begun— without any
visible reason. But these underground currents ceased

not to flow among this people, and they were gathering

impetus for some new outbreak, likely to prove just as

perplexing, as unexpected, and, at the same time, as

simple, natural, and violent.

At the present time, in 18 12, any man whose life

brought him in contact with the people might have
observed that these hidden currents were working
with extraordinary energy, and were all ready for an
eruption.

Alpatuitch, who had arrived at Bogucharovo some
little time before the old prince's decease, had observed
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that there was considerable excitement among the peas-

antry; while in the region of Luisiya Gorui— only

sixteen versts distant— all the peasants had deserted

their homes, leaving their villages to be marauded by
the Cossacks; here, on the contrary, in the "Steppe"
belt, in the region of Bogucharovo, the peasantry, so

the report ran, had dealings with the French, were in

receipt of certain papers which were circulating among
them, and had no thought of leaving their homes.
He knew, through (Certain of the household serfs who

were faithful to him, that a muzhik named Karp, who
had great influence over the w/r, or peasant commune,
had lately returned from driving a crown wagon-train,

and was spreading the report that the Cossacks were
ravaging the villages which had been deserted by their

inhabitants, while the French were not touching them.
He was informed on good authority that another

muzhik, the evening before, had brought from the village

of Visloukhovo, where the French were, a proclama-
tion from a French general, representing to the in-

habitants that no harm would be done to them, and that

cash should be paid for whatever was taken, provided

they remained in their homes. As proof positive of

this, the muzhik brought with him from Visloukhovo a

hundred rubles in assignats — he did not know that they

were counterfeit— which had been paid to him for his

hay.

Finally, and more important than all, Alpatuitch found
that on that very day when he had commanded the

starosta to procure wagons for the conveyance of the

princess's effects from Bogucharovo, the peasants had
held a morning meeting in the village, at which it had
been voted that they should not stir from the place, but

wait. And meantime there was no time to lose.

The predvodityel, on the very day on which the prince

had died,— the twenty-seventh, — had come to urge the

princess to depart without further delay, as the risk was
growing constantly more imminent. He had declared

that after the twenty-eighth he would not be responsi-

ble for the consequences. That same evening, after
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the prince's demise, he had gone away, promising to be
present at the funeral on the next day. But on the

next day it was impossible for him to be present, since

news had been brought to him of an unexpected ap-

proach of the French, and he had barely time to remove
his own family and valuables from his estate.

For thirty years, Dron, whom the old prince always
called by the affectionate diminutive, Dronushka, had
exercised the functions of starosta, or bailiff, at Bogu-
charovo.

Dron was one of those muzhiks— powerful, physi-

cally and morally— who, as soon as they come to years

of discretion, grow a beard, and live on without change
till they are sixty or seventy years old, without a gray
hair or the loss of a tooth, just as erect and powerful at

sixty as they were at thirty.

Dron, shortly after his returning from his expedition

to the "hot rivers," in which he had taken part, had
been made starosta-biirmistr, or bailiff headman, of the

village of Bogucharovo; and, since that time, he had
performed without reproach all the functions of that

office. The muzhiks feared him more than they feared

their barin. His masters— both the old prince and the

young prince— respected him, and, in jest, called him
"minister." During all the time of his service, Dron
had never once been drunk or sick. Never, even after

sleepless nights or after the most exhausting labors, was
he known to show the slightest slothfulness, and, though
he did not know his letters, he never made the slightest

mistakes in his money accounts, or as to the number of

poods of flour which he carried in monstrous loads and
sold, or as to the amount of a single rick of corn har-

vested in the fields of Bogucharovo.
Alpatuitch, on his arrival from the devastated Luisiya

Gorui, summoned this Dron on the very day of the
funeral, and ordered him to have ready a dozen horses
for the princess's conveyance, and eighteen teams
for the luggage which she was to take with her
from Bogucharovo. Although the peasantry paid an
pbrok, or quit-rent, Alpatuitch never dreamed that there
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would be any difficulty in having this order carried out,

since the villages contained two hundred and thirty

taxable households, and the muzhiks were well-to-do.

But the starosta, Dron, on receiving this order, dropped
his eyes and made no answer. Alpatuitch named cer-

tain peasants whom he knew, and ordered him to make
the requisitions on them.
Dron replied that these men's horses were off on

carrier duty. Alpatuitch named still other muzhiks.

And these men, also, according to Dron, had no horses

:

some were off with the government trains ; others were
out of condition ; still others had lost theirs through
lack of forage. According to Dron's report, it was im-

possible to secure horses for the carriages, to say noth-

ing of those for the baggage wagons.
Alpatuitch looked sharply at the starosta and scowled.

In the same way as Dron was a model of what a peasant

starosta should be, in the same way Alpatuitch had not

managed the prince's estates for nothing all those twenty
years, and he also was a model overseer. He was in the

highest degree qualified to understand, as by a sort of

scent, the wants and instincts of the people with whom
he had to do, and this made him a surpassingly excellent

overseer.

He knew by a single glance at Dron, that Dron's
answers were not the expression of Dron's individual

opinions, but merely the expression of the general dis-

position of the Bogucharovo commune, in which the

starosta was evidently involved. But, at the same time,

he knew that Dron, who had grown rich and was hated

by the commune, must necessarily waver between the

two camps, the peasants' and the master's. This waver-

ing he could detect in his eyes, and, therefore, Alpa-
tuitch, with a frown, drew near to Dron.

" Listen, you, Dronushka !
" said he. " You need

not tell me idle tales. His illustriousness Prince Andrei'

Nikolaitch himself gave me orders that all the peasantry

should leave, and not remain behind with the enemy
;

and those are the Tsar's orders also. So any one who
stays is a traitor to the Tsar. Do you hear ?

"
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" I hear," replied Dron, not raising his eyes.

Alpatuitch was not satisfied with this answer.
"Ah, Dron! ill will come of it!" exclaimed Alpa-

tuitch, shaking his head.
" You have the power," returned Dron, mournfully.
"Ah, Dron! give it up!" exclaimed Alpatuitch, tak-

ing his hand out from the breast of his coat, and with
a solemn gesture pointing under Dron's feet. " Not
only do I see through and through you, but I can see
three arshins under you ; everything there is," said he,

looking down at Dron's feet.

Dron grew confused ; he gave Alpatuitch a fleeting

look, and then dropped his eyes again.
" Stop all this nonsense, and tell the people to get

ready to leave for Moscow, and have the teams ready
to-morrow morning for the princess, and mind you don't
attend any more of their meetings ! Do you hear .''

"

Dron suddenly threw himself at his feet.

" Yakof Alpatuitch ! discharge me ! Take the keys
from me ! Discharge me, for Christ's sake !

"

" Stop !

" said Alpatuitch, sternly. " I can see three
arshins deep under you !

" he repeated, knowing that

his skill in going after bees, his knowledge of the
times and seasons for sowing, and the fact that for a

score of years he had succeeded in satisfying the old

prince had long ago given him the reputation of being
a koldun, ox wizard, and that to kolduns was attributed

the power of seeing three arshins under a man.
Dron got to his feet, and tried to say something, but

Alpatuitch interrupted him.
" Come now ! What is your idea in all this ? Ha .-"

What are you dreaming of .'' Ha }
"

" What shall I do with the people .-* " asked Dron.
" They are all stirred up I And, besides, I have told

them ....
"

" Told them ?
" repeated Alpatuitch. " Are they

drunk .^" he demanded laconically.

" All stirred up, Yakof Alpatuitch ! They have just

brought another cask !

"

" Now, then, hsten ! I will go to the ispravnik, and
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you hasten back to the people, and bid them quit all

this sort of thing, and get ready the teams."
" I obey," replied Dron.
Yakof Alpatuitch insisted on nothing more. He had

been in control of the people too long not to know that

the principal way of bringing the people to subordination

was not to show the slightest doubt that they would
become subordinate. Having wrung from Dron the

submissive " Shishayu-s— I obey," Yakhof Alpatuitch

contented himself with that, although he not merely

suspected, but was even certain in his own mind, that,

without the assistance of a squad of militia, nothing

would be done.

And, in point of fact, there were no teams forth-

coming, as he supposed. Another meeting of the peas-

antry was held at the village tavern ; and this meeting
voted to drive the horses out into the woods and not to

furnish the teams. Saying nothing of all this to the

princess, Alpatuitch gave orders to have the carts that

had brought his own effects from Luisiya Gorui un-

loaded, and to have his horses put to the Princess

Mariya's carriage ; and he himself went to consult with

the authorities.

CHAPTER X

The Princess Mariya, after her father's funeral, shut

herself up in her room, and admitted no one. Her maid
came to the door to say that Alpatuitch was there to

learn her wishes in regard to the departure. (This was
before his interview with Dron.) The princess sat up
on the divan where she had been lying, and spoke
through the closed door, declaring that she would never

go away anywhere, and asked her to leave her in peace.

All the windows of the room which the Princess

Mariya occupied faced the south. She lay on the divan

with her face turned toward the wall, and picking with

her fingers at the buttons on the leathern cushion, which
was the only thing that she could see, while her vague
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thoughts were concentrated on one thing : she was
thinking about the unavoidableness of death and of her

own moral baseness, which she had never before realized

and which came to light during her father's illness.

She wanted, but she dared not, to pray ; she dared not,

in that state of mind in which she found herself, to turn

to God in prayer. Long she lay in that position.

The sun had gone round to the other side of the

house, and its slanting afternoon beams fell through
the opened windows and lighted up the room and the

part of the morocco cushion at which she was looking.

The train of somber thoughts suddenly ceased. She
instinctively sat up, smoothed her hair, got to her feet,

and went to the window, where, without thinking,

she breathed in the coolness of the bright but windy
afternoon.

" Yes, now you can enjoy your fill of the evening !

He is gone, and no one is here to interfere with you,"

said she to herself, and, dropping into a chair, leaned

her head on the window-seat.

Some one, in a soft, affectionate voice, called her name
from the park side of the window, and kissed her on the

head. She looked up.

It was Mile. Bourienne, in a black dress trimmed with

white. She had softly approached the Princess Mariya,

kissed her with a sigh, and immediately burst into tears.

The princess looked at her. All her previous collisions

with her, her jealousy of her, came back to her remem-
brance; she also remembered how lie of late had changed
toward Mile. Bourienne, could not even bear to see her,

and consequently how unjust had been the reproaches

which the Princess Mariya had in her heart made against

her.

" Yes, and can I, I who have wished for his death, can

I judge any one else .'*
" she asked herself.

The Princess Mariya had a keen sense of Mile. Bou-

rienne's trying situation, held by her at a distance as

she had recently been, and yet at the same time de-

pendent on her, and dwelling under a stranger's roof.

And she began to feel a pity for her. She looked at
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her with a sweet, questioning look, and stretched out

her hand. Mile. Bourienne immediately had a fresh par-

oxysm of tears, began to kiss the princess's hand, and to

speak of the affliction that had come upon her, and
claimed to be a sympathizer in that affliction. She de-

clared that her only consolation in this sorrow was that

the princess allowed her to share it with her. She
said that all their previous misunderstandings ought to

be forgotten in presence of this terrible loss, that she

felt that her conscience was clear before all men, and
that Jie from above would bear witness to her love and
gratitude.

The princess listened to her without comprehending
what she was saying, but she looked at her from time to

time, and heard the sounds of her voice.

"Your position is doubly terrible, dear princess," said

Mile. Bourienne, after a short silence. " I understand
how it is that you could not have thought .... that you
cannot think about yourself ; but, from the love which
I bear you, I am compelled to do so for you Has
Alpatuitch been to see you \ Has he said anything to

you about going away.? " she asked.

The Princess Mariya made no reply. She could not

realize who was going away or where they were going.

"How could they undertake anything just now.?

Why think of anything .? What difference does it

make.?"
She made no answer.
" Do you know, chh'e Marie,'' asked Mile. Bourienne,

— "do you know that we are in peril, that we are sur-

rounded by the French .? It is dangerous to go now.

If we were to start, we should almost certainly be taken

prisoner, and God knows...."

The Princess Mariya looked at her friend without

comprehending what she was saying.
" Akh ! if you could only know how little, how little I

care now," said she. "Of course, I should never wish

such a thing as to go away and leave him Alpatuitch

said something to me about going away Talk it over

with him ; I cannot and I will not hear.,.."
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"I have spoken with him. He hopes that we shall

be able to get away to-morrow ; but it is my opinion
that we had better remain here now," said Mile. Bouri-

enne. "Because— you must agree with me, chkre

Marie— to fall into the hands of the soldiers or insur-

gent peasants would be horrible."

Mile. Bourienne drew forth from her reticule a proc-

lamation — printed on paper different from that used
generally in Russia— from the French general Rameau,
in which the inhabitants were advised not to abandon
their homes, since full protection would be vouchsafed
them by the French authorities ; this she handed to the

princess.

"1 think it would be better to apply to this general,"

said Mile. Bourienne. "And I am convinced that we
should be treated with due consideration."

The Princess Mariya read the paper, and her face

contracted with a sort of tearless sob.

" From whom did you get this .''
" she demanded.

" They probably knew that I am French from my
name," said Mile. Bourienne, with a blush.

The princess, with the paper in her hand, got up
from the window, and with a pale face left the room,
and went into Prince Andrei's cabinet, which adjoined.

" Dunyasha, summon Alpatuitch, Dronushka, any
one," exclaimed the Princess Mariya ;

" and tell Amalie
Karlovna not to come near me," she added, hearing
Mile. Bourienne's voice. " Go quick ! quick !

" ex-

claimed the Princess Mariya, panic-stricken at the

thought that she might be left in the power of the
French.

"What if Prince Andref knew that she were under
the protection of the French ! That she, the daughter
of Prince Nikolai Andreyitch Bolkonsky, had asked
General Rameau to grant her his protection, and put her-

self under obligations for benefits received from him !

"

The mere suggestion of such a thing filled her with
horror, made her shudder, turn red, and feel still more
violently than ever before those impulses of anger and
outraged pride.

VOL. IV.— 13



194 WAR AND PEACE

She now vividly realized all the difficulties, and, above
all, the humiliations of her position.

"They— the French — will take possession of this

house ; M. le general Rameau will make use of Prince
Andrei's cabinet ; for their amusement they will ran-

sack and read his letters and papers. Mademoiselle
Boiiricmie hii fera les honneiirs de BogiLcharovo ! They
will out of special favor grant me a sleeping-room ; the

soldiers will tear open my father's newly made grave in

order to rob him of his crosses and stars ; they will

boast before me of their victories over the Russians,

they will pretend to sympathize in my grief," thought
the Princess Mariya, not in her own thoughts, but feel-

ing herself compelled to think as her father and brother

would have thought.

For her personally it .was a matter of utter indiffer-

ence where she stayed or what happened to her; but at

the same time she felt that she was the representative

of her late father and of Prince Andrei'. She could not
help thinking these thoughts and feeling these feelings.

Whatever they would have said, whatever they would
have done, now this she felt that it was indispensable

for her to do. She went into Prince Andrei's cabinet,

and, in her endeavors to follow out what would be his

ideas, she reviewed her position.

The demands of life, which she had felt had been an-

nihilated at the moment of her father's death, suddenly,

with new, never-before-experienced violence, rushed up
before her, and took possession of her.

Flushed with excitement, she walked up and down
the room, summoning first Alpatuitch, then Mikhail
Ivanovitch, then Tikhon, then Dron. Dunyasha, the

old nurse, and all the maids were equally unable to

say how far Mile. Bourienne was correct in what she
had declared. Alpatuitch was not at home ; he had
gone to consult with the authorities. Mikhail Ivanu-

itch, the architect, on being summoned, came into the

Princess Mariya's presence with sleepy eyes, and could

tell her nothing. He replied to her questions with pre-

cisely the same non-committal smile with which for fif-
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teen years he had been in the habit of dealing with the
old prince, and she could get nothing definite from his

replies.

Then the old valet Tikhon was called, and, with a
downcast and impassive face, bearing all the symptoms
of incurable woe, he replied to all her questions with
his " Slushayic-s— I obey," and could scarcely refrain

from sobbing as he looked at her.

At last the starosta Dron came into the room, and,
making her a low obeisance, stood respectfully at the
threshold.

The Princess Mariya glided through the room and
paused in front of him.

"Dronushka!" said she, seeing in him an undoubted
friend, the same Dronushka who had always brought
home pieces of gingerbread with him from his trips to

the yarmarka, or annual bazaar, at Viazma, and pre-

sented to her with a smile. — " Dronushka ! now, since

our sad loss ....
"

She began and then paused, unable to proceed.

"All our goings are under God," said he, with a sigh.

Neither spoke.
" Dronushka ! Alpatuitch has gone ; I have no one to

turn to ; is it true, what I am told, that we cannot get
away .-'"

" Not get away ? Certainly you can get away, prin-

cess," said Dron.
"They tell me there is danger from the enemy. My

friend,^ I am helpless, I don't understand anything
about it, I am entirely alone. I decidedly wish to start

to-night or to-morrow morning early."

Dron stood silent. He looked from under his brows
at the princess.

"No horses," said he at last, "and I have told Yakof
Alpatuitch so."

" How is that .-' " asked the princess.

"It is God's punishment," said Dron ; "what horses
we had have been taken by the troops, and the rest have
perished. That's the way it is this year. *T would n't

' Galubchik.
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so much matter about feeding the horses, if we ourselves

were n't perishing of starvation. Often for three days

at a time we go without a bite. We have nothing at all

;

we are utterly ruined."

The Princess Mariya listened attentively to what he said.

" The peasantry are ruined .' You say they have no
corn .''

" she asked.

"They are perishing of famine," said Dron. "And
as for teams....

"

"But why haven't you told me of this before, Dro-
nushka .-* Can't they be helped .'' I will do all in my
power...."

It was strange for the Princess Mariya to think that

now, at this moment when her heart was filled with such

sorrow, there could be poor men and rich, and that the

rich did not help the poor. She had a general notion

that, when the masters had a reserve of corn, it was dis-

tributed among the serfs. She knew also that neither

her father nor her brother would refuse to help the

peasantry in case of need ; all that she feared was that

she might make some blunder in speaking about this

distribution of corn which she was anxious to make.
She was glad of some pretext for active work, some-
thing that would allow her without pangs of conscience

to forget her own sorrow. She proceeded to question

Dronushka in regard to the necessities of the muzhiks
and the store of reserve corn belonging to the estate at

Bogucharovo.
" We have corn belonging to the estate, have we not,

brother .-* " she demanded.
"The master's corn is untouched," said Dron, with

pride. " Our prince had not ordered it to be sold."

"Give that to the peasantry; give them all they need,

I grant it in my brother's name," said the Princess

Mariya.

Dron made no reply, and drew a long sigh.
" You give them this corn, if there is enough for

them. Give it all to them. I order it in my brother's

name, and tell them :
' What is ours is always theirs.

We shall not grudge it for them.' Tell them so,"
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Dron looked steadily at the princess while she was
saying this.

" Discharge me, matushka, for God's sake ; order the

keys to be taken from mc," said he. "I have been in

service for twenty-three years ! I have never done
anything dishonest ; discharge me, for God's sake !

"

The Princess Mariya could not understand what he
wanted of her, or why he wished to be relieved of his

ofifice. She replied that she had never conceived a doubt
of his devotion, and that she was always ready to do
anything for him or for any of the muzhiks.

CHAPTER XI

An hour later Dunyasha came to the princess with

the news that Dron was there, and that all the muzhiks
had collected in accordance with the princess's orders

at the granary, and wished to have speech with their

mistress.

"But I never called them," said the Princess Mariya;

"I merely told Dronushka to give them corn."
" Then, for God's sake, princess-matushka, order them

to disperse and don't go to them. They are deceiving

you," exclaimed Dunyasha. " But Yakof Alpatuitch

will soon be back, and then we will go.... and don't you
allow ....

"

" How are they deceiving me .'' " asked the princess

in amazement.
" But I am certain of it ! Only heed my words, for

God's sake. Just ask nurse here. They declare they

will not go away at your orders."

"You have got it entirely wrong Besides, I have

never ordered them to go away," said the Princess

Mariya. " Fetch Dronushka."....

Dron came in and confirmed what Dunyasha said :

the muzhiks had assembled at the princess's orders.
" But I never summoned them," said the princess.

" You did not give my message correctly. I only told

you to give them corn."
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Dron made no reply, but sighed.
" If you order it they will disperse," said he.

"No, no, I will go to them," said the princess.

In spite of the persuasion of Dunyasha and the old

nurse, the Princess Mariya went down the steps. Dro-
nushka, Dunyasha, the old nurse, and Mikhail Ivanuitch

followed her.

"They apparently think that I give them the corn so

that they should stay at home, while I myself am going
away, abandoning them to the mercy of the French,"
thought the Princess Mariya. " But I will promise
them rations and quarters at our pod-Moskovnaya ; I

am sure Andre would do even more in my place," she
said to herself as she went toward the throng that had
gathered in the twilight on the green near the granary.

The throng showed some signs of confusion, and
moved and swayed a little, and hats were quickly re-

moved as she approached. The Princess Mariya, with

downcast eyes, and getting her feet entangled in her

dress, went toward them. So many different eyes from
faces young and old were fixed on her, and so many dif-

ferent people were collected, that the princess did not

distinguish any particular person ; and, as she felt the

necessity of addressing them all at once, she did not

know how to set about it. But once more the con-

sciousness that she was the representative of her father

and brother gave her courage, and she boldly began to

speak.

"I am very glad that you came," she began, not rais-

ing her eyes, and conscious of her heart beating fast and
strong. "Dronushka told me that you were ruined by
the war. That is our common misfortune, and I shall

spare no endeavor to help you. I myself am going away
because it is dangerous here.... and the enemy are near
.... because.... I will give you everything, friends, and I

beg of you to take all, all our corn, so that you may not

suffer from want. And if you have been told that I dis-

tribute the corn among you so as to keep you here, that

is a falsehood. On the contrary, I beg of you to go with

all your possessions to our pod-Moskovnaya, and I will
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engage and promise that you shall not suffer. You shall

be given homes and provisions."

The princess paused. In the throng sighs were heard,

and that was all.

" I do not give this of myself," continued the princess
;

"but I do it in the name of my late father, who was a

good barin to you, and in behalf of my brother and his

son."

She again paused. No one broke in on her silence.

" Our misfortune is universal, and we will share every-

thing together. All that is mine is yours," said she,

gazing at the faces ranged in front of her.

All eyes were fixed on her with one expression, the

significance of which she could not interpret. Whether
it were curiosity, devotion, gratitude, or fear, or distrust,

that expression, whatever it was, was the same in all.

" Very grateful for your kindness, but we don't want
to take the master's corn," said a voice in the rear of

the throng.
" Yes, but why not .-' " asked the princess.

No one replied, and the Princess Mariya, glancing

around the throng, observed that now all eyes which
met hers immediately turned away.

" Why are you unwilling }
" she asked again.

No one replied.

The Princess Mariya felt awkward at this silence.

She tried to catch some one's eye.
" Why don't you speak ?

" demanded the princess,

addressing an aged man, who, leaning on his cane, was
standing in front of her. " Tell me if you think that

anything else is needed. I will do everything for you,"

said she, as she caught his eye. But he, as if annoyed
by this, hung his head and muttered :

—
"Why should we .-* We don't want your corn."

"What! us abandon everything.'' We don't agree
to it."...." We don't agree to it."...." Not with our con-

sent."...." We are sorry, but it shan't be done with our

consent."...." Go off by yourself alone!" rang out from
the mob on different sides.

And again all the faces of the throng had one and
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the same expression ; but this time it was assuredly

not curiosity or gratitude, but one of angry, obstinate

resolution.
" Oh, but you have not understood me," exclaimed

the Princess Mariya, with a melancholy smile. " Why
are you unwilling to go ? I promise to give you new
homes and feed you. But if you stay here the enemy
will ruin you."

But her voice was drowned by the voices of the mob.
" Not with our consent. Let him destroy us. We

won't touch your corn. Not with our consent."

The Princess Mariya tried again to catch the eyes of

some other person in the crowd ; but not one was
directed toward her ; their eyes evidently avoided her.

She felt strange, and ill at ease.
'* There now ! she 's a shrewd one. Follow her to

prison. They want to get our houses, and make serfs of

us again— the idea ! We won't touch your corn," rang
the various voices.

The Princess Mariya, hanging her head, left the

crowd, and went back to the house. Reiterating her

orders to Dron to have the horses ready against their

daparture the next day, she went to her room and
remained alone with her thousrhts.

CHAPTER XII

The Princess Mariya sat long that night beside her
open window in her room, listening to the hubbub of

voices which came up to her from the peasant village
;

and yet she was not thinking of them. She felt that

the more she thought about them, the less she should
understand them. Her mind was concentrated on one
thing : her affliction, which now, after the interruption

caused by her labors in connection with the present

situation, seemed already far in the past. She could

now think calmly, could weep, and could pray.

With the sunset the breeze had died down. The
night was calm and cool. By twelve o'clock the voices
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began to grow still ; a cock crowed ; the full moon be-

gan to rise up from behind the lindens ; a cool, white
dew-mist arose, and peace reigned over the village and
over the house.

One after the other passed before her mind the pic-

tures of the recent past : the illness and the last moments
of her father. And, with a melancholy joy, she now
dwelt on these pictures, repelling with horror only one :

the vision of his death, a thing which she felt wholly
unable to contemplate, even in imagination, at that

calm, mysterious hour of night. And these pictures

came before her with such vividness, and with such
fullness of detail, that they seemed to her now like the

reality, and then, again, like something past, or, again,

like something that was to come.
Now she vividly recalled the moment when he received

the stroke, and was borne in the arms of his men into

the house at Luisiya Gorui, muttering unintelligible

words with his disobedient tongue, knitting his grizzled

brows, and looking anxiously and timidly at her.

" Even then, he wanted to tell me what he said on
the very day of his death," she said to herself. " What
he said to me then was all the time in his mind."
And then she imagined, with all its details, that night

at Luisiya Gorui, on the evening before he received the

stroke, when, with a presentiment of evil, she remained
with him against his will. She could not sleep, and she

went down late at night on her tiptoes, and, going to

the door of the greenhouse, where her father had tried

to sleep that night, had listened to him. He was talking

to Tikhon in a peevish, weary voice. He was telling

him something about the Crimea, about the genial

nights, about the empress. He was evidently in a talk-

ative mood.
" And why did he not call me ? Why did he not allow

me then to take Tikhon's place .''

"

She asked herself that question then, and again she

asked it now.
"He was never one to confide in any one what he

kept locked up in the chambers of his heart. And now
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never again for him and for me will return that moment
when he might say all he wished to say, and then I, and
not Tikhon, might have listened and understood him.

Why did I not go in where he was ? " wondered the

Princess Mariya. " Maybe even then he would have
told me what he said on the day of his death. While
he was talking with Tikhon he twice asked about me.
He wished to see me, and there I was standing at the

door. He found it tiresome and stupid to talk with
Tikhon, for he could not understand him. I remember
how he spoke with him about Liza, as if she were still

alive, — he had forgotten that she was dead,— and Ti-

khon reminded him that she had passed away, and he
cried, * Durak— idiot!' It was hard for him. As I

stood outside I heard him groan, and lie down on the

bed and cry aloud, 'My God!' Why didn't I go in then
and there.-* What would he have done to me.-* What
trouble might I not have made.-* Perhaps even then he
would have been comforted

;
perhaps he would have

called me—what he did." And the Princess repeated

aloud the caressing word which he had spoken to her
on the day of his death: "Dushenka,"— Dear heart, —
"Du-shen-ka," repeated the princess, and she burst into

tears which lightened the sorrow of her soul.

Now she saw his face plainly before her : and not

that face which she had known ever since her earliest

remembrance, and which she had always seen afar off,

as it were, but that weak, submissive face which she,

for the first time in her memory, as she bent down
close to it to catch the last words that fell from his

mouth, saw near at hand with all its wrinkles and details.

" Dushenka !
" she rep'^ated.

" What thoughts were in his mind when he said that

word ? What is he thinking now ?
"

That question suddenly occurred to her, and for

answer to it she seemed to see him before her with that

same expression of face which he had worn in his coffin

with the white handkerchief binding up his face. And
that horror which had seized her then, when she had
touched him, and then felt so assured that this thing
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not only was not he, but something mysterious and
repulsive, came over her again. She tried to think

of something else, she tried to pray, and she could do
neither. With wide, staring eyes she gazed at the

moonlight and at the shadows, every instant expecting
to see his dead face, and she felt that the silence that

hung over the house and in the house was turning her
to stone.

"Dunyasha!" she whispered, "Dunyasha!' she
cried, in a wild voice ; and, tearing herself away from
the silence, she ran into the domestics' room, meeting
the old nurse and the women, who came to meet her
at her cry.

CHAPTER XIII

On the twenty-ninth of August Rostof and Ilyin,

accompanied only by Lavrushka, just back from his

brief captivity, and an orderly sergeant of hussars, set

forth from their bivouac at Yankovo, fifteen versts

from Bogucharovo, to make trial of a new horse which
Ilyin had recently purchased, and to find whether there
was any fodder in the villages round about.

Bogucharovo, during the last three days, had been
midway between two hostile armies, so that it was just

as likely to be occupied by the Russian rear-guard as by
the French vanguard ; and consequently Rostof, like

the thoughtful squadron commander that he was, con-

ceived the notion of taking possession of the provisions

at Bogucharovo in anticipation of the French.
Rostof and Ilyin were in the most jovial mood. On

the way to Bogucharovo, to the princely estate and
farm where they hoped to find a great throng of domes-
tics and pretty young girls, they now questioned La-
vrushka about Napoleon, and made merry over his tale,

and then they ran races to test Ilyin's horse.

Rostof had not the slightest notion that this village

where he was bound was the estate of that very same
Bolkonsky who had been betrothed to his sister.
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He and Ilyin made a final spurt in trial of their

horses down the slope in front of Bogucharovo, and
Rostof, outriding Ilyin, was the first to enter the

street of the village.

" You got in first
!

" cried Ilyin, growing red in the

face.
" Yes, always ahead, not only on the level, but here

also," replied Rostof, smoothing the flank of his foam-

flecked Donets.
" And I on my Franzuska, your illustriousness,"

exclaimed Lavrushka, coming up behind them on his

cart-jade, which he called " Franzuska," or " Frenchy,"
in honor of his adventure. " I 'd ha' come in first only

I did n't want to mortify you."

They rode at a footpace up to the granary, neat

which a great crowd of muzhiks were gathered.

Some of them took off their caps ; some, not taking

off their caps, gazed at the newcomers. Two old lean

muzhiks, with wrinkled faces and thin beards, came out

from the public-house, reeling, and trolling some inco-

herent snatch of a song, and approached the officers.

" Say, my hearties," sang out Rostof, with a laugh,
" have you any hay .-*

"

" Like as two peas," exclaimed Ilyin.

"We 're jo-ol-ly g-oo-d f-fel-el-lo-ows," sang one of the

men, with a grin of happiness.

A muzhik came out of the throng and approached
Rostof.

" Which side are you from } " he asked.

"The French," replied Rostof, jokingly, with a smile

"And that's Napoleon himself," he added, pointing to

Lavrushka.
"Of course, you're Russians, ain't you.-*" asked the

muzhik.

"Is there a large party of you.^" asked another, a

little man, who also joined them.
"Ever so many," replied Rostof. "And what brings

you all together here.''" he added. "A holiday festival.^
"

" The elders have collected for communal business,"

replied the muzhik who first came out.
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At this time two women and a man in a white hat

made their appearance on the road from the mansion,
coming toward the officers. "The one in pink is mine!
Don't dare cheat m^ of her!" exclaimed Ilyin, catching
sight of Dunyasha, coming resolutely toward him.

" She shall be yours," replied Lavrushka, with a

wink.

"What do you want, my beauty.^" asked Ilyin, with
a smile.

"The princess has sent to ask what is your regiment
and your name."

" I am Count Rostof, squadron commander, and I am
your humble servant."

" De-e-ev-lish jol-ol-ly g-ga-gals," sang one of the
drunken muzhiks, with a jovial grin, and giving Ilyin

a meaning look, as he stood talking with the maid.
Dunyasha was followed by Alpatuitch, who, at some
distance, took off his hat in Rostof's presence.

"I make bold to trouble your nobility," said he, politely,

but manifesting a certain scorn of the officer's youthful

appearance, and placing his hand in the breast of his

coat, " My mistress, the daughter of General^;/^j-/^^the

late Prince Nikolai" Andreyevitch Bolkonsky, who died

on the twenty-seventh instant, finds herself in difficulty

on account of the insubordination and boorishness of

these individuals here"— he pointed to the muzhiks.
"And she begs you to confer with her— if it would not
be asking too much," said Alpatuitch, with a timid smile,— " if you would come a few steps farther .... and besides

it is not so pleasant in presence of...."

He indicated the two drunken muzhiks, who were cir-

cling round them and in their rear like gadflies round
a horse.

"Hey! Alpatuitch— Hey ! . Yakof Alpatuitch"....

"Ser'ous shing! 'Scuseus! Ser'ous shing !".... "'Scuse
us, for Christ's sake! Hey!" said the muzhiks, leering

at him. Rostof looked at the drunken muzhiks, and
smiled.

"Or perhaps this amuses your illustriousness.-* " sug-

gested Alpatuitch, with a sedate look, and indicating
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the old men with his other hand— the one not in the

breast of his coat.

" No, there 's no amusement in that," said Rostof,

and started off. "What is the trouble.-'" he asked.

"I make bold to explain to your illustriousness that

these coarse peasants here are not willing that their

mistress should leave her estate, and they threaten to

take her horses out ; and though everything has been
packed up since morning, her illustriousness can't get
away."

"Incredible!" cried Rostof.
" I have the honor of reporting to you the essential

truth," maintained Alpatuitch.

Rostof dismounted, and, throwing the reins to his

orderly, went with Alpatuitch to the house, questioning
him on the state of affairs. In point of fact, the offer

of corn which the princess had made to the muzhiks
the evening before, her explanations to Dron and to

the meeting, had made affairs so much worse that Dron
had definitively laid down his keys, and taken sides with
the peasantry, and had refused to obey Alpatuitch's sum-
mons ; and that morning, when the princess had ordered
to have the horses put in so as to take her departure,

the muzhiks had gone in a regular mob to the granary,

and sent a messenger declaring that they would not
allow the princess to leave the village, that orders had
come not to leave and they should unharness the horses.

Alpatuitch had gone to them, and reasoned with them,
but they had replied— Karp being their spokesman for

the most part— Dron did not show himself at all—
that it was impossible to let the princess take her
departure, that there was a law against it ;

" only let

her stay at home, and they would serve her as they
always had done, and obey her in everything."

At the moment that Rostof and Ilyin had come spur-

ring up the avenue, the Princess Mariya, in spite of the

dissuasion of Alpatuitch, the old nurse, and her women,
had given orders to have the horses put in, and had
made up her mind to start; but when the coachmen
saw the cavalrymen galloping up, they took them for the
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French, and ran away; and wailing and lamentations of

women were heard in the house.

"Batyushka !
"

.... "Blessed father !

"
.... "God has sent

you," were the words of welcome that met him, as Rostof
passed through the anteroom.
The Princess Mariya, entirely bewildered and weak

with fright, was sitting in the drawing-room when Rostof
was brought in to her. She had no idea who he was
and why he was there and what was going to become
of her. When she saw his Russian face, and recognized

by his manner and the first words he spoke that he was
a man of her own walk in life, she looked at him with

her deep, radiant eyes, and began to speak in broken
tones, her voice trembling with emotion.

Rostof immediately found something very romantic
in this adventure. "An unprotected maiden, over-

whelmed with grief, left alone to the mercy of rough,

insurgent muzhiks ! And what a strange fate has

brought me here ! " thought Rostof, as he listened to

her and looked at her. "And what sweetness and
gratitude in her features and her words !

" he said to

himself, as he listened to her faltering tale.

When she related all that had taken place on the day
after her father's obsequies, her voice trembled. She
turned aside, and then, as if she were afraid Rostof
would take her words to be an excuse for rousing his

pity, she glanced at him with a timidly questioning look.

The tears stood in Rostof's eyes. The Princess

Mariya observed it, and she looked gratefully at him
with those brilliant eyes of hers, which made one forget

the plainness of her face.

" I cannot tell you, princess, how happy I am at the

chance that brought me here and puts me in a position

to show you how ready I am to serve you," said Rostof,

rising. " You can start immediately, and I pledge you
my word of honor that no one shall dare to cause you
the slightest unpleasantness, if you will only permit me
to serve as your escort;" and, making her a courtly bow
such as are made to ladies of the imperial blood, he went
to the door. By the courtliness of his tone, Rostof
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seemed to show that, in spite of the fact that he should

consider it an honor to be acquainted with her, he
would not think of taking advantage of her hour of mis-

fortune to inflict his acquaintance upon her.

The Princess Mariya understood and appreciated this

delicacy.
" I am very, very grateful to you," said she, in French.

" But I hope that this was merely a misunderstanding,,

and that no one is to blame for it.... " She suddenly
broke down. " Forgive me," said she.

Rostof once more made a low bow, and left the room
with an angry scowl.

CHAPTER XIV

" Well, now, pretty .'' ah, brother, my pink one *s a

beauty, and her name is Dunyasha....
"

But as he glanced into Rostof's face Ilyin held his

tongue. He saw that his hero and commander had
come back in an entirely different frame of mind.

Rostof gave Ilyin a wrathful glance, and, without

deigning to give him any answer, he strode swiftly

down to the village.

" I will teach them ! I will give it to those cut-

throats," he muttered to himself.

Alpatuitch, with a sort of swimming gait that was
just short of running, found it hard to overtake him.

" What decision have you been pleased to come to ?
"

he asked, at last catching up with him. Rostof halted and,

doubling his fists, made a threatening movement toward
Alpatuitch suddenly.

" Decision ? What decision .-' You old dotard !

"

cried he. "What are you staring at .-• Ha.'*— The
muzhiks are in revolt and you can't bring them to

terms .-• You yourself are a traitor ! I know you. I '11

take the hide off you, the whole of you." And, as if

afraid of wasting the reserve fund of his righteous

wrath, he left Alpatuitch and hastened forward.

Alpatuitch, evidently crushing down his sense of in-
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jured innocence, hastened after Rostof with that swim-
ming gait of his, and continued to give him his opinions

in regard to the matter. He declared that the muzhiks
had got themselves into such a state of recalcitrancy,

that at the present moment it would be imprudent to

contrariae them, unless one had a squad of soldiers,

so that it would be better to send after the soldiers

first.

" I '11 give them a squad of soldiers .... I '11 show how to

contrarize them," replied Rostof, not knowing what he
was saying, and breathing hard from his unreasoning,

keen indignation and the necessity which he felt of ex-

pressing this indignation. With no definite plan of

action he rushed with strong, resolute steps straight at

the mob.
And the nearer he approached it, the more firmly

convinced grew Alpatuitch that this imprudent action

of his might lead to excellent results. The muzhiks in

the throng felt the same thing as they saw his swift,

unswerving movements and his resolute, scowling face.

After the hussars had entered the village and Rostof
had gone to see the princess, a certain perplexity and
division of counsels had prevailed among the peasantry.

It began to be bruited among them that these visitors

were Russians, and some of the muzhiks declared that

they would be angry because their young mistress was
detained. Dron was of this opinion, but as soon as he
had so expressed himself, Karp and the other muzhiks
attacked their former starosta.

" How many years have you been getting your belly

full of this commune 1
" cried Karp. " It 's all the

same to you. You '11 dig up your pot of money and be
off ! What do you care whether they burn up our

houses or not .*

"

"The order was to keep good order: no one to go
from their homes and not carry off the value of a speck
o' dust — and there she goes with all she's got," cried

another.
" 'T was your son's turn, but you were too soft on

your young noodle," suddenly exclaimed a little old

VOL. IV.— 14
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man, pitching into Dron. '-But they shaved^ mj
Vanka. Ekh ! we shall die !

"

'' Certainly we shall die !

"

" I 'm not quit of the commune yet," said Dron.
" Of course you 're not. You 've filled your belly !

"
....

Then two long, lank muzhiks said their say. As
soon as Rostof, accompanied by Ilyin, Lavrushka, and
Alpatuitch, drew near the mob, Karp, thrusting his

fingers in his belt, and slightly smiling, came forward.

Dron, on the contrary, got into the rear ranks, and the

throng crowded closer together.
" Hey ! Which of you is the starosta here .-•

" cried

Rostof, coming up to the mob with swift strides.

" The starosta .-• What do you want of him ? " asked
Karp.

But before he had a chance to utter another word
his cap flew off, and he was sent reeling with a powerful
blow.

" Hats off, you traitors !
" cried Rostof, in a stentorian

voice. " Where is the starosta .-' " he thundered, in a

voice of fury.

"The starosta, he wants the starosta .... Dron Zaka-
ruitch .... you !

" was spoken by various officiously sub-

missive voices, and every hat was doffed.
" We should never think of rebelling ; we are keeping

order," insisted Karp, and several voices in the rear

ranks at the same instant suddenly shouted :
—

" It was what the council of elders decided ; we have
to obey." ....

"Do you dare answer back .-'.... Mob !.... cutthroats!

.... traitors i " sang out Rostof, beside himself with

rage and in an unnatural voice, seizing Karp by the

collar. " Bind him ! Bind hin;i !
" he cried, though

there was no one to execute his orders except Lavrushka
and Alpatuitch.

Lavrushka, however, sprang forward and seized Karp
by the arms from behind.

" Do you wish us to summon ours from below ?

"

he cried.

1 Zabyit lob, " to shave the brow," that U to enlist a soldier, to conscript.
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Alpatuitch turned to the muzhiks, calling two by
name, to bind Karp's arms. These muzhiks submis-
sively stepped forth from the throng and began to

unfasten their belts.

" Where is the starosta .-'
" cried Rostof.

Dron, pale and scowling, stood forth.

"Are you the starosta.-'— Bind him, Lavrushka,"
cried Rostof, as if it was impossible for this command
to meet with resistance. And, in point of fact, two
other muzhiks began to bind Dron, who, in order to

facilitate the operation, took off his girdle and handed
it to them.
"And see here ....do you all obey me!"— Rostof

had turned to the muzhiks. — "Disperse to your homes
instantly, and don't let me hear a word from one of you !

"

"Come, now! we've done no harm!" .... "We've
only been acting silly." .... "Made fools of ourselves,

that's all." .... " I said there wasn't no such orders," said

various voices, reproaching one another.
" That 's what I told you," said Alpatuitch, reassuming

his rights. " 'T 'was n't right of you, boys."
" Our foolishness, Yakof Alpatuitch," replied the

voices, and the crowd immediately began to break up
and scatter to their homes.
The two muzhiks, with their arms bound, were taken

to the master's house. ^ The two drunken men followed.
" Ekh ! now I get a good look at you !

" said one of

them, addressing Karp.
" How could you speak to your betters in that way .?

What were you thinking of .-^ Durak ! idiot!" ex-

claimed the other. " Truly you were an idiot !

"

Inside of two hours the teams were ready in the dvor
of the Bogucharovo mansion. The men were zealously

lugging out and packing up the master's belongings,

and Dron, at the princess's intercession let out of the

shed where he had been locked up, directed the muzhiks
at their work, standing in the court.

" Don't pack that away so clumsily," said one of the

muzhiks, a tall man, with a round, smiling face, taking

^ Barsky dvor.
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a casket from the hands of a chambermaid. " You see,

that's worth something". Don't sling it in that way, or

poke it under a pile of rope— why, it'll get spoiled!

I don't like it that way. Let everything be done neat,

according to law! There, that's the way— under this

mat, and tuck,hay round it. That's the way to do it !

"

" Oh, these books ! these books !
" exclaimed another

muzhik, bending under the weight of the bookcases
from Prince Andrei's library. " Don't you touch them !

Heavy, I tell you, boys ! healthy lot of books !

"

" Yes, that man kept his pen busy, and did n't gad
much," said the tall, moon-faced muzhik, winking sig-

nificantly, and pointing to some lexicons lying on top.

Rostof, not wishing to impose his acquaintance on
the princess, did not return to her, but remained in the

village, waiting for her to pass on her way. Having
waited until the Princess Mariya's carriages had left

the house, Rostof mounted and accompanied her on
horseback along the highway occupied by our troops for

a dozen versts.

At Yankovo, where his bivouac was, he politely took

leave of her, and for the first time permitted himself

the liberty of kissing her hand.
" Ought you not to be ashamed of yourself !

" replied

Rostof, reddening, as the Princess Mariya expressed
her gratitude for his having saved her— for so she

spoke of what he had done. " Any policeman ^ would
have done as much. If we had only peasants to fight

with, we should not have let the enemy advance so far,"

said he, feeling a twinge of shame, and anxious to

change the topic. " I am only delighted that this has

given me a chance of making your acquaintance. Fare-

well, — prashchaite, princess. I wish you all happiness

and consolation, and I hope that we shall meet under
more favorable circumstances. If you wish to spare

my blushes, please do not thank me."
But the princess, if she did not thank him further in

word, could not help expressing her gratitude in every

^ Stanovo'i.
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feature of her face, which fairly beamed with acknowl-
edgement and gentleness. She could not believe him
when he said that she had nothing for which to thank
him. On the contrary, it was beyond question that if

it had not been for him, she would have been utterly

lost either at the hands of the insurgent peasants, or
the French ; that he, in order to rescue her, had exposed
himself to the most palpable and terrible peril ; and still

less was it a matter of doubt that he was a man of high,

noble spirit, capable of realizing her position and mis-

fortune. His kindly, honest eyes, which had filled with
sympathetic tears when she herself was weeping, and
seemed to speak with her about her loss, she could not
keep out of her thoughts.

When she bade him farewell, and was left alone, the
Princess Mariya suddenly felt her eyes fill with tears,

and then, it seemed not for the first time, the strange
question came into her mind, " Did she love him .-'

"

During the rest of the journey to Moscow, though her
position was far from agreeable, the princess, as Du-
nyasha, who rode with her in the carriage, more than
once observed, looked out of the window and smiled
a sweet and melancholy smile.

" Well, supposing I did fall in love with him," mused
the Princess Mariya.

Mortifying as it was for her to acknowledge to herself

that she fell in love at first sight with a man who, per-

haps, might never reciprocate her love, still she com-
forted herself with the thought that no one would ever
know it, and that she would not be to blame if, even to

the end of her life, she, without ever telling any one, loved
this man whom she loved for the first time and the last.

Sometimes she recalled his looks, his sympathetic
interest, his words, and happiness seemed to her not
impossible. And it was at such times that Dunyasha
observed that she smiled as she gazed out of the car-

riage window.
" And it was fate that he should come to Bogucharovo,

and at such a time !
" said the Princess Mariya. "And

it was fate that his sister should jilt Prince Andrei! "
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And in all this the Princess Mariya saw the workings
of Providence.

The impression made on Rostof by the Princess Mariya
was very agreeable. When his thoughts recurred to her,

happiness filled his heart ; and when his comrades, learn-

ing of his adventure at Bogucharovo, joked him because,

in going after hay, he had fallen in with one of the rich-

est heiresses of Russia, Rostof lost his temper. He lost

his temper for the very reason that the idea of marrying
the princess, who had impressed him so pleasantly, and
who had such an enormous property, had more than
once, against his will, occurred to him. As far as he
personally was concerned, he could not wish a better

wife than the Princess Mariya. To marry her would
give great delight to the countess, his mother, and
would help him to extricate his father's affairs from
their wreck; and then, again, — Nikolai' felt this, — it

would be for the Princess Mariya's happiness.

But Sonya .'' And his plighted troth ? And that was
the reason Rostof grew angry when they joked him
about the Princess Bolkonskaya.

CHAPTER XV

Having accepted the command of the armies, Kutu-
zof remembered Prince Andrei', and sent word to him to

join him at headquarters.

Prince Andrei reached Tsarevo-Zaimishche on the very

day and at the very time when Kutuzof was making his

first review of the troops. He stopped in the village, at

the house of a priest, in front of which the chief com-
mander's carriage was standing, and took his seat on the

bench in front of the door, waiting for his " serene high-

ness," ^ as every one now called Kutuzof. From the

field back of the village came the sound of martial music,

then the roar of a tremendous throng of men shouting,
" Hurrah ! Hurrah !

" in honor of the commander-in-
chief.

^ Svielleishii.
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A dozen steps or so from Prince Andrei stood two of

Kutuzof's servants, — the courier and his house-steward,
— profiting by the prince's absence and the beautiful

weather to come out to the gates.

A dark-complexioned little lieutenant-colonel of hus-

sars, with a portentous growth of mustache and side-

whiskers, came riding up to the gates, and, seeing Prince
Andrei, asked if his serene highness lodged there, and
if he would soon return.

Prince Andrei replied that he did not belong to his

serene highness's staff, and had, likewise, only just

arrived.

The lieutenant-colonel turned to the spruce-looking

denshchik with the same question ; and the chief

commander's denshchik answered him with that con-

temptuous indifference with which the servants of

commanders-in-chief are apt to treat under-officers.
" What ? His serene highness } Likely to be here

before long. What do you want ?
"

The lieutenant-colonel laughed in his mustaches at

the denshchik's tone, dismounted from his horse, gave
the bridle to his orderly, and joined Bolkonsky, making
him a stiff little bow. Bolkonsky made room for him
on the bench. The lieutenant-colonel of hussars sat

down next him.
" So you 're waiting for the commander-in-chief, too,

are you .-• " asked the lieutenant-colonel. "He's we-
ported to be vewy accessible ! Thank God for that

!

That was the twouble with those sausage-stuffers. There
was some weason in Yermolof asking to be weckoned as

a German. Now pe'w'aps we 'Ussians may have some-
thing to say about things now. The devil knows what
they've been doing! Always wetweating— always we-

tweating ! Have you been making the campaign.''" he
asked.

" I have had that pleasure," replied Prince Andrei.
" Not only have I taken part in the retreat, but I have
lost thereby all that I hold dear, to say nothing of my
property and the home of my ancestors .... my father,

who died of grief. I am from Smolensk."
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" Ah ? Are you Pwince Bolkonsky ? Wight glad to

make your acquaintance :— Lieutenant-Colonel Denisof,

better known as Vaska," said Denisof, shaking hands

with Prince AndreT, and looking with a peculiarly gentle

expression into his face. " Yes, I heard about it," said

he, sympathetically ; and, after a short pause, he con-

tinued : "And so this is Scythian warfare. It 's all vewy
good except for those whose wibs are bwoken. And
you are Pwince Andwei" Bolkonsky.^" He shook his

head. "Vewy, vewy glad, pwince, vewy glad to make
your acquaintance," he repeated for the second time,

squeezing his hand.

Prince Andrei had known from Natasha that Denisof

was her first suitor. This recollection, at once sweet

and bitter, brought back to him those painful sensations

which of late he had not allowed himself to harbor, but

which were always in his heart. Recently so many
other and more serious impressions— like the evacua-

tion of Smolensk, his visit to Luisiya Gorui, the news
of his father's death— and so many new sensations had

been experienced by him, that it was some time since he

had even thought of his disappointment, and now, when
he was reminded of it, it seemed so long ago that it did

not affect him with its former force.

For Denisof, also, the series of recollections conjured

up in his mind by Bolkonsky's name belonged to a dis-

tant, poetic past, to that time when he, after the supper,

and after Natasha had sung for him, himself not realiz-

ing what he was doing, offered himself to a maiden of

fifteen ! He smiled at his recollection of that time and
of his love for Natasha, and immediately proceeded to

the topic which at the present passionately occupied

him to the exclusion of everything else.

This was a plan of campaign which he had developed

during the retreat, while on duty at the outposts. He
had proposed this plan to Barclay de Tolly, and was now
bent on proposing it to Kutuzof. The plan was based

on the fact that the French line of operations was
too widely spread out, and his idea was that, instead

of attacking them in front, or, possibly, in connec-
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tion with offensive attacks at the front, so as to block
their road, it was necessary to act against their com-
munications. He began to outline this plan to Prince
Andrei.

"They can't sustain such a long line. It is impos-
sible ! I '11 pwomise to bweak thwough them

;
give me

five hundwed men and I '11 cut my way thwough, twuly.

A sort of system of guwillas."

Denisof had got up in his excitement, and as he laid

his plan before Bolkonsky he gesticulated eagerly. In
the midst of his exposition, the acclamations of the
military, more than ever incoherent, more than ever
diffused and mingled with music and songs, were heard
in the direction of the review-grounds. The trampling
of horses and shouts were heard in the village.

"Here he comes," shouted the Cossack guard. Bol-

konsky and Denisof went down to the gates, where
were gathered a little knot of soldiers, composing the

guard of honor, and saw Kutuzof coming down the

street, mounted on his little bay cob. An enormous
suite of generals accompanied him ; Barclay de Tolly

was riding almost abreast of him. A throng of officers

followed them and closed in around them on all sides,

shouting " Hurrah !

"

His aides galloped on ahead of him into the yard..

Kutuzof, impatiently spurring his steed, which cantered

along heavily under his weight, kept nodding his head
and raising his hand to his white cavalier-guard cap,

which was decorated with a red band and was without a

vizor. As he came up to his guard of honor, composed
of gallant grenadiers,— for the most part cavalrymen,
— who presented arms, he for an instant gazed silently

and shrewdly at them with the stubborn look of one
used to command, and turned back to the throng of gen-

erals and other officers standing around him. Over his

face suddenly passed an artful expression ; he shrugged
his shoulders with a gesture of perplexity.

"The idea of retreating, and retreating with such

gallant fellows!" said he, "Well, good-by,^ general,'

* Pa svidanya.
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he added, and turned his horse into the gates, past

Prince Andrei and Denisof.

"Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!" The acclamations rent

the air behind him.

Kutuzof, since Prince Andrei had last seen him, had
grown stouter than ever; his face was wrinkled and he
fairly weltered in fat. But the whitened eye, and the

scar, and that expression of lassitude in face and figure,

which he knew so well, were the same. He was dressed

in a military long coat, a whip hung by a slender ribbon

over his shoulder, and he wore his white cavalier-guard

cap. Heavily sprawled out and swaying, he sat his little

horse. His ^//

—

fin—fin could be heard almost dis-

tinctly as he rode into the courtyard.

His face had that expression of relief which a man
shows when he makes up his mind to have a rest after

a public exhibition. He extricated his left leg from the

stirrup, leaned back with his whole body, and, scowling
with the exertion of getting his leg up over the saddle,

rested with his knee a moment, and then with a quack
like a duck he let himself down into the arms of the

Cossacks and aides who were waiting to assist him.

He straightened himself up, looked around with blink-

ing eyes, and, glancing at Prince Andrei', but evidently

failing to recognize him, he set out with his clumsy,

plunging gait for the steps. Fin—fin—fiti— he puffed,

and again he glanced at Prince AndreL The impression

made by Prince Andrei's face, though it was reached
only after several seconds,— as is often the case with
old men,— at last connected itself with the recollection

of who he was.
" Ah ! how are you, prince, how are you, my good

fellow.''^ come with me," he said wearily, glancing round,

and beginning heavily to mount the steps, which groaned
under his weight. Then he unbuttoned his uniform and
sat down on the bench at the top of the steps.

"Well, how is your father }
"

" Yesterday I received news of his death," said Prince

Andreif, abruptly.

^ Galubchik.
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Kutuzof looked at Prince Andrei' with startled, wide-

opened eyes ; then he took off his cap and crossed him-

self.

"The kingdom of heaven be his. God's will be done
to us all."

He drew a deep, heavy sigh and was long silent. " I

loved him dearly and I realized his worth, and I sympa-
thize with you with all my heart."

He embraced Prince Andrei, pressed him to his fat

chest, and held him there long. When at last he re-

leased him. Prince Andrei sa\y that his blubbery lips

trembled, and that his eyes were full of tears. He
sighed and took hold of the bench with both hands so

as to rise.

" Come, come to my room, and let us talk !
" said he

;

but just at that instant Denisof, who was as little apt

to quail before his superiors as before his enemies,

strode with jingling spurs to the steps, in spite of the

aides, who with indignant whispers tried to stop him.

Kutuzof, still clinging to the bench, gave him a dis-

pleased look.

Denisof, introducing himself, explained that he had
something of the greatest importance for the good of

the country to communicate to his serene highness.

Kutuzof, with his weary look, continued to stare at

Denisof, and, with a gesture of annoyance, released his

hands and folded them on his belly, repeating: "For
the good of the country ? — Well, what is it } Speak!

"

Denisof reddened like a girl,— it was so strange to

see the blush on the veteran's mustached, bibulous

face,— and he began boldly to evolve his plan for break-

ing through the enemy's effective line between Smo-
lensk and Viazma. Denisof's home was in this region,

and he was well acquainted with every locality. His plan

seemed unquestionably excellent, especially owing to

the force of conviction which he put into his words.

Kutuzof regarded his own legs, and occasionally looked

over into the dvor, or yard, of the adjoining cottage, as

if he were expecting something unpleasant to appear
from there. And in reality, from the cottage at which
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he was looking, during Denisofs speech, emerged a

general with a portfolio under his arm.
" What ? " exclaimed Kutuzof, interrupting Denisof

in the midst of his exposition. " Ready so soon .''

"

"Yes, your serene highness," replied the general.

Kutuzof shook his head as much as to say, ' How can
one man have time for all this .-*

' and went on listening

to Denisof.
" I give my twuest word of honor as a 'Ussian offi-

cer," insisted Denisof, " that I will cut off Napoleon's
communications."

" What ! is Kirill Andreyevitch Denisof, Ober-inten-

dant, any relation of yours .-* " asked Kutuzof, interrupt-

ing him.
" My own uncle, your sewene highness."

"Oh, we were good friends," exclaimed Kutuzof,

jovially. "Very good, very good, my dear.^ Stay here

at headquarters ; we will talk it over to-morrow."

Nodding to Denisof, he turned away, and stretched

out his hand for the papers which Konovnitsuin had
brought him.

" Would not your serene highness find it more com-
fortable to come into the house .'* " suggested the officer

of the day, in a dissatisfied tone. " It 's absolutely

necessary to look over some plans, and to sign a number
of documents."
An aide, appearing at the door, announced that his

rooms were all ready. But Kutuzof evidently wanted
not to go indoors until he was free. He scowled.

" No, have a table brought out, my dear ; I '11 look

at them here," said he. — " Don't you go," he added,
addressing Prince Andrei'. Prince Andrei remained on
the steps, and listened to the officer of the day.

During the rendering of the report. Prince Andre'f

heard in the passageway the whispering of a woman's
voice and the rustling of a woman's silken gown. Sev-
eral times, as he glanced in that direction, he caught
sight of a round, ruddy-faced, pretty woman, in a pink

dress, and with a lilac silk handkerchief over her hea^
J Galuhhik.
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holding a dish in her hands, and evidently waiting for

the return of the commander-in-chief. One of Kutuzof's
aides explained to Prince Andrei in a whisper that this

was the mistress of the house, the pope's wife, who was
all ready to offer his serene highness the khleb-sol}

Her husband had already met his highness with the
cross at the church, and here she was at home with the
bread and salt.

" Very pretty," added the aide, with a smile. Kutu-
zof looked up on hearing that. He had been listening

to the general's report,— the principal feature of which
was a critique on the position at Tsarevo-Zaimishche,

—

just exactly as he had listened to Denisof, just exactly

as he had listened to the discussions at the council on
the night before the battle of Austerlitz, seven years
previously. It was evident that he listened merely
because he had ears, which could not help hearing,

although one of them was stuffed full of tarred hemp

;

but it was plain that nothing that the general on duty
could say could either arouse him or interest him, and
that he knew in advance what would be said, and lis-

tened only because he had to listen, as he might have
to listen to the singing of a Te Deum.

All that Denisof said was practical and sensible.

What the general on duty said was still more practical

and sensible, but it was evident that Kutuzof scorned
both knowledge and sense, and took for granted that

something else was needed to decide the matter ; some-
thing else, and quite independent of sense and knowl-
edge.

Prince Andrei attentively watched the expression of

the chief commander's face, and the only expression

which he could distinguish in it was one of tedium, or

of curiosity as to the meaning of a woman's whispering
inside the door, and the desire to save appearances.

It was evident that Kutuzof scorned sense and knowl-

edge, and even the patriotic feeling shown by Denisof,

but that he did not scorn them by his own superior

sense and knowledge and feeling— for he did not try

I Uread and salt, typical of Russian hospitality.
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to manifest these qualities, but he scorned them for

some other reason. He scorned them because of his

advanced age, because of his experience of life.

The one single disposition which Kutuzof felt called

on to make in connection with this report related to the
marauding of the Russian soldiers. The general on duty,

on finishing his report, presented to his serene highness,

to sign, a paper granting a favorable answer to a pro-

prietor who had petitioned for the military authorities

to reimburse him for the loss of his standing oats, which
had been taken on requisition.

Kutuzof smacked his lips and shook his head when
he heard about this.

"Into the stove with it.... burn it! I tell you, once
and for all, my dear," said he, "throw all such things

into the fire. Let 'em reap the grain and burn the wood
as they need. I don't order it, and I don't allow it ; but
if it is done, I can't pay for it. It can't be helped. ' If

wood is cut, the chips fly.'^" He glanced once more
at the paper. "Oh, German punctilio!" he exclaimed,

shaking his head.

CHAPTER XVI

"Well, that is all, is it.''" asked Kutuzof, affixing

his name to the last of the documents ; and, rising

laboriously and settling the folds of his white, puffy

neck, he went to the door with a cheerful face.

The pope's wife, with flushed face, grasped for the

plate, which, though she had prepared it so long in ad-

vance, she nevertheless failed to present in time. And,
with a low obeisance, she offered the bread and salt to

Kutuzof. Kutuzof's eyes twinkled ; he smiled, chucked
her under the chin, and said :

—
" What a pretty woman you are ! Thanks, sweet-

heart !
" 2

He drew out of his trousers pocket a few gold pieces,

1 Dro7>a rubyat, shchepki letyat, Russian proverb.
* Galiibushka.
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and laid them in the plate. " Well, then, how are we
situated ? " said he, going toward the room reserved for

his private use.

The pope's wife, with every dimple in her rosy face

smiling, followed him into the chamber.
An aide came to Prince Andrei, as he stood on the

steps, and invited him to breakfast. In half an hour he
was again summoned to Kutuzof. Kutuzof was sprawled
out in an easy-chair, with his uniform coat unbuttoned.

He held a French book in his hand, and, when Prince

Andrei came in, he laid it down, marking the place with

a knife. This book, as Prince Andrei could see by
the cover, was " Les Chevaliers du Cygne," a work by
Madame de Genlis.

" Well, now, sit down, sit down here," said Kutuzof.
" It 's sad, very sad. But, remember, my boy, that I am
a father to you— a second father." ....

Prince Andrei told Kutuzof all that he knew about
his father's death, and what he had seen at Luisiya

Gorui as he passed through.

"To what— to what have they brought us!" sud-

denly exclaimed Kutuzof, in an agitated voice, evidently

getting from Prince Andrei's story a clear notion of the

state in which Russia found herself.

"Wait a bit ! wait a bit ! " he added, with a wrathful

expression ; and then, evidently not wishing to dwell

on this agitating topic, he went on to say :
—

"I have summoned you to keep you with me."
" I thank your serene highness," replied Prince Andref.

" But I fear that I am not good for staff service," he
explained, with a smile which Kutuzof remarked. "And
chiefly," added Prince Andrei", " I am used to my regi-

ment. I have grown very fond of the officers, and the
men, so far as I can judge, are fond of me. 1 should
be sorry to leave my regiment. If I decline the honor
of being on your staff, believe me, it is....

"

A keen, good-natured, and at the same time shrewdly
sarcastic expression flashed over Kutuzof's puffy face.

He interrupted Bolkonsky.

"I am sorry. You might have been useful to me;
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but you are right, you are right. We don't need men here

!

There are everywhere plenty of advisers, but not of men.
Our regiments would be very different if all the advice-

givers would serve in them as you do. I remember you
at Austerlitz— I remember you, I remember you with

the standard," said Kutuzof ; and a flush of pleasure

spread over Prince Andrei's face at this recollection.

Kutuzof drew him close, and stroked his cheek, and
again Prince Andrei observed tears in his eyes. Though
Prince Andrei knew that tears were Kutuzof's weak
point, and that he was especially flattering to him, and
was anxious to express his sympathy for his loss, still

Prince Andrei felt particularly happy and gratified at

this allusion to Austerlitz.

"Go, and God bless you! I know, your road.... is

the road of honor."

He paused.
*' I missed you sadly at Bukarest. I needed a mes-

senger to send."

And, changing the conversation, Kutuzof began to

talk about the Turkish war and the peace which had
been concluded.

"Yes, they abused me not a little," said he, "both for

the war and for the peace ; but all came about in time.

All things come to those who wait. There I had just

as many advisers as I have here".... he went on to

say, turning to the counselors, who evidently were an
annoyance to him. " Okh ! these counselors, these

counselors
!

" he exclaimed. " If their advice had
been taken, we should still be in Turkey, and peace
would not have been signed, and the war would not be
over yet. Everything in haste, but ' fast never gets

far.' If Kamiensky had not died, he would have been
ruined. He stormed a fortress with thirty thousand
men. It is not hard to take a fortress ; it 's hard
to gain a campaign. And to do that, not to storm and
attack, but patience and time are what is required.

Kamiensky sent his soldiers against Rushchuk ; and
while I employed nothing but time and patience, I took

more fortresses than Kamiensky ever did, and I made
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the Turks feed on horse-flesh." He shook his head.
" And the French will do the same. Take my word
for it," he exclaimed, growing more animated, and
pounding his chest, " if I have anything to do with it,

they will be eating horse-flesh too !

"

And again his eyes overflowed with tears.

" Still, it will be necessary to accept a battle, won't
it .'* " asked Prince Andrei'.

" Certainly, if all demand it, there 's no help for it.

But trust me, my boy.^ There are no more powerful
fighters than these two, — Time and Patience ; they do
everything. But our advisers— they won't see it in that

light, that 's the trouble. Some are in favor, and some
are opposed. What 's to be done .''

" he asked, and
waited for an answer. " Yes, what is it you advise

doing ? " he repeated, and his eyes gleamed with an ex-

pression of deep cunning. " I will tell you what is to

be done," he went on to say, when Prince Andrei still

refrained from expressing any opinion. " I will tell you
what is to be done, and I shall do it. Dans le doute,

mon cher,"— he hesitated, — ^' abstiens-toi. When in

doubt, dont^' he repeated, after an interval. " Well,

good-by, prashchai, my dear boy. Remember that I

sympathize with all my heart in your loss, and that to

you I am not his serene highness nor prince nor com-
mander-in-chief, but a father to you. If you want any-

thing, apply directly to me. Good-by, my dear."^

He again embraced and kissed him. And before

Prince Andref had actually reached the door, Kutuzof
drew a long sigh of relief, and had resumed his unfinished

novel by Madame de Genlis, " Les Chevaliers du Cygne."
Prince Andrei could not account to himself for the

why or wherefore of it, but it was a fact that, after

this interview with Kutuzof, he returned to his regiment

much relieved as to the general course of affairs, and as

to the wisdom of intrusting them to this man whom he
had just seen. The more he realized the utter absence

of all self-seeking in this old man, who seemed to have

^ Galubchik.
2 Prashchai^ galubchik.

VOL. IV.— 15
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outlived ordinary passions, and whose intellect— that

is, the power of coordinating events and drawing con-

clusions— had resolved itself into the one faculty of

calmly holding in check the course of events, the more
assured Prince Andrei' felt that everything would turn

out as it should.

"There is nothing personal about him. He won't

give way to his imaginations ; he won't do anything

rash," said Prince Andrei to himself, "but he will listen

to all suggestions ; he will remember everything ; he
will have everything in its place ; he will hinder nothing

that is useful, and permit nothing that is harmful ; he will

remember that there is something more powerful and
more tremendous than his will,— the inevitable course

of events, — and he will have the brains to see them
;

he will have the ability to realize their significance, and,

in view of this significance, he will be sensible enough
to see what a small part he himself, and his own will,

have to play in them. But chief of all," thought Prince

Andrei', " what makes me have confidence in him is that

he is Russian, in spite of his French romance of Ma-
dame de Genlis and his French phrases ; because his

voice trembled when he exclaimed, ' What have they
brought us to !

' and because he sobbed when he declared

that he would make them eat horse-flesh."

It was due to this feeling, which all felt more or less

vaguely, that Kutuzof's selection as commander-in-chief,

in spite of court cabals, met with such unanimous and
general recognition among the people.

CHAPTER XVn

After the sovereign's departure from Moscow, the
life in the capital flowed on in its ordinary channels,

and the current of this life was so commonplace that it

was hard to recall those days of patriotic enthusiasms
and impulses, and hard to believe that Russia was
actually in peril, and that the members of the English
Club were at the same time "Sons of the Father-
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land," and had declared themselves prepared for any
sacrifice.

The only thing that recalled the general spasm of

patriotic enthusiasm that had taken place during the

sovereign's recent visit to Moscow was the demand for

men and money, which, coming now in legal, official form,

had to be met, the sacrifice having once been offered.

Though the enemy were approaching Moscow, the

Moscovites were not inclined to regard their situation

with any greater degree of seriousness ; on the contrary,

the matter was treated with peculiar lightness, as is

always the case with people who see a great catastrophe

approaching.

At such a time, two voices are always heard speaking

loudly in the heart of man : the one, with perfect reason-

ableness, always preaches the reality of the peril, and
counsels him to seek for means of avoiding it; the

other, with a still greater show of reason, declares that

it is too painful and difficult to think about danger,

since it is not in the power of man to foresee every-

thing or to escape the inevitable course of events ; and,

therefore, it is better to shut the eyes to the disagree-

able, until it actually comes, and to think only of what
is pleasant.

When a man is alone, he generally gives himself up
to the first voice, but in society, on the contrary, to the

second. This was the case at the present time with the

inhabitants of Moscow.
Moscow had not been so gay for a long time as it was

that year. Rostopchin's placards, called affiches, or

afishki, were read and criticized just as were the coup-

lets of Vasili Lvovitch Pushkin.^ On th« top of them

1 Vasili Lvovitch Pushkin, the uncle of the poet Aleksandr Sergyeye-

vitch Pushkin, was born at Moscow in April, 1770; served in the body-

guard in the Izmaflovsky regiment till 1797; began to contribute to the

Petersburg Mercury, 1793; wrote an immense number of epistles,

elegies, fables, epigrams, madrigals, etc. The war of 181 2 sent him to

Nizhni-Novgorod, where he remained till 181 5. He died September i,

1830, about seven years before his more famous namesake was killed.

His best known work, "Opasniii Sosyed— A Dangerous Neighbor," has

been thrice republished : Munich, 181 5; I,eipsic, 1855 ; Berlin, 1 859.
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were represented the picture of a drinking-house and
the tapster and Moscovite meshchanin, Karpushka Chi-

girin, who, having been an old soldiej; on liearing that

Bonaparte ivas marching 7ipon Moscoiv, fortified himself
zvith a brimming nog of liquor in the shop, flew into a
passion, heaped every sort of vile epitJiets on all the

French, stepped forth from, the drinking-house, and ha-

ratigued the crowd collected ujider the eagle.

At the club, in the corner room, men collected to

read these bulletins, and some were pleased when Kar-
pushka make sport of the French, and said :

—
" They would swell tip with cabbage, burst their bellies

with kasha gruel, choke themselves zvith shehi, that they

zvere all dzvajfs, and that a peasant zvoman would toss

three of them at ojice with a pitchfork."

Some, however, criticized this tone, and declared that

it was rude and stupid. It was reported that Rostopchin
had sent the French, and, indeed, all other foreigners,

out of Moscow; that Napoleon had spies and agents

among them ; but this story was told merely for the

sake of repeating certain sardonic words which Rostop-
chin was credited with saying about their destination.

These foreigners were embarked on the Volga at Nizhni,

and Rostopchin said to them :
—

"Creep into yourselves,"— that is, keep out of sight

— "creep on board the boat, and try not to let it be-

come a Charon's bark for you."

It was also reported that the courts of justice had
been removed from the city, and here there was a

chance given for repeating one of Shinshin's jests, to

the effect that for this, at least, Moscow ought to be
grateful to Napoleon.

It was said that Mamonof s regiment would cost him
eight hundred thousand, that Bezukhoi was spending
still more on his warriors; but the best joke of all was
that the count himself was going to buckle on his uni-

form and ride in front of his regiment, and those who
would be in the front would not sell their chances to

see this great sight for any money.
" You have no mercy on any one," said Julie Drubet-
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skaya, picking up and squeezing a bunch of picked lint

between her slender fingers covered with rings.

JuHe had determined to leave Moscow the next day,

and she was giving her last reception. " BezukhoT is

absurd, but he is so good, so kind ! What is the pleas-

ure to be so caiistiqiie?
"

" Fined !
" exclaimed a young man, in a militia uniform,

whom Julie called "Man chevalier,'' and who was going
to accompany her to Nizhni.

In Julie's set, as in many other sets of Moscow so-

ciety, it had been agreed to speak only in Russian, and
those who forgot themselves and made use of French
words in conversation, had to pay a fine, which was
turned over to the committee of public defense.

"That's a double fine, for a Gallicism," said a Rus-
sian author who was in the drawing-room. *'

' Pleasure
to be' is not good Russian."

" You show no mercy upon any one," pursued Julie,

paying heed to the author's criticism.

" For using the word caiistiqiie, I admit my guilt, and
will pay my fine for it, and for the pleasure to tell you
the truth, I am ready to pay another fine ; but for Galli-

cisms I am not to be held answerable," she said, turning
to the author. " I have neither the money nor the time
to hire a teacher and take Russian lessons, as Prince
Galitsuin is doing."

" Ah, there he is," exclaimed Julie. " Quand on—
No, no," said she to the militiaman, "do not count that

one, I '11 say it in Russian :
* When we speak of the sun

we see his rays,' " said the hostess, giving Pierre a fasci-

nating smile— "we were just talking about you. We
were saying that your regiment would be really much
better than Mamonof's," said she, with one of those white
lies so characteristic of society women.

" Akh ! don't speak to me about my regiment," re-

plied Pierre, kissing the hostess's hand, and taking a
chair near her. " I am tired to death of it."

" But surely you are going to take the command of

it yourself .'' " asked Julie, shooting a glance of cunning
and ridicule at the militiaman.
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The militiaman in Pierre's presence was no longer so

caiistique, and his face expressed some perplexity at the
meaning expressed in Julie's smile. In spite of his

absent-mindedness and good humor, Pierre's personality

immediately cut short all attempts to make a butt of

him in his own presence.
" No," replied Pierre, with a glance down at his big,

portly frame, " I should be too good a mark for the

French, and I am afraid that I could not get on a

horse."

Among those who came up as a subject for gossip in

the course of the shifting conversation were the Rostofs.
" They say their affairs are in a very bad condition,"

remarked Julie. " And the count himself is so utterly

lacking in common sense ! The Razumovskys wanted to

buy his house and his pod-Moskovnaya, and it is still in

abeyance. He asks too much."
" No, I believe the sale was effected a few days ago,"

said some one. " Though now it is nonsense for any
one to buy property in Moscow."

"Why.-*" asked Julie. "Do you imagine there is

any real danger for Moscow }
"

" What makes you go away .-'

"

" I ? That is an odd question. I am going because
.... because.... well, I am going because everybody's
going, and because I am not a Jeanne d'Arc and not

an Amazon."
" There, now, give me some more rags."
" If he can only economize, he may be able to settle

all his debts," pursued the militiaman, still speaking of

Count Rostof.
" A good old man, but a vQxy pauvre sire. And why

have they been living here so long.'' They intended
long ago to start for the country. Natalie, I believe, is

perfectly restored to health .''— Is n't she .-' " asked Julie

of Pierre, with a mischievous smile.
" They are waiting for their youngest son," replied

Pierre. "He was enrolled among Obolyensky's Cos-

sacks and was sent to Byelaya Tserkov.^ The regiment

1 White Church.
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was mobilizing there. But now he has been transferred

to my regiment and is expected every day. The count
wanted to start long ago, but the countess utterly re-

fused to leave Moscow until her son came."
" I saw them three days ago at the Arkharofs'. Nata-

lie has grown very pretty again and was very gay. She
sang a romanza. How easy it is for some people to

forget everything."
" Forget what .''

" asked Pierre, impulsively.

Julie smiled.
" You know, count, that knights like you are to be

found only in the romances of Madame de Souza."
" What sort of knights ? Why, what do you mean ?

"

asked Pierre, reddening.

"Oh, fie now ! dear count, ccst la fable de tout Mos-
cow. Je voiis adniit-e, ma parole d'honnetir !

"

" Fined ! Fined !
" exclaimed the militiaman.

"Very well, then! It's impossible to talk; how
annoying

!

"

"What is the talk of all Moscow?" asked Pierre,

angrily rising to his feet.

" Oh ! fie ! count. You know !

"

" I don't know at all what you mean," said Pierre.
" I know that you and Natalie were good friends, and

consequently.... No, I always liked Viera better. Cette

c/ih'e Vera/"
" AloH, Madaine" pursued Pierre, in a tone of annoy-

ance. "I have never in the slightest degree taken upon
myself to play the role of knight to the Countess Ros-
tova, and I have not been at their house for almost a

month. But I do not understand the cruelty....
"

" Qui s'excuse s'accuse" said Julie, smiling, and waving
the lint ; and, in order to have the last word herself, she
abruptly changed the conversation. "What do you
suppose I heard last night .'* Poor Marie Bolkonskaya
arrived in Moscow yesterday. Have you heard } She
has lost her father!"

" Really } Where is she .'' I should like very much
to see her," said Pierre.

" I spent last evening with her. She is going to-day
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or to-morrow morning with her little nephew to their

pod-Moskovnaya."
" But what about her ? How is she ? " insisted Pierre.
" Well, but sad. But do you know who rescued her ?

It 's a perfect romance ! Nicolas Rostof ! Her people

surrounded her ; they would have killed her. She was
already wounded He rushed in and saved her." ....

" Lots of romances
!

" exclaimed the militiaman.
" Really, this general stampede seems to have been
made for providing husbands for all the old maids. Ca-

tiche is one, the Princess Bolkonskaya two...."

" Do you know, really I think that she is tm petitpeu
amonretise dujeune homnieV

"Fined! Fined! Fined!"
" But really, how do you say that in Russian ? " *

CHAPTER XVHI

When Pierre reached home he was handed two of

Rostopchin's bulletins, which had been distributed that

day.

In the first the count denied having forbidden any
one to leave Moscow, and declared that, on the con-

trary, he was delighted to have ladies of rank and mer-
chants' wives leave town. " Less panic, less gossip !

"

said the bulletin. " But I '11 answer for it with my life

that the villain will never be in Moscow."
By these words Pierre was for the first time fairly

convinced that the French would get to Moscow.
The second placard proclaimed that our headquarters

were at Viazma, that Count Wittgenstein had beaten

the French, but that, as very many of the inhabitants

had expressed a desire to arm themselves, there were
plenty of weapons for them at the arsenal : sabers, pis-

tols, muskets,— all of which the inhabitants might buy
at the lowest prices.

The tone of this placard was not nearly so full of grim

^The author answers that question by printing the Russian in a foot-

note: Nemnozihetchko vliublenaf etova molodova chelovyeka.
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humor as those which had been before attributed to the

tapster Chigirin. Pierre pondered over these placards.

Evidently that threatening storm-cloud which he looked

forward to with all the powers of his soul, and which at

the same time aroused in him involuntary horror— evi-

dently this storm-cloud was drawing near,

" Shall I enter the military service and join the army,

or shall I wait?" This question arose in his mind for

the hundredth time. He took a pack of cards which

was lying on the table near him, and began to lay out a

game of patience.
" If this game comes out," said he to himself, as he

shuffled the cards, held them in his hand and looked up
— "if it comes out right, then it means.... What shall

it mean ?

"

Before he had time to decide on what it should mean,

he heard at the door of his cabinet the voice of the old-

est princess, asking if she might come in.

"Well, it shall mean that I must join the army," said

Pierre to himself. — "Come in, come in," he added, re-

plying to the princess.

Only the oldest of the three princesses— the one with

the long waist— continued to make her home at Pierre's;

the two younger ones were married.
" Forgive me, mon cousin, for disturbing you," said

she, in an agitated voice. " But you see it is high time

to reach some decision. What is going to be the out-

come of this ? Every one is leaving Moscow, and the

people are riotous. Why do we stay .''

"

"On the contrary, everything looks very propitious,

ma coiisifie,'' said Pierre, in that tone of persiflage which,

in order to hide his confusion at having to play the part

of benefactor before the princess, he always adopted in

his dealings with her.

"Yes, everything is propitious !.... Certainly a fine

state of affairs ! This very day Varvara Ivanovna was
telling me how our armies had distinguished themselves.

It brings them the greatest possible honor. But still

the servants are exceedingly refractory ; they won't

obey at all ; my maid — why, she was positively inso-
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lent ! And before we know it they will be massacring

us. It is impossible to go into the streets. But worst

of all the French are liable to be here to-day or to-mor-

row ! Why should we wait for them .* I ask for only one

favor, mon cousin^ pleaded the princess. " Give orders

to have me taken to Petersburg. Whatever I am, I

cannot endure to live under the sway of Bonaparte !

"

" There, there, ma consine ! Where have you got

your information } On the contrary...."
" I will not submit to your Napoleon ! Others may.

.... If you do not wish to do this for me...."

"Yes, I will do it. I will give orders immediately."

The princess was evidently annoyed that she had no
one to quarrel with. She sat on the edge of her chair,

muttering to herself.

" Nevertheless, this has been reported to you all

wrong," said Pierre. "All is quiet in the city, and
there is not the slightest danger. Here, I was just

this moment reading...." Pierre showed the princess

Rostopchin's placards. "The count writes that he will

answer for it on his life that the enemy shall never
enter Moscow."
"Akh! this count of yours," exclaimed the princess,

angrily. " He 's a hypocrite, a rascal ! who has himself

been exciting the people to sedition. Was n't he the

one who wrote in these idiotic affiches that, if there was
any one found, to take him by the topknot and drag
him to the police office— how stupid! And whoever
should take one should have glory and honor. That is

a fine way of doing ! Varvara Ivanovna told me that

the mob almost killed her because she spoke French."
" Well, there 's something in that. But you take

everything too much to heart," said Pierre, and he
began to lay out his patience.

His game of patience came out correctly, and yet

Pierre did not join the army; but he remained in de-

serted Moscow, in the same fever of anxiety and inde-

cision and fear, and, at the same time, joy, though he
was expecting something horrible.

Toward evening of the following day the princess
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took her departure, and Pierre's head overseer came to

him with the report that the money required by him for

the equipment of his regiment could not possibly be
raised except by selling one of his estates. The head
overseer explained to him that such expensive caprices

as fitting out regiments would be his ruin. Pierre, with
difficulty repressing a smile, listened to the man's
despair.

" Well, sell it, then," he replied. " There 's no help

for it now. I cannot go back on my promise now."
The worse the situation of affairs in general, and his

own in particular, the more agreeable it was to Pierre
;

the more evident it seemed to him that the long-expected

catastrophe was drawing near. Already there was almost

none of his acquaintances left in town. Julie had gone
;

the Princess Mariya had gone. Of near acquaintances

only the Rostofs were left ; but Pierre stayed away from

their house.

That day, in order to get a little recreation, Pierre

drove out to the village of Vorontsovo to see a great

air-balloon, which Leppich had built for the destruction

of the enemy, and a trial balloon, which was to be let

off on the next day. This balloon was not yet ready
;

but, as Pierre knew, it had been constructed at the sov-

ereign's desire. The emperor had written to Count
Rostopchin as follows, in regard to this balloon :

—
As soon as Leppich is ready, furnish him with a crew for his

basket, composed of tried and intelligent men, and send a

courier to General Kutuzof to inform him. I have already

instructed him concerning the affair.

I beg of you to enjoin upon Leppich to be exceedingly

careful where he descends for the first time, that he may not

make any mistake and fall into the hands of the enemy. It is

essential that he should cooperate with the commander-in-

chief.

On his way home from Vorontsovo, as he was crossing

the Bolotnaya Ploshchad, Pierre saw a great crowd col-

lected around the Lobnoye Myesto, or place of execu-

tions ; he stopped and got out of his drozhsky. They
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were watching the punishment of a French cooR, charged
with being a spy. The flogging had only just come to

an end, and the executioner was untying from "the
mare," or whipping-post, a stout man, with reddish side-

whiskers, dressed in blue stockings and a green kamzol.

He was piteously groaning. Another prisoner, lean and
pallid, was also standing there. Both, to judge by their

faces, were French, Pierre, with a face as scared and
pale as that of the lean Frenchman, elbowed his way
through the throng.

" What does this mean .-* Who is it .-' • What have
they done .-*

" he demanded.
But the attention of the throng— chinovniks, bur-

ghers, merchants, peasants, and women in cloaks and
furs — was so eagerly concentrated on what was taking

place on the Lobnoye Myesto that no one replied to

him.

The stout man straightened himself up, shrugged his

shoulders with a scowl, and, evidently wishing to make
a show of stoicism, and not looking around him, tried to

put on his kamzol ; but suddenly his lips trembled, and
he burst into tears, as if he was angry at himself, just as

full-grown men of sanguine temperament are apt to

weep. The crowd gave vent to loud remarks— as it

seemed to Pierre, for the sake of drowning their own
sense of compassion.

"Some prince's cook....
"

" Well, Moosioo, evidently Russian sauce goes well

with a Frenchman Set your teeth on edge .-* Hey .'

"

cried a wrinkled law clerk, standing near Pierre, as the

Frenchman burst into tears. The law clerk glanced
around, expecting applause for his sarcasm. A few
laughed, a few continued to gaze with frightened curi-

osity at the executioner, who was stripping the second.

Pierre gave a snort, scowled deeply, and, swiftly re-

turning to his drozhsky, kept muttering to himself even
after he was once more seated. During the transit he
several times shuddered, and cried out so loud that the

driver asked him :
—

•* What do you order ?
"
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" Where on earth are you going ?
" shouted Pierre, as

the coachman turned down the Lubyanka.
"You bade me drive to the governor-general's," re-

plied the coachman.
"Idiot! ass!" screamed Pierre, berating his coach-

man as he scarcely ever had been known to do. " I or-

dered you to drive home, and make haste, you block-

head!.,.. I have got to get off this very day," muttered
Pierre to himself.

Pierre, at the sight of the flogged Frenchman and the
throng surrounding the Lobnoye Myesto, had come to

so definite a decision not to stay another day in Moscow,
but to join the army immediately, that it seemed to him
he had already spoken to his coachman about it, or at

least that the coachman was in duty bound to have
known it.

On reaching home Pierre gave his coachman, Yev-
stafyevitch, who knew everything, and could do every-

thing, and was one of the notabilities of Moscow, orders
to have his saddle-horses sent to Mozhaisk, where he was
going that very day to join the army.

It was impossible to do everything on that one day,

however, and accordingly Pierre, on Yevstafyevitch's

representation, postponed his departure to the following

day, so that relays of horses might be sent on ahead.

On the fifth of September foul weather was followed

by fair, and that day after dinner Pierre left Moscow.
In the evening, while stopping to change horses at

Perkhushkovo, Pierre learned that a great battle had
been fought that afternoon. He was told that there at

Perkhushkovo the cannon had shaken the ground ; but
when Pierre inquired who had been victorious, no one
could give him any information.

This was the battle of Shevardino, which was fought
on the fifth of September.
By daybreak Pierre was at Mozhafsk. All the houses

at Mozharsk were filled with troops ; and at the tavern,

in the yard of which Pierre was met by his grooms and
coachman, there were no rooms to be had. All the

places were preempted by officers.



238 WAR AND PEACE

In the town and behind the town, everywhere, regi-

ments were stationed or on the move. Cossacks,

infantry, cavalry, baggage wagons, caissons, cannons,

were to be seen on all sides.

Pierre made all haste to reach the front, and, the

farther he went from Moscow, and the deeper he pene-

trated into this sea of troops, the more he was over-

mastered by anxiety, disquietude, and a feeling of joy,

such as he had never before experienced. It was some-
what akin to that which he had experienced at the Slo-

bodsky palace, at the time of the sovereign's visit, —

a

feeling that it was indispensable to do something and
make some sacrifice.

He now felt the pleasant consciousness that all that

constitutes the happiness of men — the comforts of life,

wealth, even life itself— was rubbish, which it was a

delight to renounce in favor of something else.

Still Pierre could not account to himself, and indeed

he made no attempt to decide, for whom or for what the

sacrifice of everything, which gave him such a sense of

charm, was made. He did not trouble himself with the

inquiry for what he wished to sacrifice himself ; the

mere act of sacrifice constituted for him a new and
joyful feeling.

CHAPTER XIX

On the fifth of September was fought the battle at

the redoubt of Shevardino ; on the sixth not a single

shot was fired on either side ; on the seventh came the

battle of Borodino.

For what purpose and how was it that these battles

at Shevardino and Borodino were fought ? Why was
the battle of Borodino fought .'' Neither for the French
nor for the Russians had it the slightest sense. The
most immediate result was, and necessarily was, for the

Russians an onward step toward the destruction of

Moscow— a thing that we dreaded more than anything
else in the world ; and for the French an onward step

toward the destruction of their entire army— a thing
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that they also dreaded more than anything else in the

world. This result was even then, perfectly obvious,

and yet Napoleon offered battle and Kutuzof accepted it.

If the commanders had been governed by motives of

reason, it would seem as if it ought to have been clear

to Napoleon that, at a distance of two thousand versts

in an enemy's country, to accept a battle under the

evident risk of losing a quarter of his army was to

march to certain destruction ; and it should have been
equally as clear to Kutuzof that, in accepting an engage-

ment, and in likewise risking the loss of half of his army,

he was actually losing Moscow. For Kutuzof this

was mathematically demonstrable, just as in a game of

checkers, if I have one draught less than my adver-

sary, by exchanging I lose, and, therefore, I ought not

to risk the exchange.

If my adversary has sixteen checkers, and I have

fourteen, then I am only one-eighth weaker than he is

;

but when he and I have each lost thirteen draughts,

then he becomes thrice as strong as I am.

Up to the battle of Borodino our forces were to the

French in the approximate proportion of five to six, but

after the battle, of one to two. That is, before the bat-

tle, 100,000 : 120,000 ; but after the battle 50 : 100. And
yet the wise and experienced Kutuzof accepted battle.

Napoleon, also, the leader of genius, as he was called,

offered battle, losing a fourth of his army, and still farther

extending his line. If it be said that he expected, by
the occupation of Moscow, to end the campaign, as he
did in the case of Vienna, this theory can be rebutted

by many proofs. The historians of Napoleon themselves

admit that he was anxious to call a halt at Smolensk
;

that he knew the risk he ran in his extended position,

and knew that the capture of Moscow would not be the

end of the campaign, because he had seen, by the

example of Smolensk, in what a state the Russian cities

would be left to him, and he did not receive a single

response to his reiterated offers for negotiations.

In offering and accepting the battle of Borodino,

Kutuzof and Napoleon both acted contrary to their
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intentions and their good sense. But the historians

have affected to fit to these accomplished facts an
ingeniously woven tissue of proofs of the foresight and
genius of these commanders, who, of all the involuntary

instruments for the execution of cosmic events, were
the most totally subject and involuntary.

The ancients left us examples of heroic poems in

which the heroes themselves constitute all the interest

of the story ; and we cannot as yet accustom ourselves

to the fact that history of this kind, applied to our own
day, is wholly lacking in sense.

As to the second question : How came the battle of

Borodino and the battle of Shevardino, which preceded

it, to be fought .-* there exists an explanation just as

positive and universally known, but absolutely fallacious.

All the historians describe the affair as follows :
—

The Russian artny, in its retreat from Smolensk,

iought the most favorable position for a gejieral engage-

ment, andfound such a position at Borodi?io.

The Russians beforehand fortified this position at the

left of the Moscow-Smolensk road, almost in a right

angle from Borodino to Utitsa, the very point where the

battle was fought.

In front of this position, to keep zvatch of the enemy,

a fortified redoubt tvas established upon the hill of
Shevardino. Ofi the fifth of September, Napoleon
attacked the redoubt, and took it by storm ; Septe^nber 7,

he attacked the etitire Russian army, which was then in

position on thefield of Borodino.

Thus it is described in the histories ; and yet the

whole thing is perfectly wrong, as any one may be
easily convinced who will care to investigate the facts.

The Russians did not seek the most favorable posi-

tion ; but, on the contrary, in their retreat they passed
by many positions which were more favorable than the
one at Borodino. They did not halt at any one of these

positions, because Kutuzof would not occupy any posi-

tion he had not himself selected, and because the popular
demand for an engagement was not yet expressed with
sufficient force ; and because Miloradovitch had not come
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up with the militia ; and for many other reasons besides,

too numerous to mention.

It is a fact that the former positions were superior in

strength, and that the position at Borodino— the one
where the battle was fought— was not only not strong,

but was in no respect superior to any other position in

the whole Russian empire, such as one might at hap-

hazard point out on the map with a pin.

The Russians not only did not fortify their position

on the field of Borodino, at the left, at a right angle to

the road, — in other words, at the place where the battle

took place, — but, moreover, up to the sixth of Septem-
ber, they never even dreamed of the possibility of a

battle taking place there.

This is proved, in the first place, by the fact that until

the sixth of September there were no fortifications on
the ground ; but, moreover, the defenses begun on the

sixth were not even completed on the seventh.

In the second place, this is proved by the position of

the Shevardino redoubt : a redoubt at Shevardino, in

front of the position where the battle was accepted, had
no sense. Why was this redoubt fortified more strongly

than all the other points ? And why were the troops

weakened, and six thousand men sacrificed, in vain at-

tempts to hold this position until late on the night of

the fifth .-* For all observations of the enemy, a Cossack
patrol would have been sufficient.

In the third place, that the position where the battle

was fought was not a matter of foresight, and that the

Shevardino redoubt was not the advanced work of this

position, is proved by the fact that Barclay de Tolly and
Bagration, up to the sixth instant, were convinced that

the Shevardino redoubt was the /eft flank of the position

;

and even Kutuzof himself, in his report, written in hot

haste after the battle, calls the Shevardino redoubt the

/eft flank of the position.

It was only some time subsequently, when the report

of the battle of Borodino was written, with abundant
time for reflection, that, probably for the sake of smooth-

ing over the blunder of the commander-in-chief, who had
VOL. IV,— 16
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to be held infallible, the false and strange ideas were
promulgated that the Shevardino redoubt made the

advanced post— when, in reality, it was only an intrench-

ment on the left flank ; and that the battle of Borodino
was accepted by us in a position well fortified, and
selected in advance— when, in reality, it was fought in a

position perfectly unpremeditated, and almost unfortified.

The affair, evidently, happened this way : a position

was selected on the river Kalotcha, where it crosses the

highroad, not at right, but at acute angles, so that the

left flank was at Shevardino, the right not far from the vil-

lage of Novoye, and the center at Borodino, near the con-

fluence of the rivers Kalotcha and Voina. That this was
the position, covered by the river Kalotcha, for an army
having for its end to check an enemy moving along the

Smolensk highway, against Moscow, must be evident to

any one who studies the battle-field of Borodino, and
forgets how the battle really took place.

Napoleon, who reached Valuyevo on the fifth of Sep-
tember, failed — so the histories tell us— to discover

the position of the Russians, stretching from Utitsa to

Borodino,— he could not have discovered this position

because there was no such position,— and did not dis-

cover the advanced post of the Russian army, but, in

pursuing the Russian rear-guard, he drove them in on
the left flank of the position of the Russians at the

Shevardino redoubt, and, unexpectedly to the Russians,

crossed the Kalotcha with his troops. And the Rus-
sians, not having succeeded in bringing on a general

engagement, withdrew their left wing from a position

which they had intended to hold, and took up another
position, which was not anticipated and not fortified.

Napoleon, having crossed over to the left bank of the

Kalotcha at the left of the highway, transferred the en-

suing battle from the right to the left (relative to the

Russians) and brought it into the field between Utitsa,

Semenovskoye, and Borodino, — into a field which had
no earthly advantage over any other field that might
have been chosen at random anywhere in Russia,— and
on this field was fought the whole battle of the seventh.
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Roughly sketched, the plan of the imaginary battle

and of the actual battle is here appended:—

.SeUttiaya

/ ^

If Napoleon had not reached the Kalotcha on the
afternoon of the fifth and had not given orders imme-
diately to storm the redoubt, but had postponed the

attack until the next morning, no one could seriously

doubt that the Shevardino redoubt would have been the

left flank of our position, and the battle would have been
fought as we expected. In such a contingency, we
should have defended still more stubbornly the Shevar-
dino redoubt as being our left flank; we should have
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attacked Napoleon at his center or right, and on the

fifth of September there would have been a general

engagement in that position which had been previously

selected and defended.

But as the attack on our left flank was made in the

afternoon, after the retreat of our rear-guard, that is to

Say, immediately after the skirmish at Gridneva, and as

the Russian leaders would not or could not begin a

general engagement in the afternoon of the fifth, there-

fore the principal action of the battle of Borodino was
already practically lost on the fifth, and undoubtedly
led to the loss of the battle that was fought on the

seventh.

After the loss of the Shevardino redoubt on the morn-
ing of the sixth, we were left without any position on

our left flank, and were reduced to the necessity of

straightening our left wing and of making all haste to

fortify it as best we could.

But, in spite of the fact that the Russian troops on
the seventh of September were protected by feeble,

unfinished intrenchments, the disadvantage of this situ-

ation was still further enhanced by the Russian leaders'

refusing to recognize a condition of things settled be-

yond a peradventure, namely, the loss of their defenses

on the left flank and the transfer of the whole ensuing
engagement from right to left, and remaining in their

altogether too extended position from Novoye to Utitsa

;

and the consequence was they were obliged, during
the engagement, to transfer their troops from right to

left.

Thus, throughout the engagement, the Russians had
the entire force of the French army directed against

their left wing, which was not half as strong.

Poniatowski's demonstration against Utitsa and Uva-
rovo on the right flank of the French was independent
of the general course of the battle.

Thus the battle of Borodino was fought in a way
entirely different from the descriptions of it which were
written for the purpose of glossing over the mistakes
of our leaders and consequently dimming the glory of



WAR AND PEACE I45

the Russian army and people. The battle of Borodino

did not take place on a selected and fortified position,

or with forces only slightly disproportioned ; but the

battle, in consequence of the loss of the Shevardino

redoulst, was accepted by the Russians at an exposed

and almost unfortified position, with forces doubly strong

opposed to them, — in other words, under conditions

whereby it was not only unfeasible to fight ten hours

and then leave the contest doubtful, but unfeasible to

keep the army even three hours from absolute confusion

and flight.

CHAPTER XX

Pierre left Mozhai'sk on the morning of the seventh.

On the monstrously steep and precipitous hillside

down which winds the road from the city, just beyond
the cathedral which crowns the hill on the right, where
service was going on and the bells were pealing, Pierre

dismounted from his carriage and proceeded on foot.

Behind him came, laboriously letting themselves down,

a regiment of cavalry led by its singers.

A train of telyegas, full of men wounded in the last

evening's engagement, met him on its way up the hill.

The peasant drivers, shouting at their horses and lash-

ing them with their knouts, ran from one side to the

other. The telyegas, on which lay or sat three and

four wounded soldiers, bumped over the rough stones

which were scattered about and did duty as a causeway

on the steep road. The soldiers, bandaged with rags,

pale, and with compressed lips and knit brows, clung to

the sides as they were bounced and jolted in the carts.

Nearly all of them looked with naive, childlike curiosity

at Pierre's white hat and green coat.

Pierre's coachman shouted angrily to the ambulance
train to keep to one side. The cavalry regiment with

their singers, as they came down the hill, overtook Pierre's

drozhsky and blocked up the whole road. Pierre halted,

squeezing himself to the very edge of the road, which
was hollowed out of the hillside. The hillside shelved
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over, and as the sun. did not succeed in penetrating into

this ravine, it was cool and damp there. Over Pierre

was the bright August morning sky, and the merry
pealing of the chimes rang through the air.

One team with its load of wounded drew up at the

edge of the road near where Pierre had halted. The
teamster, in his bast shoes, and puffing with the exer-

cise, came running up with some stones, and hastily

blocked the hind wheels, which were untired, and pro-

ceeded to arrange the breeching of his little, patient

horse.

An old soldier who had been wounded and had one arm
in a sling, and was following the telyega on foot, took

hold of it with his sound hand and looked at Pierre.

" Say, friend,^ will they leave us here, or is it to

Moscow ?

"

Pierre was so absorbed in his thoughts that he did not

hear what the man said. He stared now at the cavalry

regiment, which had met face to face with the ambu-
lance train, and now at the telyega, which had halted

near him with two wounded men sitting up and one
lying down, and it seemed to him that here was the

definite solution of the question that perplexed him so.

One of the two soldiers sitting in the cart had been
evidently wounded in the cheek. His whole head was
bound up in rags, and one cheek was swollen up as big

as the head of a child. His mouth and nose were all

on one side. This soldier looked at the cathedral, and
crossed himself.

The other, a young lad, a raw recruit, light complex-

ioned, and as pale as if his delicate face was completely

bloodless, gazed at Pierre with a fixed, good-natured

smile.

The third was lying down, and his face was hidden.

The cavalry singers had now come abreast of the

telyega :
—
" Ak/i ! zapropala — da yezhova golova

Da I na chuzhoi storone zhivutchiy ....

1 Zemliatchek, affectionate diminutive of zemliak, countr3rman, fellow-

countryman.
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"Yes, living in a foreign land," rang out the voices,

trolling a soldier's dancing-song. As if echoing the

merry song, but in a different strain, far up from the

heights above pealed the metallic sounds of the cathe-

dral chimes. And, in still another strain of gayety, the

bright sunbeams flooded the summit of the acclivity

over opposite. But under the hillside where Pierre

stood, near the telyega with the wounded men and the

little panting horse, it was damp, and in shadow and in

gloom.

The soldier with the swollen cheek looked angrily at

the cavalry singers.
" Okh ! the dandies !

" he muttered scornfully.

" I have seen something besides soldiers to-day : mu-
zhiks is what I have seen ! Muzhiks, and whipped into

battle, too!" said the soldier standing behind the tel-

yega, and turning to Pierre with a melancholy smile.

" Not much picking and choosing nowadays. They are

trying to sweep in the whole nation— in one word,

Moscow. They want to do it at one fell swoop."

In spite of the incoherence of the soldier's words,

Pierre understood all that he meant, and he nodded his

head affirmatively.

The road was at last cleared, and Pierre walked to

the foot of the hill, and then proceeded on his way.

He drove along, glancing at both sides of the road, try-

ing to distinguish some familiar face, and everywhere
encountering only strangers belonging to the various

divisions of the troops, who, without exception, looked

with amazement at his white hat and green coat.

After proceeding about four versts he met his first

acquaintance, and joyfully accosted him. This acquain-

tance was one of the army physicians. Pierre met him
as he came driving along in his britchka, accompanied
by a young doctor, and when he recognized Pierre he
ordered the Cossack who was seated on the box in place

of his coachman to stop.

"Count! your illustriousness ! How come you here?"

asked the doctor.

"Why, I wanted to see what was going on."....
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"Well, you'll have enough to see." ....

Pierre got out again, and paused to talk with the doc-

tor, to whom he confided his intention of taking part in

the battle.

The doctor advised Bezukhoi" to apply directly to his

serene highness. " God knows what would become of

you during a battle if you are not with friends," said he,

exchanging glances with his young colleague ;
" but his

serene highness, of course, knows you, and will receive

you graciously. I 'd do that if I were you, batyushka,"

said the doctor.

The doctor looked tired and sleepy.

"You think so, do you?.... But I was going to ask

you .... where is our position ?
" said Pierre.

"Our position.''" repeated the doctor. "That is

something that is not in my line. Go to Tatarinovo.

Lot of them digging something or other there. There
you '11 find a mound, and from the top of it you can get

a good view," said the doctor.

"A good view .'*".... repeated Pierre. " If you would
only...."

But the doctor interrupted him, and turned to his

britchka.
,

"I would show you the way; yes, I would, by God....

but "— and the doctor indicated his throat— "I am called

to a corps commander. You see how it is with us!....

You know, count, there 's to be a battle to-morrow :

out of a hundred thousand, we must count on at least

twenty thousand wounded. And we have no stretchers

or hammocks or assistant surgeons or medicines enough
for even six thousand ! We have ten thousand telyegas,

but something else is necessary, certainly. We must do
the best we can."....

The strange thought that out of all these thousands

of living, healthy men, young and old, who looked at

his white hat with such jovial curiosity, probably twenty
thousand were doomed to suffer wounds and death (very

possibly the very men whom he that moment saw), struck

Pierre.

"They, very possibly, will be dead men to-morrow;
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why, then, can they be thinking of anything besides
death?"
And, suddenly, by some mysterious association of

ideas, he had a vivid recollection of the steep descent
from Mozhaifsk— the telyegas with the wounded, the
chiming bells, the slanting rays of the sun, and the
songs of the cavalrymen.

"The cavalry are going into action, and they meet
the wounded, and not for a single instant do they think
of what is awaiting them, but they gallop by and greet
the wounded ; and out of all these men, twenty thou-

sand are doomed to die, and yet they are interested in

my hat! Strange!" thought Pierre, as he proceeded
on his way to Tatarinovo.

At the mansion of a landed proprietor, on the left-

hand side of the road, stood equipages, baggage wagons,
a throng of denshchiks and sentinels. Here his serene
highness was quartered, but when Pierre arrived he was
out, and almost all of his staff. All were at a Te Deum
service.

Pierre drove on farther, to Gorki. Mounting the hill,

and passing beyond the narrow street of the village,

Pierre saw for the first time the peasant militia, with
crosses on their caps, and in white shirts, working with
a will, with boisterous talk and laughter, at something,
on a high, grass-grown mound to the right of the road.

Some of them had shovels, and were digging at the

hill ; others were transporting dirt in wheelbarrows,
along planks ; still others were standing about, doing
nothing. Two officers were stationed on the mound,
directing operations.

Pierre, seeing these muzhiks evidently enjoying the

novelty of military service, again recalled the wounded
soldiers at Mozhaisk, and he saw still deeper meaning
in what the soldier had tried to express when he said

they are trying to siveep in the whole nation. The sight

of these bearded muzhiks working in the battle-field, in

their clumsy boots, with their sweaty necks, and some
with shirt-collars rolled back, exposing to sight their

sunburned collar-bones, made a deeper impression on
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Pierre than all else that he had seen or heard hitherto

concerning the solemnity and significance of the actual

crisis.

CHAPTER XXI

Pierre left his equipage, and, passing by the laboring

militia, he directed his steps to the mound, from which,

as the doctor had told him, the whole battle-field was
visible.

It was eleven o'clock in the morning. The sun stood

a trifle to Pierre's left and rear, and sent its beams
down through the pure, rarefied atmosphere, brilliantly

lighting up the immense panorama of hill and vale that

spread before him, as in an amphitheater.

Above, and to the left, cutting across this amphi-

theater, he could see the Smolensk highway, passing

through a village with a white church situated five hun-

dred paces distant from the mound and below it. This

was Borodino. Near this village the road crossed the

river by a bridge, and, winding and bending, mounted
higher and higher, till it reached Valuyevo, visible six

versts away. (Here Napoleon now was.) Beyond
Valuyevo the road was lost to sight in a forest, which
showed yellow against the horizon. In this forest of

birches and firs, to the left from the highway, could be

seen glistening in the sun the distant cross and belfry

of the Kolotsky monastery. Over all this blue dis-

tance, to the left and to the right of the forest and the

road, in various positions, could be seen the smoke of

camp-fires, and indeterminate masses of the French
and Russian troops.

At the right, looking down the rivers Kalotcha and
Moskva, the country was full of ravines and hills.

Among these hills, far away, could be seen the villages

of Bezzubovo and Zakharino. At the left the country

was more level ; there were corn-fields, and the ruins

of a village which had been set on fire, Semenovskoye,
were still smoking.

All that Pierre saw on his right hand and his left was
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so confused that he found nothing that in any degree

answered to his expectations. Nowhere could he find

any such field of battle as he had counted on seeing,

but only fields, clearings, troops, woodland, bivouac

fires, villages, hills, brooks ; and in spite of all his efforts

he could not make out any definite position in this

varied landscape, nor could he even distinguish our

troops from the enemy's,
" I must ask of some one who knows," he said to him-

self, and he addressed himself to one of the officers, who
was looking inquisitively at his huge, unmilitary figure.

" May I ask," said Pierre, turning to this officer,

"what that village is yonder .-•

"

" Burdino, is n't it .'' " replied the officer, referring to

his comrade.
" Borodino," said the other, correcting him.

The officer, evidently pleased to have a chance to

talk, approached Pierre.

"Are those ours yonder.''" asked Pierre.

"Yes, and still farther are the French," said the

officer. "There they are, there. Can you see?"
"Where.-* where .-' " asked Pierre.

"You can see them with the naked eye. See there."

The officer pointed at the columns of smoke rising at

the left, on the farther side of the river, and his face

assumed that stern and grave expression which Pierre

had noticed on many faces which he had lately seen.

"Ah ! is that the French } But who are yonder .''"
....

Pierre indicated a mound at the left, where troops

were also visible.

"Those are ours."
" Oh, ours ! But there > "....

Pierre pointed to another hill in the distance, where
there was a tall tree near a village showing up in a

valley, and with smoking bivouac fires and something
black.

" That is ke again," explained the officer (this was the

Shevardino redoubt). " Yesterday it was ours, but now
it's /lis."

" What is our position ?

"
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"Our position," repeated the officer, with a smile of

satisfaction :
" I can explain it to you clearly, because

I arranged almost all our defenses. There, do you see ?

our center is at Borodino, over yonder." He pointed

to the village with the white church, directly in front.

"There is where you cross the Kalotcha. Then here,

do you see, down in that bottom-land, where the wind-

rows of hay are lying ?— there is a bridge there.

That is our center. Our right flank is about yonder,"
— he indicated a place far distant, between the hills at

the extreme right,— " the river Moskva is there, and

there we have thrown up three very strong earthworks.

Our left flank.... " here the officer hesitated. "You see,

that is somewhat hard to explain to you. Yesterday

our left flank was yonder at Shevardino ; there, do you

see, where that oak tree is .-* but now we have withdrawn

the left wing, and now,— now do you see, yonder, that

village and the smoke, that is Semenovskoye,— it is

about there." He pointed to the hill of Rayevsky.
" But it 's hard to tell if the action will come off there.

He has brought his forces in that direction, but that 's

a ruse. He will probably try to outflank us from the

side of the Moskva. Well, at all events, a good many
of us will be counted out to-morrow," said the officer.

An old non-commissioned officer, who had approached

the speaker while he was talking, waited until his

superior should finish, but at this juncture, evidently

dissatisfied with what the officer was saying, interrupted

him. " We must send for gabions," said he, gravely.

The officer seemed to be abashed, as if realizing that,

while it was permissible to think how many would be miss-

ing on the morrow, it was not proper to speak about it.

"All right, send Company Three again," said the

officer, hurriedly. "And who are you .'' One of the doc-

tors, are you ?

"

"No, I was merely looking."

And Pierre again descended the hill, past the militia-

men.
" Akh ! curse 'em !

" exclaimed the officer, following

him and holding his nose as he ran by the laborers.
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"There they are !"...." They 've got here, they're

coming !
"

.... "There they are !
"

.... " They '11 be here in a

minute!"— such were the exclamations suddenly heard,

and officers, soldiers, and the militiamen rushed down
the road.

Up the long slope of the hill came a church proces-

sion from Borodino. At the forefront, along the dusty
road, in fine order, came a company of infantry with

their shakoes off, and trailing arms. Back of the infantry

was heard a church chant.

Soldiers and militiamen, outstripping Pierre, ran

ahead with their hats off to meet the coming pro-

cession.

"They are bringing our Matuskha !.... The Intercessor.

The Iverskaya Virgin !

"

"The Smolensk Matushka," said another, correcting

the former speaker.

The militiamen, both those who belonged to the'vil-

lage and those who had been working at the battery,

threw down their shovels and ran to meet the pro-

cession.

Behind the battalion which came marching along the

dusty road walked the priests in their chasubles, — one
little old man in a cowl, accompanied by the clergy and
chanters. Behind them, soldiers and officers bore a

huge ikon, with tarnished face, in its frame. This was
the ikon which had been brought away from Smolensk,
and had ever since followed the army. Behind it and
around it and in front of it came hurrying throngs of

soldiers, baring their heads and making obeisances to

the very ground.

When the ikon reached the top of the hill it stopped.

The men who had been lugging the holy image on
carved staves were relieved, the diachoks again kindled

their censers, and the Te Deum began. The sun poured
his hot rays straight down from the zenith ; a faint, fresh

breeze played with the hair on the uncovered heads, and
fluttered the ribbons with which the ikon was adorned

;

the chant sounded subdued under the vault of heaven.

An enormous throng of officers, soldiers, and militia-
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men, all with uncovered heads, surrounded the ikon.

Back of the priest and diachok, on a space cleared and
reserved, stood the officers of higher rank. One bald-

headed general, with the George around his neck, stood

directly back of the priest and did not cross himself,

— he was evidently a German, — but waited patiently

for the end of the Te Deum, which he considered it

necessary to listen to, as being calculated to arouse the

patriotism of the Russian nation.

Another general stood in a military position, and kept

moving his hand in front of his chest and glancing

around.

Pierre, who had taken his position amid a throng of

.muzhiks, recognized a number of acquaintances in this

circle of officers ; but he did not look at them ; his whole

attention was absorbed by the serious expression on the

faces of the throng of soldiers and militia, with one con-

sent gazing with rapt devotion at the wonder-working

ikon.

When the weary sacristans — who had been perform-

ing the Te Deum for the twentieth time— began to

sing "Save from their sorrows thy servants. Holy Mother
of God !

" and the priest and diachok, in antiphonal

service, took up the strain, " Verily we all take refuge

in Thee, as in a steadfast bulwark and defense," Pierre

noticed that all faces wore that expression of conscious-

ness of the solemnity of the moment, which he had

marked at the foot of the hill near Mozhaisk, and by
fits and snatches on many faces that had met him that

morning. Heads were bent even more frequently, hair

tossed up, and sighs and the sounds of crosses striking

chests were heard.

The throng surrounding the ikon suddenly opened its

ranks and jostled against Pierre.

Some one, evidently a very important personage, to

judge by the eagerness with which they made way for

him, approached the ikon.

It was Kutuzof, who had been out reconnoitering the

position. On his way to Tatarinovo, he came to hear

the Te Deum service. Pierre instantly recognized him
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by the peculiarity of his figure, which distinguished

him from all the throng.

In a long overcoat, covering the huge bulk of his

body, with a stoop in his back, with his white head
bared, and with his hollow, white eye and puffy cheeks,

Kutuzof advanced with his plunging, staggering gait,

passed through the circle, and stood behind the priest.

He crossed himself with a reverent gesture, touched his

hand to the ground, and with a deep sigh bent his gray
head. Behind Kutuzof were Benigsen and his suite.

Notwithstanding the presence of the commander-in-
chief, who attracted the attention of all those of higher

rank, the militiamen and the soldiers, without looking

at him, continued to offer their prayers.

When the service was concluded, Kutuzof went to

the ikon, knelt down heavily, bowed to the ground
;

then he tried for some time to rise ; his weight and
feebleness made his efforts vain. His gray head shook
from side to side in his exertion.

At last he got to his feet again, and, with a childishly

naive thrusting-out of his lips, kissed the ikon, and again

bent over and touched the ground with his hand. The
generals present followed his example ; then the officers,

and then, crowding, pushing, jostling, and stepping on

each other, with excited faces came the soldiers and
militia.

CHAPTER XXII

Extricating himself from the crowd that pressed

about him, Pierre looked around.
" Count, Piotr Kiriluitch ! How come you here ?

"

cried some one's voice. Pierre looked round. Boris

Drubetskoi', brushing the dust from his knee, — he had
apjiarently, like the rest, been making his genuflections

before the ikon, — came up to Pierre, smiling. Boris

was elegantly attired, with just a shade of the wear and
tear from having been on service. He wore a long

frock coat and a whip over his shoulder in imitation of

Kutuzof.
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Kutuzof, meantime, had returned to the village, and
sat down in the shadow cast by the adjoining house, on
a bench brought out in all haste by. a Cossack, while

another had covered it with a rug. A large and brilliant

suite gathered about him.

The ikon had gone farther on its way, accompanied
by a throng. Pierre, engaged in talking with Boris, re-

mained standing about thirty paces from Kutuzof. He
was explaining his intention of being present at the

battle, and of reconnoitering the position.
" You do this way," said Boris. " I will do you the

honors of the camp. The best thing is for you to see

the whole affair from where Count Benigsen will be.

You see, I am with him. I will propose it to him.

And if you would like to ride round the position we will

do it together; we are just going over to the left flank.

And when we return I will beg you to do me the favor

of spending the night with me, and we will get up a

party, I think you are acquainted with Dmitri Serge-

yevitch. He lodges over yonder."

He indicated the third house in Gorki.
" But I should like to see the right flank ; they say it

is very strong," protested Pierre. " I should like to

ride over the whole position, from the Moskva River."
" Well, you can do that afterwards ; but the main

thing is the left flank."

"Yes, yes. But where is Prince Bolkonsky's regi-

ment.? Can't you show me?" demanded Pierre.

"Andrei Nikolayevitch's .-' We shall ride directly

past it ; I will take you to him."
" What were you going to say about the left flank ?

"

asked Pierre.

" To tell you the truth, enfre no7(s, God knows in what
a condition our left flank is placed," said Boris, lowering
his voice to a confidential tone. " Count Benigsen pro-

posed something entirely different. He proposed to

fortify that hill yonder; not at all this way .... but " —
Boris shrugged his shoulders— "his serene highness
would not hear to it, or he was overpersuaded. You
see...."
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But Boris did not finish what he was going to say,

because just at that instant Kafsarof, one of Kutuzof's
aides, approached Pierre.

"Ah ! Paisi Sergeyitch," exclaimed Boris, with a free

and easy smile, addressing Ka'isarof. " Here I was just

trying to explain our position to the count. It is a

marvel to me how his serene highness could have suc-

ceeded so well in penetrating the designs of the

French !

"

"Were you speaking of the left flank?" asked Kaf-

sarof.

" Yes, yes, just that. Our left flank is now very, very
strong."

Although Kutuzof had dismissed all superfluous mem-
bers from his staff, Boris, after the changes that had been
made, had managed in keeping his place at headquar-
ters. He had procured a place with Count Benigsen.

Count Benigsen, like all the other men under whom Boris

had served, considered the young Prince Drubetskoi'

an invaluable man.
In the headquarters of the army were two sharply

defined parties : that of Kutuzof and that of Benigsen,
chief of staff. Boris belonged to the latter party ; and
no one was more skilful than he, even while expressing

servile deference to Kutuzof, to insinuate that the old

man was incapable, and that really everything was due
to Benigsen.

They were now on the eve of a decisive engagement,
which would be likely either to prove Kutuzof's ruin, and
put the power in Benigsen's hands, or, even supposing
Kutuzof were to win the battle, to make it seem prob-

able that all the credit was due to Benigsen. In any
case, great rewards would be distributed in the next few
days, and new men would be brought to the fore. And,
in consequence of this, Boris had been all that day in a

state of feverish excitement.

Pierre was joined by other acquaintances, who came
up after Kalsarof, and he had no time to answer all the

inquiries about Moscow with which they inundated him
;

and he had no time to listen to the stories which they
VOL. IV.— 17
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told him. Excitement and anxiety were written in all

faces. But it seemed to Pierre that the cause of these

emotions, in some cases at least, was to be attributed

rather to the possibility of personal success ; and he
found it impossible to help comparing them with that

other expression of emotion which he had seen on other

faces, and which was eloquent of something besides

merely personal matters, but of the eternal questions

of life and of death.

Kutuzof caught sight of Pierre's figure, and the group
that had gathered round him.

" Bring him to me," said Kutuzof. An aide com-
municated his serene highness's message, and Pierre

started to the place where he was sitting. But, before

he got there, a private of militia approached Kutuzof.

It was Dolokhof.
"How comes this man here.-*" asked Pierre.

" He 's such a beast ! He 's sneaking in everywhere !

"

was the answer. " He has been cashiered. Now he
must climb up again. He has all sorts of schemes, and
one night he crept up as far as the enemy's picket lines

.„. he 's brave."

Pierre, taking off his hat, bowed respectfully to

Kutuzof.
" I had an idea that if I made this report to your

serene highness, you might order me off, or tell me
that what I had to say was already known to you, and
then all would be up with me ...." Dolokhof was saying.

" Very true, very true !

"

" But if I am correct, then I am doing a service for

my country, for which I am ready to die."
" Very true .... very true ! "....

" And if your serene highness needs a man who would
not care if he came out with a whole skin or not, then
please remember me.... maybe I might be of use to your
serene highness."

"Very true ....very true !".... said Kutuzof, for the

third time, looking at Pierre with his one eye squinted

up, and smiling.

At this instant, Boris, with his usual adroitness, came
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up in line with Pierre close to the chief, and, in the

most natural manner in the world, said to Pierre, in his

ordinary tone of voice, as if he were pursuing what he
had already begun to say :

—
" The militia have put on clean white shirts, so as to

be ready for death. What heroism, count!
"

Boris said this to Pierre evidently for the sake of

being overheard by his serene highness. He knew that

Kutuzof would be attracted by these words, and, in fact,

his serene highness turned to him.

"What did you say about the militia?" he asked of

Boris.
" I said, your serene highness, that they had put on

white shirts for to-morrow, as a preparation for death."

"Ah!.... They are a marvelous, incomparable peo-

ple ! " exclaimed Kutuzof, and, closing his eyes, he

shook his head. " An incomparable people," he re-

peated, with a sigh. " So you wish to smell gun-

powder ?
" he asked, addressing Pierre. " Well, it 's a

pleasant odor. I have the honor of being one of your

wife's adorers; is she well.''' My quarters are at your

service."

And, as often happens with old men, Kutuzof glanced

about absent-mindedly, apparently forgetting all that he

ought to say or to do. Then, apparently coming to a

recollection of what his memory was searching for, he

beckoned up Andrei Sergeyevitch Kafsarof, the brother

of his aide :
—

"How.... how.... how do those verses.... those.... those

verses of Marin's.... how, how do they go.-* Something
he wrote on Gerakof :

* Tho2i sJialt be a teacher, in the

corpus.' Repeat 'em, repeat 'em!" exclaimed Kutuzof,

evidently in a mood to have a laugh.

Kaisarof repeated the poem. Kutuzof, smiling, nod-

ded his head to the rhythm of the verses.

When Pierre left Kutuzof, Dolokhof approached and
took him by the arm.

"Very glad to meet you here, count," said he, in a

loud tone and with peculiar resolution and solemnity,

not abashed by the presence of strangers. " On the eve
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of a day when God knows which of us may quit this

life, I am glad of the opportunity to tell you that I am sorry

for the misunderstandings which have existed between
us, and that I hope you bear me no grudge. I beg you
to pardon me."

Pierre, smiling, gazed at Dolokhof, not knowing what
answer to make. Dolokhof, with tears in his eyes, threw
his arms around Pierre and kissed him.

Boris made some remark to his general, and Count
Benigsen turned to Pierre and invited him to join him
in a ride along the lines.

"It will be interesting to you," said he.

"Yes, very interesting," replied Pierre.

Half an hour later Kutuzof had gone back to Tatari-

novo, and Benigsen with his suite, including Pierre, set

off on their tour of inspection along the lines.

CHAPTER XXIH

Benigsen set forth from Gorki along the highway to

the bridge to which Pierre's attention had been called

by the officer on the hilltop as being the center of the

position, and where, along the intervale, the windrows
of hay lay filling the air with perfume. They crossed

the bridge into the village of Borodino, whence they

turned to the left, and, passing a great quantity of

troops and field-pieces, made their way to a high mound
where the militia were constructing earthworks. This
was the redoubt which as yet was not named, but was
afterwards known as Rayevsky's redoubt, or the Kurgan-
naya ^ battery. Pierre did not pay any special attention

to this redoubt. He did not know that this spot would
come to be for him the most memorable of all the posi-

tions on the field of Borodino.

Then they rode down through the ravine to Semenov-
skoye, where the soldiers were dragging off the last re-

maining beams from the cottages and corn-kilns. Then
1 From kurgan, a mound or hill.



WAR AND PEACE 261

down a hill and up a hill they rode, forward across a field

of rye crushed down and beaten as if by a hail-storm,

and over a road newly formed by the artillery through a

plowed field until they reached the fleches ^ which had
just been started.

Benigsen drew -up at the fleches and proceeded to

scrutinize the Shevardino redoubt, — which had been
ours the evening before, — where a number of horsemen
could be distinguished.

The officers said that Napoleon or Murat was among
them, and all gazed eagerly at the little knot of horse-

men. Pierre also looked in the same direction, trying

to make out which of these scarcely distinguishable men
was Napoleon. At last the horsemen descended from
the hill and disappeared.

Benigsen addressed a general who had approached him,

and proceeded to explain the whole position of our
troops. Pierre listened to Benigsen's words, exerting

all the powers of his mind to comprehend the nature of

the approaching engagement, but he was mortified to

discover that his intellectual powers were not capable of

it. He got no idea whatever. Benigsen ceased speak-

ing, and, noticing that Pierre was listening attentively,

he said, suddenly addressing him :
—

" I am afraid this does not interest you .*

"

" Oh, on the contrary, it is very interesting," replied

Pierre, not with absolute veracity.

From the fleches they took the road still farther to-

ward the left ; it wound through a dense but not lofty

forest of birch trees. In the midst of these woods a cin-

namon-colored hare with white legs bounded up before

them, and, startled by the trampling of so many horses'

feet, was so bewildered that for some time it ran along

the road in front of them, exciting general attention and
amusement, and only when several of the men shouted

at it did it dart to one side and disappear in the

thicket.

Having ridden two versts through the wood, they

came to the clearing where the troops of Tutchkof's

* A kind of fortification.— Author's Note.
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corps were stationed, whose duty it was to defend the
left flank.

Here, at the very extremity of the left flank, Benigsen
had a wordy and heated conversation, and made what
seemed to Pierre a very important disposition. In front

of Tutchkof's division there was a slight rise of ground.
This rise had not been occupied by our troops.

Benigsen vigorously criticized this blunder, declaring

that it was a piece of idiocy to leave unoccupied a height

commanding a locality, and to draw up the troops at the

foot of it. Several of the generals expressed the same
opinion. One in particular, with genuine military fer-

vor, declared that the men were left there to certain

destruction. Benigsen, on his own responsibility, com-
manded the troops to occupy this height.

This disposition on the left flank still further com-
pelled Pierre to doubt his capacity to understand mili-

tary manoeuvers. As he listened to Benigsen and the

generals who were criticizing the position of the troops

at the foot of the knoll, he perfectly understood them
and agreed in their strictures; but for this very reason

he found himself utterly unable to comprehend how the

one who had placed the men there at the foot of the

knoll could have made such a palpable and stupid

blunder.

Pierre did not know that these troops had been sta-

tioned there, not to guard the position, as Benigsen sup-

posed, but were set in ambuscade; in other words, in

order to be hidden and to fall unexpectedly on the enemy
as they approached. Benigsen did not know this, and
he moved these troops forward by his own under-

standing of the case, and without first informing the

commander-in-chief.
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CHAPTER XXIV

Prince Andrei, that bright September afternoon of

the sixth, was stretched out with his head leaning on

his hand, in a dilapidated cow-shed, at the village of

Kniazkovo, at the end of the position occupied by his

regiment. Through a hole in the broken wall he was
gazing at a row of thirty-year-old birches which ran

along the edge of the inclosure, with their lower limbs

trimmed off, and at a plowed field over which were
scattered sheaves of oats, and at the coppice where the

smoke of bivouac fires was rising, where the soldiers

were cooking their suppers.

Narrow and useless and trying as Prince Andrei's life

now seemed to him, he felt excited and irritable on the

eve of the battle, just as he had seven years before at

Austerlitz.

The orders for the morrow's battle were given and
received by him. There was nothing further left for

him to do. But his thoughts, the simplest, clearest, and
therefore most terrible thoughts, refused to leave him
to repose. He was aware that the morrow's engage-

ment would be the most formidable of all in which
he had ever taken part, and the possibility of death, for

the first time in his life without reference to any worldly

aspect, without consideration as to the effect it might
produce upon others, but in its relation to himself, to

his own soul, confronted him with vividness, almost

with certainty, in all its grim reality.

And from the height of this consideration, all that

which hitherto tormented and preoccupied him was
suddenly thrown into a cold white light, without shadow,

without perspective, without distinction of features.

All his life appeared to him as in a magic lantern,

into which he had long been looking through a glass

and by means of an artificial light.

Now he could suddenly see without a glass, by the

clear light of day, these wretchedly painted pictures.

"^es, yes, here are those false images which have
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excited and enraptured and deceived me," said he to

himself, as he passed in review, in his imagination, the

principal pictures of his magic-lantern life, now looking

at them in this cold white light of day— the vivid

thought of death.
" Here they are, these coarsely painted figures which

pretended to represent something beautiful and myste-
rious. Glory, social advantages, woman's love, the coun-

try itself— how great seemed to me these pictures,

what deep significance they seemed to possess. And
all that seems now so simple, so cheap and tawdry, in

the cold white light of that morning which, I am con-

vinced, will dawn for me to-morrow."

The three chief sorrows of his. life especially arrested

his attention — his love for a woman, the death of his

father, and the French invasion which was ingulfing half

of Russia.

"Love!.... That young girl seemed to me endowed
with mysterious powers. How was it ? I loved her, I

dreamed poetic dreams of love and happiness with her

Oh, precious boy !

" he cried aloud savagely. " How
was it.-* I had faith in an ideal love which should

keep her faithful to me during the whole year of my
absence. Like the tender dove of the fable, she should

have pined away while separated from me. But the

reality was vastly more simple— It was all horribly

simple, disgusting

!

" My father was building at Luisiya Gorui and sup-

posing that it was his place, his land, his air, his peas-

ants ; but Napoleon came, and, not even knowing of his

existence, swept him aside like a chip from the road,

and his Luisiya Gorui was swallowed up and his life

with it. But the Princess Mariya says that this is a

discipline sent from above. For whom is it a discipline,

since he is no more and will never be again.'' He will

never be seen again. He is no more. Then to whom
is it a discipline .''

"The fatherland, the destruction of Moscow! But
to-morrow I shall be killed— perhaps not even by the

French, but by one of our own men, just as I njight
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have been yesterday when the soldier discharged his

musket near my head— and the French will come, will

take me by the legs and shoulders and fling me into a

pit, so that I may not become a stench in their nostrils,

and new conditions of existence will spring up, to which
other men will grow just as accustomed, and I shall not

know about them, for I shall be no more !

"

He gazed at the row of birches shining in the sun,

with their motionless yellow, green, and white boles.

" I must die ; suppose I am killed to-morrow, suppose
it is the end of me, ....the end of all, and I no longer

existent !

"

He vividly pictured the world, and himself not in it.

The birches, with the lights and shades, and the curling

clouds, and the smoke of the bivouac fires,— all sud-

denly underwent a change, and assumed for him some-
thing terrible and threatening. A cold chill ran down
his back. Quickly leaping to his feet, he left the shed,

and began to walk up and down.
Voices were heard behind the shed.
" Who is there .''

" asked Prince Andref.

The red-nosed Captain Timokhin, who had formerly

been Dolokhof's company commander, and now, owing
to the lack of officers, had been promoted to battalion

commander, came shyly to the shed. Behind him came
an aide and the paymaster of the regiment.

Prince Andrei got up, listened to what the officers

had to report to him, gave them a few extra directions,

and was just about to dismiss them when he heard from
behind the shed a familiar lisping voice.

" Qjie diable ! " exclaimed the voice of this man, who
tripped up over something.

Prince Andrei, peering out of the shed, saw advancing
toward him his friend Pierre, who had just succeeded in

stumbling and almost falling flat over a pole which was
lying on the ground. As a general thing, it was dis-

agreeable for Prince Andrei to see men from his own
rank in life, and especially to see Pierre, who brought
back to his remembrance all the trying moments which

he had experienced during his last visit at Moscow.
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"Ah! how is this?" he exclaimed. "What chance
brings you here ? I was not expecting you."

While he was saying these words his eyes and his

whole face expressed something more than mere cool-

ness— it was rather an unfriendliness, which Pierre

instantly remarked. He had approached the shed in

the most animated frame of mind, but when he saw
Prince Andrei's face he felt suddenly embarrassed and
awkward.

"I came.... well .... you know.... I came.... it was in-

teresting to me," stammered Pierre, who had already

used that word "interesting" no one knows how many
times during the course of that day. " I wanted to see

a battle."
" So, so, but what do your brotherhood of Masons say

about war.? How can it be prevented.''" asked Prince
Andrei, ironically. " Well, how is Moscow ? How are

my family } Have they got to Moscow at last .-' " he
asked gravely.

" Yes, they got there. Julie Drubetskaya told me.
I went to call upon them, and failed to find them.
They had gone to your pod-Moskovnaya."

CHAPTER XXV

The officers were going to take their leave, but Prince

Andrei, as apparently not wishing to be left alone with
his friend, invited them to sit down and take tea. Stools

and tea were brought. The officers, not without amaze-
ment, gazed at Pierre's enormously stout figure, and lis-

tened to his stories of Moscow, and the position of our

troops which he had chanced to visit.

Prince Andrei said nothing, and the expression of his

face was so disagreeable that Pierre addressed himself

more to the good-natured battalion commander, Timo-
khin, than to Bolkonsky.

" So you understood all the arrangement of our forces,

did you ? " suddenly interrupted Prince Andrei.
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"Yes— that is, to a certain extent," said Pierre ; "so
far as a civilian can. I don't mean absolutely, but still

I understood the general arrangements."
" Then you are ahead of any one else !

" said Prince

Andrei'.^
" Ha .''

" exclaimed Pierre, looking in perplexity over

his glasses at Prince Andrei. " Well, what do you
think about the appointment of Kutuzof .'' " he asked.

" I was very much pleased with it ; that is all I can

say about it," replied Prince Andrei.
" Now, then, please tell me your opinion in regard to

Barclay de Tolly. They are saying all sorts of things

about him in Moscow. What is your judgment about

him .''

"

"Ask these gentlemen," suggested Prince Andrei,

indicating the officers.

Pierre looked at Timokhin with that condescendingly

questioning smile with which all treated him in spite of

themselves.
" It brought light 2 to us, your illustriousness, as soon

as his serene highness took charge," said Timokhin, who
kept glancing timidly at his regimental commander.

" How so .''
" asked Pierre.

" Well, now, take, for instance, firewood or fodder :

I will explain it to you. We retreated from Swienciany,

and did not dare to touch a dry branch or a bit o' hay

or anything. You see, we marched off and left it for

him. Was n't that so, your illustriousness }
" he asked,

addressing "his prince." "It was, 'Don't you dare.'

In our regiment, two officers were court-martialed for

doing such things. Well, then, when his serene high-

ness came in, it became perfectly simple as far as such

things were concerned. We saw light." ....

" Then, why did he forbid it .^

"

Timokhin glanced around in some confusion, not know-

ing what to say in reply to this question. Pierre turned

to Prince Andrei, and asked the same thing.

" In order not to spoil the country which we were

1 Eh Hen, vous etes plus avance que qui cela salt.

2 Svyet., light; a play on the first syllable of svyetle'ishii (most serene).
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leaving to the enemy," replied Prince Andrei, with sav-

age sarcasm. " It is very judicious never to allow the

country to be pillaged and soldiers taught to be marau-

ders. Well, then, at Smolensk, he also very correctly

surmised that the French might outflank us since they
outnumbered us. But one thing he could not under-

stand," shouted Prince AndreY, in a high key, as if he
had lost control of his voice. " He could not understand
that we were for the first time fighting in defense of

Russian soil, that the troops were animated by a spirit

such as I, for one, had never seen before ; that we had
beaten the French two days running, and that this vic-

tory had multiplied our strength tenfold. He gave the

orders to retreat, and all our efforts and losses were
rendered useless. He never dreamed of playing the

traitor; he tried to do everything in the best possible

manner ; his foresight was all-embracing,— but for that

very reason he is good for nothing. He is good for noth-

ing now, for the very reason that he lays out all his plans

beforehand very judiciously and punctiliously, as it is

natural for every German to do. How can I make it

clear?.... See here! Your father has a German lackey,

and he is an excellent lackey, and he serves him in all

respects better than you could do, and so you let him
do his work ; but if your father is sick unto death, you
send the lackey off, and with your own unaccustomed,
unskilful hands, you look after your father, and you
are more of a comfort to him than the skilful hand of a

foreigner would be. And that is the case with Barclay.

As long as Russia was well, a stranger could serve her

and was an excellent servant ; but as soon as she was in

danger, she needs a man of her own blood. Well, you
have accused him at the club of being a traitor. The
only effect of traducing him as a traitor will be that

afterwards, becoming ashamed of such a false accusation,

the same men will suddenly make a hero or a genius of

him, and that will be still more unjust. He is an hon-

orable and very punctilious German." ....

"At all events, they say he is a skilful commander,"
interposed Pierre.
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" I don't know what is meant by a skilful commander,"
said Prince Andrei', with a sneer.

"A skilful commander," explained Pierre, "well, is

one who foresees all contingencies .... reads his enemy's
intentions."

"Well, that is impossible," said Prince Andrei, as if

the matter had been long ago settled.

Pierre looked at him in amazement.
" Certainly," said he, " it has been said that war is

like a game of chess."

"Yes," replied Prince Andrei'; "only with this slight

difference : that in chess you can think over each move
as long as you wish, that you are in that case freed from
conditions of time ; and with this difference also, that

the knight is always stronger than the pawn, and two
pawns are always stronger than one, while in war a

single battalion is sometimes stronger than a division,

and sometimes weaker than a company. The relative

strength of opposing armies can never be predicted.

Believe me," said he, " if it depended on the dispo-

sitions made by the staff-officers, then I should have
remained on the staff and made my dispositions ; while

as it is, instead, I have the honor of serving here in the

regiment with these gentlemen, and I take it that, in

reality, the affair of to-morrow will depend on us, and
not on them Success never has depended, and never
will depend, either on position or on armament or on
numbers, and least of all on position."

" What does it depend on, then ?
"

"On the feeling that is in me and in him,"— he in-

dicated Timokhin, — "and in every soldier."

Prince Andre'i glanced at Timokhin, who was staring

at his commander, startled and perplexed. Contrary to

his ordinary silent self-restraint. Prince Andrei seemed
now excited. Evidently he could not refrain from ex-

pressing the thoughts which had unexpectedly occurred

to him,

"The battle will be gained by the one who is reso-

lutely bent on gaining it. Why did we lose the battle of

Austerlitz .'* Our loss was not much greater than that
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of the French, but we said to ourselves very early in

the engagement that we should lose it, and we did lose

it. And we said this because there was no reason for

being in a battle there, and we were anxious to get away
from the battle-field as soon as possible. ' We have lost,

so let us run,' and we did run. If we had not said this

till evening, God knows what would have happened.
But to-morrow we shall not say that. You say our
position, the left flank, is weak, the right flank too

much extended," he pursued, " but that is all nonsense.

It is not so at all. For what is before us to-morrow }

A hundred millions of the most various possibilities,

which will be decided instantaneously by the fact that

either they, or our men, will start to run ; this one or

that one will be killed. All that is being done now,
though, is mere child's play. The fact is, those with

whom you rode round inspecting the position, instead

of promoting the general course of events, rather hinder

it. They are occupied only with their own petty inter-

ests."

" At such a moment ?
" asked Pierre, reproach-

fully.

" Yes, even at such a moment,'' repeated Prince

Andreif. " For them this is only a propitious time to

oust a rival or win an extra cross or ribbon. I will tell

you what I think to-morrow means. A hundred thou-

sand Russian and a hundred thousand French soldiers

meet in battle to-morrow, and the result will be that

when these two hundred thousand soldiers have fought,

the side will win that fights most desperately and is least

sparing of itself. And, if you like, I will tell you this :

Whatever happens, whatever disagreements there may
be in the upper circles, ive shall win the battle to-morrow.

To-morrow, whatever happens, we shall win."
" You are right there, your illustriousness, perfectly

right," echoed Timokhin. "Why should we spare our-

selves now.? The men in my battalion— would you
believe it.''— would not drink their vodka. 'It is not
the time for it,' said they."

All were silent. The officers got up. Prince Andrei
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went with them behind the shed, giving his final direc-

tions to his aide.

When the officers had gone, Pierre joined Prince
Andrei, and was just about to renew his conversation
with him, when along the road that ran not far from the
shed they heard the trampling hoofs of three horses,

and, looking in that direction. Prince Andrei' recognized
Woltzogen and Klauzewitz, accompanied by a Cossack.
They rode rapidly by, talking as they went, and Pierre

and Andrei could not help hearing the following snatches
of their conversation :

—
"The war must spread into the country. I cannot

sufficiently advocate this plan," said one.

"Oh, yes," replied the other, "our only object is to

weaken the enemy, so of course we cannot consider the

loss of private individuals."^
^^ Oja !'' echoed the first again.

"Yes, 'spread into the country,' " repeated Prince
Andrei, with an angry snort, after they had ridden past.
" ' The country

!

' And there my father and son and
my sister have had to bear the brunt of it at Luisiya
Gorui. To him it is all the same. Now, that illustrates

the very thing I was telling you. These German gentle-

men will not win the battle to-morrow, but will only
muddle matters as far as they can, for in their German
heads there are only arguments which are n't worth a
row of pins, while in their hearts they have nothing of

what is alone useful at such a time— not one atom of

what is in Timokhin. They have abandoned all Europe
to him, and now they come here to teach us. Splendid
teachers !" and again his voice became high and sharp,

"So you think that we shall win a victory to-morrow .-'"

asked Pierre.

" Certainly I do," replied Prince Andrei, absently.

"One thing I should have done if I could," he began,
after a short pause ; "I would have allowed no prisoners

^ " Der Krieg muss im Raum verlegt xoerden. Der Ansicht kann ich

genug Preis geben."— " O ja, der Zweck ist nur den Feind zu schwdchen,
so kann mann gewiss nicht den Verlust der privat-Personen in Achtung
nehmen"
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to be taken. What is the taking of prisoners ? It is

chivalry. The French have destroyed my home, and
they are coming to destroy Moscow; they have insulted

me, and they go on insulting me every second. They
are my enemies, they are in my opinion criminals. And
that expresses the feeling of Timokhin and the whole
army. They must be punished. If they are my enemies,

they cannot be my friends, whatever may have been said

at Tilsit."

" Yes, you are right," assented Pierre, with gleaming
eyes glancing at Prince Andrei. " 1 entirely agree with

you."

The question which had been troubling Pierre ever

since his delay on the hillside of Mozhaisk, and all that

long day, now became to him perfectly clear and settled

beyond a peradventure. He now comprehended all the

meaning and significance of this war and of the impend-
ing battle. All that he had seen that day, all the stern

faces full of thoughtfulness, of which he had caught a

cursory glimpse, now were illuminated with a new light

for him. He comprehended that latent heat of patri-

otism — to use a term of physics— which was hidden
in all the men he had seen, and this explained to him
why it was all these men were so calm, and, as it were,

heedless in their readiness for death.
" Let no quarter be given," pursued Prince Andrei".

"That alone would change all war, and would really

make it less cruel. But, as it is, we play at making war.

That 's the wretchedness of it ; we are magnanimous
and all that sort of thing. This magnanimity and
sensibility— it is like the magnanimity and sensibility

of a high-born lady, who is offended if by chance she

sees a calf killed ; she is so good that she cannot see

the blood, but she eats the same calf with good appetite

when it is served with gravy. They prate to us about
the laws of warfare, chivalry, flags of truce, humanity
to the wounded, and the like. It 's all nonsense. I saw
what chivalry, what our 'parliamentarianism ' was in

1805 ; they duped us, we duped them. They pillage

our homes, they issue counterfeit assignats, and worse
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than all, they kill our children and our fathers, and
then talk about the laws of warfare and generosity to

our enemies. Give no quarter, but kill and be killed !

Whoever has reached this conclusion, as I have, by
suffering....

"

Prince Andrei, who had believed that it was a matter
of indifference to him whether Moscow were taken or

not taken, — just as Smolensk had been, — suddenly
stopped short in the middle of his argument, owing to

an unexpected cramp that took him in the throat. He
walked up and down a few times in silence ; but his

eyes gleamed fiercely, and his lip trembled, when he
again resumed the thread of his discourse.

" If there were none of this magnanimity in warfare,

then we should only undertake it when, as now, it was a

matter for which it was worth while to meet one 's death.

Then there would not be war because Pavel Ivanuitch had
insulted Mikhail Ivanuitch. But if there must be war
like the present one, let it be war. Then the zeal

and intensity of the troop would always be like what it

is now. Then all these Westphalians and Hessians,

whom Napoleon has brought with him, would not have
come against us to Russia, and we should never have
gone to fight in Austria and Prussia without knowing
why. War is not amiability, but it is the most hateful

thing in the world, and it is necessary to understand it

so and not to play at war. It is necessary to take this

frightful necessity sternly and seriously. This is the

pith of the matter ; avoid falsehood, let war be war, and
not sport. For otherwise war becomes a favorite pas-

time for idle and frivolous men. The military are the

most honored of any class.

" But what is war, and what is necessary for its

success, and what are the laws of military society .'' The
end and aim of war is murder ; the weapons of war are

espionage, and treachery and the encouragement of

treachery, the ruin of the inhabitants, and pillage and
robbery of their possessions for the maintenance of the

troops, deception and lies which pass under the name
of finesse ; the privileges of the military class are the

VOL. IV.— 18
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lack of freedom, that is discipline, enforced inactivity,

ignorance, rudeness, debauchery, drunkenness. And yet

this is the highest caste in society, respected by all.

All rulers, except the emperor of China, wear military

uniforms, and the one who has killed the greatest

number of men gets the greatest reward.

•"Tens of thousands of men meet, just as they will

to-morrow, to murder one another, they will massacre
and maim ; and afterwards thanksgiving Te Deums will

be celebrated, because many men have been killed, —
the number is always exaggerated,— and victory will be

proclaimed on the supposition that the more men killed,

the greater the credit. Think of God looking down and
listening to them ! " exclaimed Prince Andrei, in his

sharp, piping voice. " Ah ! my dear fellow,^ of late life

has been a hard burden. I see I have obtained too

deep an insight into things. It is not for a man to taste

of the knowledge of good and of evil— well, it is not for

long, now," he added. "However, it is your bedtime;
and it is time for me to turn in too. — Go back to

Gorki !
" suddenly exclaimed Prince Andrei.

" Oh, no," cried Pierre, looking at Prince Andrei with

frightened, sympathetic eyes.
" Go, go ; before an engagement one must get some

sleep," insisted Prince Andrei'. He came swiftly up to

Pierre, threw his arms around him, and kissed him.
" Farewell, — prashchai'

;
go now," he cried. " We may

not meet again— no" —-and, hurriedly turning his back
on his friend, he went into the shed.

It was already dark, and Pierre could not make out

the expression of Prince Andrei's face, whether it was
angry or tender.

Pierre stood for some time in silence, deliberating

whether to follow him or to go to his lodgings.

"No, he does not want me," Pierre decided, "and I

know that this is our last meeting."

He drew a deep sigh, and went back to Gorki.

Prince Andrei', retiring into his shed, threw himself

down on a rug, but he could not sleep.

^ Akh, duslia moya.
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He closed his eyes. One picture after another rose

before him. One in particular held him long in rapt,

joyous attention. He had a vivid remembrance of an
evening at Petersburg. Natasha, with her eager, viva-

cious face, was telling him how, the summer before,

while she was out after mushrooms, she had lost her
way in the great forest. She gave him a disconnected
description of the darkness of the woods, and her sensa-

tions, and her conversation with a bee-hunter whom she
had met ; and every little while she had interrupted her
story and said :

" No, I can't tell you, you won't under-
stand," although Prince Andrei had tried to calm her
by assuring her that he understood ; and in reality he
had understood all that she wanted to say.

Natasha had been dissatisfied with her own words
;

she felt that she could not express the passionately

poetical sensation which she had felt that day, and
which she desired to express in words.

"The old man was so charming, and it was so dark
in the forest .... and he had such good.... but, O dear, I

can't tell you," she had said, blushing and becoming
agitated.

Prince Andref smiled even now the same joyous
smile which he had smiled then as he looked into her eyes.

"I understood her," said he to himself; "not only
did I understand her, but I loved that moral power of

hers, that frankness, that perfect honesty of soul,—
yes, her soul itself, which seemed to dominate her body,
— her soul itself I loved— so powerfully, so happily I

loved...."

And suddenly he recalled what it was that had put
an end to his love.

" He needed nothing of the sort. He saw nothing,
understood nothing, of all this. All he saw was a very
pretty 2LX\d. fresh young girl, with whom he did not even
think it worth his while to join his fate. But I ?..,. and
he is still alive and enjoying life !

"

Prince Andrei, as if something had scalded him,
sprang up and once more began to pace up and down
in front of the shed.
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CHAPTER XXVI

On the sixth of September, the day before the battle

of Borodino, M. de Beausset, grand chamberlain to the

emperor of the . French, and Colonel Fabvier arrived,

the first from Paris, the other from Madrid, with de-

spatches to the Emperor Napoleon at his camp at

Valuyevo.
After M. de Beausset had put on his court uniform,

he ordered a packet which he had brought to the em-
peror to be taken in, and he entered the outer division

of Napoleon's tent, where, while talking with Napoleon's

aides-de-camp who crowded round him, he busied him-

self with undoing the wrapper of the case.

Fabvier, not entering the tent, paused at the entrance,

and entered into conversation with generals of his ac-

quaintance.

The Emperor Napoleon had not yet left his bedroom,
where he was engaged in making his toilet. Sniffing

and grunting, he was turning first his stout back, then
his fat chest, to the valet who was plying the brush. A
second valet, holding his fingers over the bottle, was
sprinkling the emperor's neatly arrayed person with eau

de cologne, his expression intimating that he was the

only one who knew how much cologne to use, and
where it should be applied. Napoleon's short, hair was
wet and pasted down on his forehead. But his face,

though puffy and sallow, expressed physical satisfaction.
'^ Allez ferme .... allez toiijours — brush harder .... put

more energy in," he was saying to the valet, as he
shrugged his shoulder's and grunted.

One of his aides-de-camp, who had been admitted into

his sleeping-room to submit a report to the emperor as

to the number of prisoners taken during the engage-
ment of the preceding day, having accomplished his

errand, was standing by the door, awaiting permission
to retire. Napoleon scowled and glared at the aide

from under his brows.
" No prisoners," said he, repeating the aide-de-camp's
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words. "They compel us to annihilate them. So
much the worse for the Russian army. — Go on, more
energy!" he exclaimed, hunching up his back, and offer-

ing his plump shoulders. "That'll do. Show in M. de

Beausset, and Fabvier as well."
" Yes, sire," and the aide-de-camp disappeared through

the door of the tent.

The two valets de cJiambre quickly dressed his maj-

esty, and he, in the blue uniform of the Guards, with

firm, swift steps, entered the anteroom. Beausset was
at that instant engaged in placing the gift which he had
brought from the empress on two chairs directly in front

of the entrance. But the emperor had dressed and
come out with such unexpected promptness that he had
not time to get the surprise arranged to his satisfac-

tion.

Napoleon instantly remarked what he was doing, and
conjectured that they were not quite ready for him. He
did not want to spoil their pleasure in surprising him.

He pretended not to see M. Beausset, and addressed

himself to Fabvier.

Napoleon, with a deep frown, and without speaking,

listened to what Fabvier said about the bravery and
devotion of his troops who had been fighting at Sala-

manca, at the other end of Europe, and who had only

one thought— to be worthy of their emperor; and one
fear— tliat of not satisfying him.

The result of the engagement had been disastrous.

Napoleon, during Fabvier's report, made ironical obser-

vations, giving to understand that the affair could not

have resulted differently, he being absent.
" I must regulate this in Moscow," said Napoleon.

''A tantot— Good-by for now," he added, and ap-

proached De Beausset, who by this time had succeeded

in getting his surprise ready— some object covered with

a cloth having been placed on the chairs.

De Beausset bowed low with that courtly French bow
which only the old servants of the Bourbons could even

pretend to execute, and, advancing, he handed Napoleon
an envelop.
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Napoleon approached him and playfully took him by
the ear.

" You have made good time ; I am very glad. Well,

what have they to say in Paris ? " he asked, suddenly
changing his former stern expression into one of the

most genial character.
" Sire, all Paris regrets your absence," replied De

Beausset, as in duty bound.

But though Napoleon knew that De Beausset was
bound to say this, or something to the same effect,

though in his lucid intervals he knew that this was not

true, it was agreeable to him to hear this from De Beaus-

set. He again did him the honor of taking him by the

ear.

" I am sorry to have caused you to take such a long
journey," said he.

'• Sire, I expected nothing less than to find you at the

gates of Moscow," said Beausset.

Napoleon smiled, and, heedlessly raising his head, he
glanced to the right.

An aide-de-camp with a gliding gait approached with

a gold snuff-box, and presented it. Napoleon took

it.

"Yes, it has turned out luckily for you," he said, put-

ting the open snuff-box to his nose. " You enjoy travel-

ing ; in three days you will see Moscow. You really

could not have expected to see the Asiatic capital.

You will have had a pleasant journey."

Beausset made a low bow to express his gratitude for

this discovery of his proclivity for traveling, till now
unknown to him.

"Ah, what is that.'" exclaimed Napoleon, noticing

that all the courtiers were glancing at the something
hidden by a covering.

Beausset, with courtier-like dexterity, not turning his

back on his sovereign, took two steps around and at the

same time snatched off the covering, saying :
—

"A gift to your majesty, from the empress."

This was Gerard's brilliantly painted portrait of the

little lad born to Napoleon and the Austrian emperor's
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daughter— the child whom all, for some reason, called

the king of Rome.
The perfectly rosy, curly-haired boy, with a face like

the face of the child in the Sistine Madonna, was repre-

sented playing bilboquet. The ball represented the

earth, and the cup in his other hand represented a

scepter. Although it was not perfectly clear why the

artist wished to represent the so-called king of Rome
transfixing the earth-ball with a stick, still this allegory

seemed perfectly clear to all who saw the picture in

Paris, as well as to Napoleon, and greatly delighted them.

'' Roi de Rome!" he exclaimed, with a graceful ges-

ture pointing to the portrait. "Admirable." With that

facility characteristic of Italians, of changing at will the

expression of his countenance, he approached the por-

trait and assumed a look of thoughtful tenderness.

He was conscious that what he was saying and doing

at that moment was history. And it seemed to him that

the best thing he could do now was to display the sim-

plest paternal affection, as being most of a contrast to

that majesty the consequence of which was that his son

played bilboquet with the earth for a ball.

His eyes grew dim ; he drew near it, he looked round

for a chair— the chair sprang forward and placed itself

under him— and he sat down in front of the portrait.

He waved his hand, and all retired on their tiptoes,

leaving the great man to himself and his feelings.

After sitting there for some time and letting his at-

tention, he knew not why, be attracted by the roughness
with which the picture was painted, he got up and
again beckoned to Beausset and the aide on duty.

He gave orders to have the portrait carried out in

front of his tent, so that his Old Guard, who were sta-

tioned around his tent, might not be deprived of the

bliss of seeing the king of Rome, the son and heir of

their beloved monarch. As he anticipated, while he
was eating breakfast with Beausset, on whom he con-

ferred this honor, he heard the enthusiastic shouts of

the officers and soldiers of the Old Guard, who came to

view the portrait.
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" Vive rEmperetir ! Vive le Roi de Rome ! Vive PEnt'

pereur" shouted the enthusiastic voices.

After breakfast, Napoleon, in Beausset's presence,

dictated his address to the army.
" Coiirte et hiei'giqiie !— short and to the point !

" ex-

claimed Napoleon, as he read it aloud, the proclamation

which had been written down word for word without a

change. The proclamation said :
—

" Soldiers ! the battle which you have so eagerly de-

sired is at hand. Victory depends on you, but victory

is indispensable for us ; it will give you all that you
need, comfortable quarters, and a speedy return to your
native land. Behave as you behaved at Austerlitz,

Friedland, Vitebsk, and Smolensk. Let your remotest

posterity recall with pride your exploits on this day.

And it will be said of each one of you, ' He was present

at the great battle on the Moskova.'
"

^' De la Moskozva,'' repeated Napoleon, and, taking

M. de Beausset with him, who was so fond of traveling,

he left the tent and mounted his horse, which was wait-

ing already saddled.
" Voire majeste a trop de boiite !— Your majesty is

too kind," said Beausset, in reply to the ernperor's invi-

tation to accompany him on his ride ; he would have
preferred to go to sleep, and he did not like, nay, he
even feared, to ride on horseback.

But Napoleon nodded his head to the traveler, and
Beausset had to go.

When Napoleon left the tent, the acclamations of his

guards in front of his son's portrait were more eager
than ever. Napoleon frowned.

"Take it away," said he, pointing to the portrait with

a graceful and imperious gesture. " He is too young
yet to see a battle."

Beausset, closing his eyes and bending his head, drew
a deep sigh, signifying thereby how able he was to ap
predate and prize his emperor's words.



WAR AND PEACE 281

CHAPTER XXVII

Napoleon, according to his historians, passed the

entire day of September 6 on horseback, inspecting the

battle-field, examining the plans suggested by his mar-
shals, and personally giving orders to his generals.

The original position of the Russian army along the

Kalotcha had been broken, and the capture of the She-

vardino redoubt on the fifth had forced a part of this

line, particularly the left flank, to retreat. This part of

the line had not been fortified, nor was it protected any
longer by the river, and before it extended a more open
and level ground.

It was evident to any one, whether soldier or civilian,

that this part of the line was where the French would
surely make their attack. To reach this conclusion it

would seem that there was no need of many combina-
tions, no need of such sedulous and solicitous prepara-

tions on the part of the emperor and his marshals, and
certainly no need of that high and extraordinary capa-

city called genius, which men so like to attribute to

Napoleon. But the historians who have most recently

described these events, and the men who at that time

surrounded Napoleon, and Napoleon himself, thought

otherwise.

Napoleon rode over the ground, profoundly absorbed

in thought, inspected the battle-field, moved his head in

silent approval or disapproval ; and, without deigning to

reveal to the generals about him the profound ideas that

influenced his decisions, he gave them only definite

deductions in the form of orders.

Davoust, called the Duke of Eckmiihl, having pro-

posed to turn the left flank of the Russians, Napoleon
declared that it was unnecessary to do this, but he did

not explain why it was unnecessary to do this.

To the proposition of General Campan (who was to

attack the fleches)to lead his division through the woods,

Napoleon gave his consent ; the so-called Duke of El-

chingen (that is, Ney) permitted himself to observe that
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the march through the woods would be dangerous, and
might throw the division into disorder.

Napoleon, having inspected the ground over against

the Shevardino redoubt, remained for some time in silent

meditation ; then he pointed out the positions where two
batteries were to be placed for the bombardment Oi tuc

Russian fortifications on the next day, and he selected

positions on the same line for the field artillery.

Having given these and other orders, he retired to his

tent, and at his dictation the plan of battle was com-
mitted to writing.

This plan, of which French historians speak with en-

thusiasm, and which the historians of other nations treat

with deep respect, was as follows :
—

At daybreak the two new batteries established during the

night on the plateau by the Prince of Eckmiihl will open fire

on<the two opposing batteries of the enemy.
At the same moment, General Pernety, commanding the

First Corps of artillery, with thirty cannon from Campan's
division, and all the howitzers of Dessaix's and Friant's divis-

ions, will advance and begin shelling the enemy's battery,

which will thus have opposed to it,

—

24 pieces of the artillery of the Guard,

30 pieces from Campan's division, and
8 pieces from Friant's and Dessaix's divisions.

Total: 62 cannon.

General Fouch^, commanding the Third Corps of artillery,

will place himself with all the howitzers of the Third and Eighth

Corps, sixteen in number, on the flanks of the battery attacking

the left redoubt, giving this battery an effective of 40 pieces.

General Sorbier will stand ready, at the first word of com-
mand, with all the howitzers of the Guard, to bring to bear

against one or the other redoubt.

During the cannonade. Prince Poniatowski will move against

the village in the woods, and turn the position of the .enemy.

General Campan will move along the edge of the woods to

carry the first redoubt.

The battle thus begun, orders will be given according to the

enemy's movements.
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The cannonade on the left flank will begin at the moment
when that on the right is heard. A heavy infantry fire will

be opened by Morand's division, and by the divisions of the

viceroy, as soon as they see that the attack on the right has

begun.

The viceroy will take possession of the village,^ and debouch
by its three bridges upon the heights, while Generals Morand
and Gerard will deploy under command of the viceroy to seize

the enemy's redoubt and form the line of battle with the other

troops.

All this must be done with order and method {le tout sefera
avec ordre et viethode) , taking care to hold the troops in reserve

as far as possible.

At the imperial camp, near Mozhaisk, September 6, 18 12.

This order— very far from clear in style, and confus-

ing to any one who is so sufficiently lacking in religious

awe for the genius of Napoleon as to dare analyze its

meaning— contains four points, four commands. Not
one of these commands could have been executed ; not

one of them was executed.

In the order of battle the first command read as

follows :
—

The batteries established at the points selected by Napoleon,

with the cannon of Pernety and Fouch^, will place themselves

in hne, one hundred and two pieces in all, and, opening fire,

will storm the Russian outworks and redoubts with shot and
shell.

This could not be done, because from the place

selected by Napoleon the missiles did not reach the

Russian works, and these one hundred and two cannon
thundered in vain until the nearest commander ordered

them forward, contrary to Napoleon's decree.

The second command was to this effect :
—

Poniatowski will move against the village in the woods, and
turn the left wing of the Russians.

This could not be done and was not done, because

Poniatowski, on moving toward the village in the woods,

^ Borodino.
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found Tutchkof there blocking the way, and he could

not and did not turn the position of the Russians.

The third command :
—

General Campan will move along the edge of the woods to

carry the first redoubt.

Campan's division did not carry the first redoubt, but

it was repulsed, because, on emerging from the woods,
it was obliged to close up under the Russian grape-shot,

something which Napoleon had not foreseen.

Fourth :
—

The viceroy will take possession of the village [Borodino],

and debouch by its three bridges upon the heights, while Gen-
erals Morand and Gerard \_'who are told neither where nor when
to go'\ will deploy under command of the viceroy to seize the

enemy's redoubt and form the line of battle with the other

troops.

As far as it is possible to understand this (not from
the vague phraseology employed, but from the viceroy's

attempt to carry out the orders he received), it seems
he was to move through Borodino from the left against

the redoubt, and that Morand and Gerard's divisions

were at the same time to advance from the front.

This command, like all the rest, was not carried out,

because it was impracticable.

When he had got beyond Borodino, the viceroy was
forced back upon the Kalotcha, and found it impossible

to advance. Morand and Friant's divisions did not take

any redoubts, but were repulsed, and the redoubt was
carried by the cavalry at the close of the battle, a con-

tingency which Napoleon apparently had not foreseen.

Thus not one of the commands in this order was per-

formed or could have been.

The order further announced that " during the battle

thus begun " instructions would be given in accordance
with the enemy's movements, and therefore we might
infer that Napoleon, during the battle, made all the

suggestions that were necessary. He did, and could
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have done, nothing of the sort, because throughout the
engagement Napoleon happened to be so far away from
the field of action that (as it transpired afterwards) the
progress of the battle could not even have been known
to him, and not one of his orders during the time of the
engagement could be carried out.

CHAPTER XXVIII

Many historians assert that the battle of Borodino
was not won by the French because Napoleon had a

cold in the head, that if it had not been for this cold,

his arrangements before and during the battle would
have displayed still more genius, and Russia would have
been conquered, and the face of the world would have
been changed.

For the historians that believe Russia was formed at

the will of one man, Peter the Great, and that France
was changed from a republic to an empire and that the

French armies invaded Russia at the will of one man,
Napoleon, the argument that Russia retained power
after the battle of Borodino because Napoleon had a

bad cold in his head on September 7 is logically con-

sistent.

If it had depended on Napoleon's will to fight or not

to fight the battle of Borodino, on his will to make or

not to make such and such dispositions of his forces,

then evidently the cold in his head, which had such
influence on the manifestation of his will, may have

been the cause of the salvation of Russia ; and the valet

who, on September 5, forgot to provide Napoleon with

waterproof boots, was the savior of Russia.

When we have once started on this line of reasoning,

this conclusion is inevitable
;
just as inevitable as that

reached by Voltaire when in jest— himself not knowing
what he was driving at — he demonstrated that the

Massacre of Saint Bartholomew was due to the fact

that Charles IX. suffered from a fit of indigestion.

But for men who do not admit that Russia was
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formed at the will of one man, Peter I., and that the

French empire arose or that the campaign in Russia
was undertaken at the bidding of a single man, Napo-
leon, such reasoning will appear to be not only false,

but contrary to all human experience. To the question.

What is the cause of historical events ? a very different

answer presents itself, and one that implies that the

progress of events on earth is preordained ; that it

depends on the combined volition of all who participate

in these events, and that the influence of Napoleons on
the progress of these events is superficial and fictitious.

How strange seems at first glance the proposition

that the Massacre of Saint Bartholomew, the order for

which was given by Charles IX., did not come from his

own volition, but that it merely seemed to him that he
had ordered it to be done ; or that the battle of Boro-

dino, which cost the lives of eighty thousand men, was
not fought through Napoleon's volition, though he gave
the orders for the beginning and course of the engage-

ment, but that it merely seemed to him that he had
ordered it— how strange seems this proposition ; but

the dignity of humanity, which tells me that each of us,

if he be not more of a man, is at least not less than

every Napoleon, directs me to this solution of the prob-

lem, and it is powerfully justified by historical facts.

At the battle of Borodino, Napoleon shot no one and
killed no one. All that was done by his soldiers. Of
course he killed no one.

The soldiers of the French army went into the battle

of Borodino to kill Russian soldiers, not in consequence
of Napoleon's orders, but by their own desires. The
whole army, French, Italians, Germans, Polyaks, fam-

ished and in rags, worn out by the campaign, felt, at

sight of the Russian army barring the road to Moscow,
that the wine was uncorked, and they had only to drink,

— que le vin est tire et qiiil fant le boire. If at that

moment Napoleon had forbidden them to fight the Rus-
sians, they would have killed him and fought with the

Russians ; for this was inevitable for them.

When they heard Napoleon's proclamation, which
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offered them, in exchange for mutilation and death, the

consoHng testimony of posterity that they had been in

the battle at Moscow, they cried, " Vive VEmpereiir
!''

— just as they cried "Vive VEmpereiir !'' at seeing the

picture of the child piercing the terrestrial globe with

the bilboquet stick ; and just as they would have shouted
" Vive I Empereur !'' to any nonsense spoken to them.

There was nothing more for them to do than to cry
'* Vive rEmpereiir !'' and go into battle in order to

reach food and the repose of victors at Moscow. Of
course it was not at Napoleon's order that they killed

their fellow-men.

And Napoleon did not direct the progress of the bat-

tle, for no part of his plan was carried out ; and during

the engagement he did not know what was going on

before him.

Of course, how these men killed one another had
nothing to do with Napoleon, but was independent of

his will ; it was determined by the will of the hundreds

of thousands of men who took part in the combat. It

only seemed to Napoleon that it proceeded by his will.

Thus the question, " Did or did not Napoleon have a

cold in his head.''" is of no more importance to history

than the question whether the most insignificant train-

hand had a cold in the head.

The fact that Napoleon was afflicted with a cold in

the head on September 7 is still more insignificant

because the assertions made by writers that this cold

in the head caused Napoleon's dispositions and orders

at the time of the battle to be less skilful than those

in times past are perfectly false.

The plan here described was not at all inferior— it

was even superior— to all the plans by which his previ-

ous battles had been won. The imaginary combinations

during this battle were not in the least inferior to those

of previous battles ; they were just the same as always.

But these dispositions and combinations seem less fortu-

nate because the battle of Borodino was the first battle

that Napoleon did not win. The best plans and the

most sagacious dispositions and combinations in the
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world seem very poor, and every scientific soldier does

not hesitate to criticize them with solemn face, when
they do not end in victory ! And the feeblest disposi-

tions and combinations seem very excellent, and learned

men devote entire volumes to the demonstration of the

superiority of wretched plans, when they are crowned
with success.

The plan proposed by Weirother for the battle of

Austerlitz was a model of its kind, but it was neverthe-

less condemned for its very perfection, for its super-

abundance of details.

Napoleon at the battle of Borodino played his part as

representative of power as well as in other battles—
even better. He did nothing that could hinder the

successful course of the battle : he accepted the most
reasonable advice, he did not confuse his orders, he did

not contradict himself, he did not lose heart, he did not

abandon the field of battle, but with all his tact and his

great experience in war he played with calmness and
dignity the part of a seeming commander.

CHAPTER XXIX

On returning from his second solicitous tour of in-

spection along the line, Napoleon said :
—

" The chessmen are set ; the game will begin to-

morrow."
Calling for a glass of punch, and summoning Beausset,

he began to talk with him about Paris, and discuss

various alterations which he proposed to make in the

empress's household

—

la maison de Vhnph'atrice, —
causing wonder at the attention which he gave to the

minutest details of court management.
He displayed great interest in trifles, he jested at

Beausset's fondness for travel, and with perfect cool-

ness he chatted just as a famous and self-confident sur-

geon, who knew his business, might do, even while he
rolls up his cuffs and puts on his apron and the patient

is fastened to the operating table.
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"The whole thing is in my hands and in my head,

clearly and definitely. When the time comes to act, I

will do my work, as no one else could, but now I can

jest ; and the more I jest and appear calm and collected,

the more should you be confident, trustful, and amazed
at my genius."

After drinking a second glass of punch, Napoleon
went to rest before the serious affair which, as it seemed
to him, was waiting for him on the morrow.
He was so much interested in this affair that was be-

fore him, that he could not sleep, and, in spite of his

cold, which had been increased by the evening damp-
ness, he got up about three o'clock in the morning, and,

loudly blowing his nose, passed into the outer division

of his tent. He asked if the Russians had not retreated.

He was told that the enemy's fires were still burning
in the same places. He nodded his head approvingly.

The aide-de-camp on duty entered the tent.

" Well, Rapp, do you think we shall have good luck

to-day .''
" he asked.

"Certainly, your majesty," replied Rapp. Napoleon
gave him an attentive look. " You remember, your

majesty, that you did me the honor of remarking at

Smolensk, — ' The wine is uncorked ; we have only to

drink it.'"

Napoleon frowned, and sat for some time in silence,

resting his head on his hands.

"This poor army," he exclaimed suddenly, "has been
seriously diminishing since we left Smolensk. Fortune
is a fickle jade, Rapp, 2ine franche coiirtisane ; I always

said so, and I am beginning to experience it. But the

Guard, Rapp, the Guard is undiminished.'*" he said, with

a questioning inflection.

" Yes, sire," replied 'Rapp.

Napoleon took a lozenge, put it in his mouth, and
glanced at his watch. He felt no inclination to sleep,

though it was still long before morning; but it was im-

possible to issue any more orders for the sake of killing

time, for they had all been made, and were even then

being executed.
VOL. IV.— 19
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" Have the biscuits and rice been distributed among
the regiments of the Guard?" asked Napoleon, sternly.

" Out, sire."

"But the rice?"

Rapp replied that he had issued the emperor's orders

in regard to the rice, but Napoleon shook his head
angrily, as if he had no confidence in his orders having

been fulfilled. A servant came in with the punch.

Napoleon commanded another glass to be given to

Rapp, and silently sipped from his own.
" I have no taste or smell," said he, sniffing at the

glass. "This influenza is a nuisance. They talk about

medicine. What does medicine amount to when they

can't even cure a cold! Corvisart gave me these loz-

enges, but they don't help me any. What can they

cure? What can physic do? Nothing at all! Our
body is a living-machine— 7me machine a vivre. It is

organized for that purpose, that is its nature; let the

life in it be left to itself; let it defend itself; it will do
more than if you paralyze it by loading it down with

remedies. Our body is like a perfect watch which is

meant to go a certain time ; the watchmaker cannot
open it ; he can only regulate it by his sense of feeling

and with his eyes shut. Our body is a living-machine,

that is all it is."

And Napoleon, having as it were started on the path

of definitions, of which he was very fond, suddenly and
unexpectedly made still a new one.

" Rapp, do you know what the art of war is ? " he
asked. " It is the art of being stronger than the enemy
at a given moment— that is all."

Rapp made no reply.
" To-morrow we shall have Kutuzof to deal with,"

said Napoleon. "We shall see. You remember he
commanded the armies at Braunau, and not once dur-

ing three weeks did he mount a horse to inspect the

fortifications. We shall see !

"

He glanced at his watch. It was only four o'clock.

He still had no desire to sleep ; the punch was drunk
up, and as yet there was nothing to do. He got up,
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began to pace up and down ; then he put on his thick

overcoat and hat and went outside the tent. The night
was dark and damp ; one could almost hear the moisture
falling. The bivouac fires, even those near at hand,
burned far from brightly, and those in the distance, in

the Russian lines, gleamed dimly in the fog. Through
the silence clearly could be heard the bustle and tram-
pling of the French troops, already beginning to move
to their designated positions.

Napoleon walked out in front of his tent, gazed at the

fires, listened to the growing tumult, and, as he passed
by a tall grenadier in a wet hat, who was on duty as

sentinel by his tent, and who stood stiff and straight like

a pillar when the emperor appeared, Napoleon paused.
" How long have you been in the service ?

" he asked,

with his ordinary affectation of hearty and affectionate

military bluntness, which he alwa3^s employed when
dealing with his soldiers. The soldier answered him.

"Ah, a veteran ! Has your regiment received the rice ?

"

"We have, your majesty."

Napoleon nodded and left him.

At half-past five. Napoleon mounted and rode to the
village of Shevardino.

It was beginning to grow light ; the sky was clearing
;

only a single cloud lay against the east. The deserted biv-

ouac fires were dying out in the pale light of the morning.
At the right thundered a single heavy cannon-shot,

prolonged by the echoes, and finally dying away amid
the general silence.

There was an interval of several minutes. A second
shot, then a third, rolled out, shaking the air ; a fourth,

a fifth, answered near at hand, and solemnly, somewhere
at the right.

The echoes of the first cannon-shots had not died

away when still others joined in, then more and more,
mingling and blending in one continuous roar.

Napoleon galloped with his suite to the Shevardino
redoubt and there dismounted.
The game had begun.
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CHAPTER XXX

Having returned to Gorki from his visit to Prince

Andrei, Pierre gave his orders to his equerry to have
his horses ready, and to waken him early in the morn-
ing, and then immediately went to sleep behind the

screen in the corner which Boris had kindly offered

him.

When Pierre was fairly awake the next morning there

was not a soul in the cottage. The window-panes in

the little windows were rattling. His equerry was
standing by him, shaking him.

" Your illustriousness, your illustriousness, your illus-

triousness !
" exclaimed the equerry, stubbornly shak-

ing him by the shoulder, and apparently hopeless of

being able to wake him.
" What .-' Has it begun.? Is it time.-*" demanded

Pierre, opening his eyes.
" Be good enough to listen to the firing," said the

equerry, who had once been a soldier. " The gentlemen
have all gone. His serene highness went long ago."

Pierre hurriedly dressed and went out on the steps.

Outside it was bright, cool, dewy, and cheerful. The
sun was just making its way out from under the cloud

which had obscured it momentarily, and poured its rays

through the breaking clouds, across the roofs of the

opposite houses, over the dusty road covered with dew,
on the walls of the houses, on the windows of the cathe-

dral, and on Pierre's horses standing near the cottage.

Out of doors the rolling of the cannon was heard more
distinctly. An aide, followed by his Cossack, was gal-

loping down the street.

" It is time, count, time," cried the aide.

Ordering the man to follow him with his horse, Pierre

walked along the road to the mound from the top of

which, the day before, he had surveyed the field of battle.

Here were collected a throng of military men, and he
could hear the members of the staff talking French, and
he could see Kutuzof's gray head covered with a white
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hat with red band, and the gray nape of his neck sunk
between his shoulders. He was gazing through his

field-glass to the front along the highway.
As Pierre mounted the steps that led to the top of

the mound, he looked out over the prospect, and wa«
overwhelmed at the beauty of the spectacle.

It was the same panorama he had surveyed the day
before from the same elevation ; but now all those locali-

ties were covered with troops and the smoke of the
cannon ; and the slanting rays of the bright sun, rising

behind Pierre at the left, fell upon it through the clear

morning atmosphere in floods of light, shot with golden
and rosy tones and intermingled with long, dark shadows.
The distant forests which bounded the panorama,

just as if they were hewn out of some precious yellow-

green gem, could be traced by the curving line of the
tree-tops against the horizon, and between them, beyond
Valuyevo, the Smolensk highway, now all covered with
troops, cut sharply.

Still nearer gleamed the golden fields and groves.

Everywhere, in front and behind, at the right hand and
at the left, troops were swarming. The whole scene
was animated, majestic, and marvelous ; but what sur-

prised Pierre more than all was the spectacle of the
battle-field itself, Borodino, and the valley through which
the Kalotcha River ran.

Over the Kalotcha at Borodino, and on both sides of

the river, more noticeably on the left bank, where,

through marshy intervales, the Vo'ina falls into the

Kalotcha, was that mist which so mysteriously veils,

spreads, and grows transparent as the bright sun mounts,
and magically colors and transforms everything that is

seen through it.

The smoke of the cannon was blending with this

mist, and over this blended mist and smoke, every-

where, gleamed the lightning flashes of the morning brill-

iancy, here over the water, there on dewy meadows,
there on the bayonets of the infantry swarming along
the banks and in the village.

Through this mist could be seen a white church, a
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few roofs of Borodino cottages, here and there compact
masses of soldiers, here and there green caissons, can-

nons. And this scene was in rnotion, or seemed to be
in motion, because this mist and smoke was stretched

over the whole space. On these lowlands around Boro-

dino, covered with mist, so also above, and especially at

the left, over the whole line, over the woods, over the

fields, in the hollows, on the summits of the rising

ground, constantly born, self-evolved from nothing, rose

the puffs of cannon-smoke ; now singly, now in groups
;

now scattered, now clustered ; and as they formed, and
grew, and coalesced, and melted together, they seemed
to cover the whole space.

These puffs of cannon-smoke and, strange to say, the

sounds that accompanied them, constituted the chief

charm of the spectacle.

Puff ! suddenly appeared a round, compact ball of

smoke playing in violet, gray, and milk-white colors,

and— bnmm ! would follow in a second the report of

this smoke-ball.

Puff ! puff ! arose two balls of smoke jostling and
blending, and — buimn ! bunwi ! came' the coalescing

sounds that confirmed what the eye had seen.

Pierre gazed at the first puff of smoke, which he still

saw as a round, compact ball, and before he knew it

its place was taken by two balls of smoke borne off to

one side, and ///_^— with an interval

—

puff, puff, rose

three others, then four others, and each was followed

at intervals with the bumm, btimm, bumm— genuine,

beautiful, satisfying sounds. Sometimes it seemed as

if these puffs of smoke were fiying, sometimes as if

they were standing still, while past them flew the for-

ests, the fields, and the glittering bayonets.

On the left, over the meadows and clumps of trees,

these great balls of smoke were constantly rising with

their solemn voices, and still nearer, over the lowlands

and along the forests, burst forth the little puffs of

musket smoke which had no time to form into balls,

and yet these, in precisely the same way, uttered their

little reports. Trakh-ta-ta-takh ! rattled the musketry,
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frequent though irregular and pale in comparison with

the cannon-shots.

Pierre had an intense longing to be where those puffs

of smoke originated, those glittering bayonets, that

movement, those sounds.

He looked at Kutuzof and at his suite, so as to com-
pare his own impressions with those of others. All,

exactly the same as he himself, and, as it seemed to

him, with the same sentiment, were gazing down on the

field of battle. All faces now were lighted up by that

latent heat which Pierre had observed the day before,

and which he understood perfectly after his conversa-

tion with Prince Andrei.
" Go on, my dear,^ go on ; Christ be with you," Ku-

tuzof was saying to a general standing near him, but he
kept his eyes fixed on the battle-field.

On hearing this command, the general went past

Pierre on his way to the descent down from the mound.
" To the crossing," replied the general, coldly and

sternly, to one of the staff, who asked where he was
going.

" I too, I too," said Pierre to himself, and he followed

in the direction taken by the general.

The general mounted his horse, which his Cossack

led forward. Pierre went to his equerry, who had his

horses in charge. Asking which was the gentlest,

Pierre mounted, grasped his mane, gouged his heels

into the horse's flanks, and, feeling that his spectacles

were going to tumble off, and that he could not possibly

remove his hands from the mane and bridle, he went
cantering after the general, arousing the laughter of the

staff, who were looking at him from the top of the

mound.
^ Calubchik.
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CHAPTER XXXI

The general whom Pierre was following rode down
the slope the shortest way and then turned to the left,

and Pierre, losing him from sight, galloped into a file of

infantry marching in front of him. He tried to get

past them in front, then at the left, and then at the

right ; but everywhere there were soldiers, all with

anxious, eager faces, all engaged in some invisible

but evidently important action. All, with similar in-

voluntarily questioning glances, looked at this portly man
in the white hat, who, for some unknown reason, insisted

on trampling them down with his horse.

"What makes you ride in front of the battalion.''"

cried one to him. Another poked his horse with the

butt-end of his musket, and Pierre, clinging to the saddle

and scarcely able to restrain his plunging horse, gal-

loped in front of the soldiers where there was room.

In front of him there was a bridge, and near the

bridge other soldiers were stationed, firing. Pierre rode

up to them. Not knowing it, Pierre had unwittingly

approached the bridge over the Kalotcha, between Boro-

dino and Gorki, where in the first action of the battle

(called Borodino) the French made a charge.

Pierre saw that there was a bridge before him, and
that on both ends of the bridge, and on the meadow,
among the haycocks which he had noticed the day
before, the soldiers were doing something; but, in spite

of the incessant firing going on in this place, it never

once occurred to him that here was the battle-field. He
heard not the sounds of the bullets whizzing on all sides,

or the projectiles flying over his head; he saw not the

enemy on the other side of the river, and it was long

before he saw the killed and wounded, although many
were falling not far from him. With a smile which did

not leave his lips, he glanced around him.

"What makes that man ride in front of the line.''"

again cried some one.

"Take the right .... take the left!".... they cried to him.
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Pierre took the left, and unexpectedly fell in with one
of General Rayevsky's aides whom he knew. This aide

looked fiercely at Pierre, evidently with the intention of

shouting some command, but then, recognizing him, he
shook his head at him.

"How come you here.''" he cried, and dashed away.
Pierre, feeling that he was out of place and useless,

and fearing lest he should be a hindrance to some one,

galloped after the aide.

"What is this here.' Can I go with you.'*" he asked.
" Wait a moment," replied the aide, and, riding up to a

stout colonel who was stationed on the meadow, he gave
him some order, and immediately turned back to Pierre.

•'How do you happen to get here, count?" he asked,

with a smile. " Is it out of curiosity?"
" Yes, yes," replied Pierre.

But the aide, wheeling, started to gallop away. " Here
it is all right, thank God," said he, "but on the left

flank, where Bagration is, there's frightfully hot work
going on."

" Really ? " exclaimed Pierre. " Where is that ?

"

" Come with me to the mound; you can see very well

from there, and at our battery there it is still safe

enough," said the aide.

"Yes, I will go with you," returned Pierre, looking

around him and trying to discover his equerry. Then
only for the first time Pierre caught sight of the

wounded, dragging themselves to the rear on foot or

borne on stretchers. On the same plot of meadow-land,

with the windrows of fragrant hay, over which he had
ridden the evening before, there lay, amidst the ranks,

a soldier motionless, with his head awkwardly thrown
back and his shako knocked off.

"But why have they not carried him off? " Pierre was
going to ask, but, seeing the aide's stern face turned to

the same spot, he refrained.

Pierre could not discover his equerry, and so he rode

with the aide down across the hollow to Rayevsky's
mound. Pierre's horse fell behind the aide's, and shook
him at every step.
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" You are apparently not used to riding on horseback,

count ?
" suggested the aide.

" No, it 's nothing; but somehow he limps badly," said

Pierre, in perplexity.

"E— ^! but he 's wounded," said the aide, "right fore

leg, above the knee. Must have been a bullet. I con-

gratulate you, count," said he, "your 'baptism of fire'!
"

Making their way through the smoke to the Sixth

Corps, behind the artillery, which, unlimbered forward,

was blazing away with a stunning thunder of discharges,

they reached a small grove. Here in the grove it was
cool and still, and smelt like autumn. Pierre and the

aide dismounted and went up the hill on foot.

"Is the general here?" asked the aide, as he reached

the top.

"He's just gone, he went yonder," was the answer,

the men pointing to the right.

The aide glanced at Pierre, as if he did not know
what to do with him now.

"Don't disturb yourself," said Pierre. "I will go to

the top of the mound, can't I .<•"

"Yes, do so
;
you can see everything from there, and

it won't be so dangerous. And I will come back after

you."

Pierre went to the battery, and the aide went on his

way. They did not meet again, and not till long after

did Pierre learn that this aide lost an arm on that day.

The kitrgajt, or mound, on which Pierre had come, be-

came afterwards known to the Russians as the Kurgan
battery or Rayevsky's battery, and to the French as la

grande redoiitef la fatale redoute, la redoiite dii centre.

It was the place around which tens of thousands of men
were slain, and the French considered it the most im-

portant point of the whole position.

This redoubt consisted of the kurgan, on three sides

of which trenches had been dug. In this place, sur-

rounded by the trenches, were stationed ten active

cannon, discharging through the embrasures of the

earthworks.

In a line with the kurgan, cannon were stationed, on
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either side, also belching forth continuous discharges.

A little to the rear of the cannon stood the infantry.

Pierre, on reaching this kurgan, never once dreamed
that this small space intrenched with earthworks where
he was standing, and where a few cannon were in full

blast, was the most important point of the whole battle.

On the contrary, it seemed to Pierre that this place,

simply because he had come to it, was one of the most
unimportant places of the battle-field.

On reaching the kurgan, Pierre sat down at one end
of a trench which inclosed the battery, and with a smile

of unconscious satisfaction gazed at what was going on
around him. Occasionally with the same smile he
would get to his feet, and, at the same time trying not
to be in the way of the soldiers who were loading and
pushing forward the guns or constantly passing him
with powder and shot, he would walk through the bat-

tery. The cannon in this battery were constantly fired

one after another with an overwhelming crash, and the
whole place was swathed in gunpowder smoke.

In contradistinction to that sense of gloom which is

always felt among the infantry soldiers of a covering

force, in a battery where a small band of men are limited

and shut off from the rest by a trench, here there is a
sort of family feeling, which is shared equally by all.

The appearance of Pierre's unmilitary figure, in his

white hat, at first struck these men unpleasantly. The
soldiers passing him looked askance at him with a mix-
ture of amazement and timidity. The senior artillery

officer, — a tall, long-legged, pock-marked man,— under
the pretense of inspecting the behavior of the endmost
cannon, came where Pierre was and gazed inquisitively

at him.

A young, round-faced little officer, still a mere lad,

who had evidently just come out of the "Korpus," and
who was very zealously commanding the two guns com-
mitted to his charge, looked fiercely at Pierre.

" We must ask you, sir, to go away
;
you cannot

remain here."

The soldiers shook their heads disapprovingly, as they
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looked at Pierre. But when all were convinced that this

man in the white hat was not only doing no harm as he

sat calmly on the talus of the trench or walked up and

down the battery, facing the missiles as steadily as if

he were' on the boulevard, and with his genial smile

politely making way for the soldiers, then gradually this

feeling of disapproval and perplexity began to give place

to an affectionate and jocose sympathy such as soldiers

are apt to manifest for dogs, cocks, goats, and other ani-

mals that are found in their ranks These soldiers in-

stantly adopted Pierre into their family, and gave him
a nickname. ''Nash bariji " —

-
" Our gentleman "—was

what they called him, and they good-naturedly laughed
about him among themselves.

A round shot tore up the earth within two paces of

Pierre. Shaking off the dirt which the missile scattered

over him, Pierre glanced around with a smile.
" Did n't that frighten you, barin .-• truly, did n't it .''

"

asked a broad soldier with a rubicund face, displaying

his strong white teeth.

" Why, are you afraid .''
" retorted Pierre.

" How can one help it.-*" replied the soldier. "You
see, she has no mercy. If she strikes, your innards fly

!

So one can't help being afraid," said he, with a laugh.

Several soldiers with jovial, friendly faces were stand-

ing near Pierre. They seemed not to have expected
him to speak like other men, and to find that he did

surprised them.
" Soldiering 's our business. But this man is a barin,

so it 's wonderful ! What a barin he is !

"

"To your places," commanded the young officer to

the soldiers collecting around Pierre. This young officer

was evidently for the first or perhaps the second time on
duty of this kind, and accordingly he behaved to his

men and his superiors with especial preciseness and for-

mality. The rolling thunder of the cannon and of the
musketry was intensified all over the field, noticeably at

the left, where Bagration's fleches were 'situated ; but
Pierre, owing to the smoke of the discharges, could see

nothing at all from where he was.
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Moreover, Pierre's entire attention was absorbed in

watching what was going on in this little family circle,

as it were— separated from all the rest. His first un-

consciously joyous feeling aroused by the sights and
sounds of the battle-field had changed character, now,
especially since he had seen that soldier lying by him-
self on the meadow. As he sat now on the talus of the

trench he contemplated the faces around him.

It was only ten o'clock, but a score of men had been
already carried from the battery ; two of the cannon
were dismounted, and the missiles were falling into the

battery with greater and greater frequency, and the

shot flew over their heads screeching and whizzing.

But the men who were serving the battery seemed to

pay no heed to this ; on all sides were heard only gay
talk and jests.

"Old stuffing!"^ cried a soldier to a shell that flew

close over his head with a whizz.
" This is the wrong place. Go to the infantry," added

a second, perceiving that the shell flew over and struck

in the ranks of the covering forces.

"What is that, an acquaintance of yours .''
" asked an-

other, with a laugh, as a muzhik bowed under a round
shot that went flying over.

A few soldiers collected around the breastwork, trying

to make out what was going on at the front.

" Well, they 've captured the lines, do you see
;

they 're retreating," said they, pointing across the

breastwork.
" Mind your own business," cried an old non-commis-

sioned officer. "If they're retiring, of course it's

because they're needed elsewhere."

And the non-commissioned officer, seizing one of the
soldiers by the shoulder, gave him a boost with his

knee. A roar of laughter was heard.
" Serve No. 5 ! Forward !

" rang out on one side.

" A long pull, and a strong pull, and a pull all to-

gether," cheerfully shouted the men who were pushing
the cannon forward.

1 Chinyonka : any object filled with anything.
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"Ai! that one almost took our barin's hat off," cried

the rubicund jester, with a laugh which showed his

teeth. — " Ekh ! you beastly thing," he added reproach-

fully to the ball, which carried off a gun-wheel and a

man's leg.

" Well, you foxes !
" cried another, with a laugh, to

the militiamen, who, all bent double, came forward to

the battery, to remove the wounded. " Is n't this gruel

to your taste ? Akh ! you crows !
^ are you frozen stiff ?

"

cried the soldiers to the militiamen, who were dismayed
at the sight of the soldier with the leg torn off. "That's
only a little one ! " said they, imitating the dialect of

the peasants. " Don't like to be afraid, do you .''

"

Pierre observed how after the fall of each new missile,

after each new loss, the general excitement became more
and more intensified.

Just as when a heavy thunder-shower is approaching,

more and more frequently, more and more dazzlingly,

flashed forth on the faces of all these men the light-

nings of that latent but now developing heat. It was
apparently called forth by resistance.

Pierre did not look out on the battle-field, and he was
not interested in knowing what was going on there ; he
was entirely absorbed in the contemplation of this ever

more and more developing fire, which now in exactly

the same way— he was conscious— was also kindling

in his own soul.

At ten o'clock, the infantry, who had been in front of

the battery, in the thickets, and along the Kamenka, or

Stony Brook, retreated. From the battery they could

be seen running back past it, carrying their wounded on
their muskets.

A general with his suite dashed up the kurgan, and,

after exchanging a few words with the colonel and giv-

ing Pierre a fierce look, rode back down again, ordering

the covering infantry who were stationed behind the
battery to lie down, so as not to expose themselves to

the missiles. Immediately after this, in the ranks of

the infantry, at the right of the battery, were heard the

^ Vorontii : crows; means alst) simpletons.
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rolling of a drum and shouts of command, and they in

the battery could see how the ranks of infantry moved
forward.

Pierre looked over the breastworks. One face espe-
cially struck his eye. This was a pale-faced young offi-

cer, who was marching with them backwards, holding
his sword-point down and looking anxiously around.
The ranks of infantry disappeared in the smoke, their

prolonged cheer was heard and the continuous rattle of

their musketry fire. After a few minutes a throng of

wounded men walking and on stretchers came strag-

gling back.

The missiles kept falling with greater and greater
frequency on the battery. A number of soldiers lay

unattended: The men around the cannon were work-
ing with renewed vigor and zeal. No one any longer
paid attention to Pierre. Twice he was angrily told that

he was in the way. The senior officer, with a frowning
face, strode with long, swift steps from gun to gun.
The young officer, with his face more flushed than ever,

gave his commands to his men with ever increasing-

vehemence. The soldiers came and went with the
projectiles, and loaded and did their duty with ever
more zealously burning activity and dash. They
jumped about as if they were moved by springs.

The thunder-cloud had come close at hand, and
brightly on all faces burned that fire the kindling of

which Pierre had been watching. He was standing
near the senior officer. The young officer came hasten-
ing to the elder and saluted him, finger at vizor.

" I have the honor of reporting, Mr. Colonel, that

there are only eight shot left. Do you order us to

go on ?

"

" Grape !
" cried the old officer, gazing over the ram-

part, and not giving any definite answer.

Suddenly something happened : the little officer

shrieked, and fell upon the ground all of a heap, like

a bird shot on the wing. Everything became strange,

dark, and gloomy in Pierre's eyes.

One following another the projectiles came scream-
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ing, and buried themselves in the breastwork, among
the soldiers, among the cannon. Pierre, who before

had not heard these sounds, now heard nothing except

these sounds. At one side, at the right of the battery,

with their cheers — hurrah ! hurrah ! — the soldiers were

running, not forward as it seemed to Pierre, but back to

the rear.

A shot struck on the very edge of the rampart where

Pierre was standing, scattered the earth, and a black

ball flashed in front of his eyes and at the same instant

fell with a dull thud into something. The militia, who
had been coming up to the battery, were in full retreat.

" All grape !
" cried the officer.

The non-commissioned officer hastened up to his

senior, and in a frightened whisper— just as at dinner

the butler reports to his master that the wine called

for is all out— reported that all the ammunition was

used up.

"The villains! what are they doing .^ " cried the

officer, turning round to Pierre. The old officer's face

was flushed and sweaty, his eyes were gleaming fiercely.

" Run back to the reserves, have the caissons brought,"

he cried, crossly avoiding Pierre's glance and addressing

his command to his orderly.

" I will go," cried Pierre. The officer, without an-

swering him, went with long strides to the other side.

" Don't fire ! .... Wait !
" he shouted.

The soldier who had been commanded to go- after

ammunition ran into Pierre.

" Ekh ! barin, this is no place for you here," said he,

and started on the run down the slope.

Pierre ran after the soldier, avoiding the place where
the young officer lay.

One shot, a second, a third, flew over his head ; they

struck in front of him, on both sides of him, and behind

him. Pierre ran down the slope.

The question, " Where am I going ?" suddenly occurred

to him, even while he was hastening up to the green

caissons. He stopped irresolutely, undecided whether

to go forward or back. Suddenly a terrible shock threw



WAR AND PEACE 305

him back on the ground. At the same instant a sheet
of a mighty fire flashed into his eyes, and at the same
instant a noise Hke a thunder-clap, stunning and terrific,

a crash and a whizz, overwhelmed him.

Pierre, having recovered his senses, sat up, supporting
himself on his hands. The caisson near which he had
been standing had disappeared ; only on the scorched
grass were scattered a few pieces of the green painted
wood of the carriage, and smoking rags ; and one horse,

shaking off the fragments of the shafts, was galloping

off, while another— like Pierre himself— was lying on
the ground, and uttering a long penetrating scream of

agony.

CHAPTER XXXII

Pierre, in his terror, not knowing what he was doing,

sprang to his feet and ran back to the battery, as if it

were the only refuge from the horrors surrounding him.

When he reached the intrenchment, he observed that

there was no sound of firing any longer from the battery,

but that men were engaged in doing something there.

Pierre had no time to make out who these men were.

He saw the old colonel leaning over the breastwork,

with his back to him, as if he were watching something
below, and he saw one of the artillerists, whom he had
already observed, struggling to get away from some
men who had him by the arm, and crying "Brothers!
Brothers

!

" and he also saw something else that was
strange.

But he had no time to realize that the colonel was
killed, and that the man was crying for help, and that

under his very eyes a second soldier was stabbed in the
back by a bayonet thrust. He had hardly set foot in the

intrenchment before a lean, sallow, sweaty-faced man, in

a blue uniform, with a sword in his hand, leaped upon
him, shouting something. Pierre instinctively avoided
the shock, as men do who are about to run into each
other, and, putting out his hand, he seized this man —

VOL. IV. 20
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he was a French officer— by the shoulder with one
hand and grasped his throat with the other. The officer,

dropping his sword, seized Pierre by the collar.

For some seconds they each gazed with startled eyes

into the other's face, and both were uncertain as to

what they had done and what they were going to do.

" Has he taken me prisoner, or have I taken him pris-

oner ? " each of them was wondering. But apparently

the French officer was rather inclined to believe that he

was taken prisoner, for the reason that Pierre's power-

ful hand, involuntarily clenching under the influence of

fear, was squeezing his throat ever tighter and tighter.

The Frenchman was just trying to say something, when
suddenly over their very heads, narrowly missing them
and terribly screeching, flew a projectile, and it seemed
to Pierre that the French officer's head was torn off, so

quickly he ducked it.

Pierre also ducked his head, and released his hand.

No longer puzzling over the question which had taken

the other prisoner, the Frenchman ran back to the bat-

tery, while Pierre ran down the hill, stumbling over the

dead and wounded, who, it seemed to him, grasped after

his feet. But he had not more than reached the bottom
before he came full upon a dense mass of Russian sol-

diers, who, stumbling and falling and cheering, full of

dash and spirit, were on the double-quick toward the

battery.

This was the charge for which Yermolof took the

credit, declaring that only by his gallantry and good
fortune was it possible to have achieved this success
— the charge during which one might say he scattered

over the mound the St. George crosses that had been
in his pockets.

The F"rench who had taken the battery fled. Our
troops, with cheers, drove the French so far beyond the

battery that it was hard to bring them to a halt.

The prisoners were led away from the battery, in their

number a wounded French general, around whom the

officers crowded.
A throng of wounded, Russians and French, some
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of them known and many unknown to Pierre, their faces

distorted with agony, crawled or limped, or were carried

away from the battery on stretchers.

Pierre went up on the mound again, where he had
spent more than an hour already, and of that little

"family circle" which had, as it were, adopted him, he
found not one. There were many dead lying there, but
they were strangers. Some he recognized. The young
officer was lying, all in a heap, as before, in a pool of

blood at the edge of the parapet. The rubicund soldier

was twitching a little, but they did not carry him away.
Pierre went down again.
" No, now they must surely put an end to this ; now

they must begin to feel remorse for what they have
been doing," thought Pierre, aimlessly taking the same
direction as the line of litters moving from the battle-

field.

But the sun, obscured by smoke, was still high in the

heavens, and at the front, and especially at the left at

Semenovskoye, there was a great commotion in the

smoke, and the thunder of guns and cannon not only

did not slacken, but rather increased, even to despera-

tion, like a man who, perishing, collects his forces to

utter one last cry.

CHAPTER XXXIII

The principal action in the battle of Borodino took
place on a space of a thousand sazhens,^ between Boro-
dino and Bagration's earthworks.

Outside of this space there had occurred, about noon,

on one side, a demonstration on the part of Uvarof's

Russian cavalry ; on the other, beyond Utitsa, the

skirmish between Poniatowski and Tutchkof had taken

place ; but these were two distinct engagements, and
insignificant in comparison with what went on in the

middle of the battle-field.

On this field, between Borodino and the fleches, near

^ A sazhen is seven feet; five hundred sazhens make a verst.
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the forest, on an open tract visible from both sides, the

principal action of the battle was fought in the simplest,

most artless manner imaginable.

The action began with a cannonade on both sides,

from several hundred cannon.

Then, when the smoke had settled down on the whole
field, forward through it, on the side of the French, at

the right, moved the two divisions of Dessaix and Cam-
pan against the earthworks, and at the left moved the

viceroy's regiments against Borodino.

From the Shevardino redoubt, where Napoleon had
taken up his position, the distance to Bagration's fieches

was about a verst, while Borodino was upwards of two
versts distant in a straight line, and, consequently,

Napoleon could not see what was going on there, — all

the more from the fact that the smoke, mingling with

the mist, covered the whole locality.

The soldiers of Dessaix's division, as they moved
against the fleches, were visible only until they began
to descend the ravine which separated them from the

earthworks. As soon as they descended into the ravine,

the smoke of the cannon and musketry from the earth-

works was so dense that it wholly curtained off every-

thing on the farther side of the ravine.

Through the smoke, here and there, gleamed some
black object, apparently a body of men, and from time
to time the glittering of bayonets. But whether they
were moving or standing still, whether they were French
or Russians, it was impossible to distinguish from the

Shevardino redoubt.

The sun came out bright, and shone with its slanting

rays full into Napoleon's face, as he looked from under
the shade of his hand toward the fleches.

The smoke hung like a curtain in front of them, and
sometimes it seemed that the smoke was in motion,

sometimes that the troops were in motion. Occasion-
ally, above the noise of the musketry, the shouts of

men could be heard ; but it was impossible to know
what they were doing.

Napoleon, standing on the knoll, gazed through his
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field-glass, and in the small circlet of the instrument he
could see smoke and men, sometimes his own, some-
times Russians ; but when he came to use his naked
eye, he could not find even where he had been looking

but the moment before.

He went down from the redoubt, and began to pace
back and forth in front of it.

Occasionally he paused and listened to the firing, or

strained his sight to see the battle-field.

Not only from that lower ground where he was stand-

ing, not only from the mound on which some of his

generals were left, but likewise from the fleches them-
selves, where, now together and now alternately, Rus-
sians and French were in the fore, crowded with soldiers,

dead and wounded, panic-stricken or frenzied, was it

impossible to make out what was going on in that place.

For several hours, amid the incessant firing of mus-
ketry and cannon, now the Russians appeared in the

ascendant, and now the French ; now the infantry, and
now the cavalry ; they showed themselves, they fell,

they fired, they struggled hand to hand ; not knowing
what they were doing to one another, they shouted and
they retreated.

Napoleon's aides and his marshals' orderlies kept

galloping up from the battle-field with reports as to the

progress of affairs ; but all these reports were false for

the reason that, in the heat of the engagement, it was
impossible to say what was taking place at a given mo-
ment ; and for the reason that many of the aides did not

reach the actual place of conflict, but reported what
they had heard from others ; and again for the reason

that, while any aide was traversing the two or three

versts which separated his starting-point from Napo-
leon, the circumstances must have changed, and the

tidings have become false.

Thus the viceroy sent an aide post-haste with the

tidings that Borodino had been captured and the bridge

over the Kalotcha was in the hands of the French.

The aide asked Napoleon whether he would command
the troops to make a flank movement.
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Napoleon commanded them to be drawn up into line

on the other side of the river and to wait, but at the

time when Napoleon issued this command— nay more,

even before the aide had fairly left Borodino— the

bridge was recaptured and burned by the Russians, in

fact, during that very skirmish in which Pierre had par-

ticipated at the beginning of the battle.

Another aide, galloping up from the fleches with

frightened face, reported to Napoleon that the charge

had been repulsed, and that Campan was wounded and

Davoust killed ; but, in reality, the fieches had been
recaptured by another division of the troops at the very

moment that the aide was told that the French were

defeated, and Davoust was alive, and suffering only from

a slight contusion.

Drawing his own conclusions from such unavoidably

false reports. Napoleon made his dispositions, which

either were already fulfilled before he had made them,

or else could not be, and never were, fulfilled.

The marshals and generals, who were at closer touch

with the battle-field, but who, nevertheless, just like

Napoleon, did not actually take part in the battle itself,

and only rarely came actually under fire, did not ask Na-

poleon, but made their dispositions, and gave their orders

as to where and whence to fire, and when to have the cav-

alry charge and the infantry take to the double-quick.

But even their dispositions, exactly like Napoleon's,

were only in small measure and rarely carried out. For

the most part, exactly the opposite of what they ordered

was carried into effect. Soldiers commanded to advance

would be exposed to a fire of grape, and retreat ; soldiers

commanded to hold their ground, suddenly seeing an un-

expected body of Russians coming against them, would

sometimes rush on to meet them, and the cavalry with-

out orders would gallop off to cut down the fleeing

Russians.

Thus two regiments of cavalry dashed down through

the ravine of Semenovskoye, and as soon as they reached

the hilltop they faced about and galloped back at break-

neck speed.
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In the same way, the infantry soldiers oftentimes

moved about, sometimes going on the double-quick in

directions entirely different from what they were or-

dered to go.

All dispositions as to where and when cannon were
to be unlimbered, when the infantry were to be sent

forward, when to fire, when the cavalry were to hammer
down the Russian infantry,— all these dispositions were
made on their own responsibility by the subordinate

heads who were close at hand, in the ranks, and they

did not stop to consult either with Ney or Davoust or

Murat, and certainly not with Napoleon. They had no
fear of blame for their commands not being carried out,

or for arbitrary orders issued, because in a battle the

issue at stake is man's most precious possession— his

own life, and it often seems that his safety lies in re-

treating, often in advancing at the double-quick ; and
so those men who were in the smoke of the battle acted

in conformity with the needs of the moment.
In reality, all these movements back and forth did not

relieve and did not change the positions of the troops.

All their collisions and charges, one against the other,

produced very little injury, but the injuries, the deaths,

and the mutilations were brought by the projectiles and
shots which were flying in all directions over that space

where these men were pelting one another. As soon
as these men left that space where the shot and shell

were flying, then immediately their nachalniks, stationed

in the rear, would bring them into order again, subject

them to discipline, and, under the influence of this dis-

cipline, lead them back to the domain of the projectiles,

where again under the influence of the fear of death

they would lose their discipline and become subject to

whatever disposition was paramount in the throng.
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CHAPTER XXXIV

Napoleon's generals, — Davoust, Ney, and Murat, —•

finding themselves near to this domain of fire, and some-

times even riding up into it, more than once led into

this domain of fire enormous and well-ordered masses of

troops. But, contrary to what had invariably happened
in all their former engagements, instead of the expected

report that the enemy were fleeing, these well-ordered

masses of troops returned tJience in disorderly, panic-

stricken throngs.

Then again they would collect them, but each time in

diminished numbers. In the afternoon, Murat sent his

aide to Napoleon for reinforcements.

Napoleon was sitting at the foot of the mound, drink-

ing punch, when Murat's aide-de-camp came galloping

up with the report that the Russians would be defeated

if his majesty would send one more division.

"Reinforcements.'*" exclaimed Napoleon, in grim

amazement, as if not realizing the meaning of his words,

and looking at the handsome young aide, who wore his

dark hair in long curls just as Murat wore his. " Rein-

forcements !

" muttered Napoleon. " How can they ask

for reinforcements when they already have in their

hands half of the army to throw against the weak, un-

fortified Russian flank! — Tell the king of Naples,"

said Napoleon, sternly, " tell the king of Naples that it

is not noon, and that I do not yet see clearly on my
chess-board Go !

"
....

The handsome young aide-de-camp with the long hair,

not removing his hand from his hat, drew a heavy sigh,

and galloped back again to the place where they were
slaughtering men.

Napoleon got up, and, calling Caulaincourt and Ber-

thier, began to discuss with them concerning matters

that had nothing to do with the battle.

In the midst of this conversation, which began to

engross Napoleon, Berthier's eyes were attracted to a



WAR AND PEACE 313

general with his suite who came galloping up to the
mound on a sweaty horse.

This was Belliard. Throwing himself from his horse,

ne approached the emperor with swift strides, and boldly,

in a loud voice, began to show forth the imperative ne-

cessity of reinforcements.

He swore on his honor that the Russians were beaten
if the emperor would only give them one division more.

Napoleon shrugged his shoulders,. and, without making
any reply, kept on walking back and forth. Belliard

began to talk loud and earnestly with the generals of

the suite gathered round him.
" You are very hot-headed, Belliard," exclaimed Na-

poleon, again approaching the general who had brought
the message. " It is easy to make a mistake in the
thick of battle. Go back and look again, and then
return to me."

Hardly had Belliard time to disappear from sight

when, from the other side, a new messenger came
hastening up from the battle-field.

"Well, what is it ?
" demanded Napoleon, in the tone

of a man annoyed by importunate difficulties.

"Sire, the prince ...." began the aide-de-camp.

"Wants reinforcements.''" said Napoleon, with a

furious gesture, taking the words out of his mouth.
The aide-de-camp bowed his head affirmatively, and
began to make his report ; but the emperor turned
away, took a couple of steps, paused, turned back, and
addressed Berthier.

"We must give them the reserves," said he, slightly

throwing open his hands. " Which shall we send, think
you ?

" he asked, addressing Berthier, " that gosling which
I made into an eagle — otson quefai fait aigle," as he
was of late in the habit of calling him.

" Sire, send Claparede's division," suggested Berthier,

who knew by heart every division, regiment, and bat-

talion.

Napoleon nodded approval.

The aide-de-camp dashed off to Claparede's division,

and, within a few minutes, the Young Guard, who were
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drawn up back of the mound, were on the way. Na
poleon looked on in silence at this mov^ement.

" No," he cried, suddenly turning to Berthier, " I can-

not send Clapar^de. Send Friant's division," said he.

Although there was no adv^antage in sending Friant's

division rather than Claparede's, and the delay caused

by recalling Claparede and sending Friant was unfortu-

nate, still this order was carried out to the letter. Na-
poleon did not see that in thus treating his forces he
was playing the part of a doctor who, by his very reme-
dies, hinders recovery— a part which he thoroughly
appreciated and criticized.

Friant's division, like the others, also vanished in the

smoke that hung over the battle-field. From all sides

aides kept galloping up with reports, and all, as if

by previous agreement, had one and the same story to

tell. All asked for reinforcements, all declared that

the Russians were holding desperately to their positions

and that they were returning an infernal fire— un feu
d'enfer— under which the French troops were melting
away.

Napoleon, in deep thought, sat down on a camp-chair.

M. de Beausset, who was so fond of traveling, and
had been fasting since early morning, came up to the

emperor, and permitted himself the boldness of respect-

fully proposing to his majesty to eat some breakfast.

"Ihope that I am not premature in congratulating

your majesty on a victory," said he.

Napoleon silently shook his head. M. de Beausset,

taking it for granted that this negation was a disclaimer

of victory and did not refer to breakfast, permitted him-

self in a playfully respectful manner to remark that

there was no reason on earth why they should not have
some breakfast when they could have some

'' Allez voiis ....
" suddenly cried Napoleon, gruffly, and

turned his back on him. A beatific smile of pity, re-

gret, and enthusiasm irradiated M. Beausset's face, and
with a swaggering gait he rejoined the other generals.

Napoleon was under the sway of a gloomy feeling like

that experienced by a universally fortunate gamester,
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who has senselessly staked his money because he was
always sure of winning, and suddenly, just at the time

when he has calculated all the chances of the game, is

brought to the knowledge that the more he puzzles over

its course, the more surely he is losing.

The troops were the same, the generals were the

same, the preparations were the same, the same disposi-

tions, the same proclamation courte ct energique ; he
himself was the same, — he knew it ; he knew that he
was vastly better in experience and skill than he had
ever been before ; even the enemy were the same as at

Austerlitz and Friedland, — but the terrible crushing

blow of the hand fell powerless as if magic interfered.

All those former measures which had been invariably

crowned with success, — the concentration of all the

batteries on one spot, and the attack of the reserves for

crushing the lines, and the charge of the cavalry— his

men of iron, — all these measures had already been em-
ployed, and not only there was no victory, but from all

sides the same stories about generals killed and wounded,
about the necessity of reinforcements, about the im-

possibility of defeatmg the Russians, and about the
demoralization of the troops.

Hitherto, after two or three moves, two or three

hasty orders, marshals and aides-de-camp would come
galloping up with congratulations and joyous faces,

announcing whole corps of prisoners as trophies, des

faisceaiix de drapeaux et d'aigles ennemis— sheaves of

standards and eagles taken from the foe— and cannon,
and provision trains ; and Murat would only ask for per-

mission to let the cavalry set forth to gather in the booty.

This was the case at Lodi, Marengo, Arcole, Jena, Aus-
terlitz, Wagram, and so on, and so on. But now, some-
thing strange had happened to his warriors

!

Notwithstanding the report that the fleches had been
captured, Napoleon saw that this success was different,

entirely different, from what had been the case in all his

other battles. He saw that the feeling which he expe-
rienced was also experienced by all the men around him
who were familiar with military affairs. All faces were
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gloomy, all eyes were averted. Beausset alone failed to

understand the significance of what was happening.

Napoleon, after his long experience of war, well knew
what it meant that, after eight hours' steady fighting,

after the expenditure of such efforts, victory had not

crowned the attacking columns. He knew that it was
almost a defeat, and that the slightest mischance might

now, at this critical point on which the battle was bal-

ancing, ruin him and his army.

When he passed in review all this strange Russian

campaign, in which not one victory had been won,— in

which, for two months, not a standard, not a cannon,

not a squad of men had been captured ; when he looked

at the openly dejected faces of those around him, and
heard the reports that the Russians still stood their

ground, — a terrible feeling, like that experienced in

nightmares, seized him, and all the unfortunate circum-

stances that might ruin him came into his mind.

The Russians might fall on his left wing, might break

through his center, a random projectile might even kill

him! All this was possible. In his previous battles,

he had reckoned only with the chances of success ; now,

an infinite number of possible mischances confronted

him, and he expected them all. Yes, this was just as in

a dream, when a man imagines that a murderer is attack-

ing him, and the man, in his dream, brandishes his arms,

and strikes his assailant with a tremendous force which
he knows must annihilate him, and then feels that his

arm falls weak and limp as a rag, and the horror of inevi-

table destruction, because he is helpless, seizes him.

The report that the Russians were really charging

the left flank of the French army awoke in Napoleon
this horror. He sat in silence at the foot of the mound,
on his camp-chair, with his head bent, and his elbows

on his knees. Berthier came to him, and proposed to

him to ride around the line, so as to assure himself how
affairs really stood.

"What.? What did you say.?" asked Napoleon.

"Yes, have my horse brought."

He mounted, and rode toward Semenovskoye.
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In the slowly dissipating gunpowder smoke that spread

all over this space where Napoleon was riding, in the

pools of blood, lay horses and men, singly and in heaps.

Such a horror, such a collection of slaughtered men,
neither Napoleon nor any of his generals had ever seen

on so small a space. The thunder of the cannon, which
had not ceased rolling for ten hours, and had become a

torment to the ear, gave a peculiar significance to this

spectacle (like music to tableaux-vivajits).

Napoleon rode to the height over Semenovskoye, and
through the smoke he could see ranks of men in uni-

forms the colors of which were unfamiliar to his eyes.

They were the Russians.

The Russians, in dense rows, were posted behind

Semenovskoye and the mound, and their cannon, all

along the line, were incessantly roaring, and filling the

air with smoke. This was not a battle. It was whole-

sale butchery, incapable of bringing any advantage to

either the Russians or the French.

Napoleon reined in his horse, and again fell into that

brown study from which Berthier had aroused him.

He could not put an end to this affair which was going

on in front of him and around him, and which seemed
to have been regulated by him and to have been con-

tingent upon his fiat ; and this affair, in consequence

of this his first failure, for the first time made him
realize all its uselessness and horror.

One of the generals who came galloping up to Napo-
leon permitted himself to propose that the Old Guard
should be sent into the battle. Ney and Berthier, who
were standing near Napoleon, exchanged glances, and
smiled scornfully at this general's senseless proposal.

Napoleon let his head sink on his breast, and was
long silent.

" We are eight hundred leagues from France, and I

will not have my Guard destroyed !
" said he ; and, turn-

ing his horse, he rode back to Shevardino.
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CHAPTER XXXV

KuTUZOF, with his gray head sunk down, and his

heavy body sprawled out on a rug-covered bench, was
sitting in the same place where Pierre had seen him
that morning. He gave no definite orders, but merely
approved or disapproved of what was reported to him.

" Yes, yes, do so," he would answer to the various

suggestions. "Yes, yes, go, my dear, go and see !" he
would say to this one or that of those near him ; or,

" No, it is not necessary, we had better wait," he would
say.

He listened to the reports brought to him, gave his

commands when this was considered necessary by his

subordinates ; but even while he was listening to what
was said to him, he was apparently not interested in

the sense of the words so much as in the expression of

the faces, in the tone of voice, of those who brought the

reports. Long experience in war had taught him, and
his years of discretion had made him realize, that it

is impossible for one man to direct a hundred thousand
men engaged in a death struggle, and he knew that the

issue of a battle is determined, not by the plans of the

commander-in-chief, not by the place where the troops

are stationed, not by the number of the cannon or the

multitude of the slain, but by that imponderable force

called the spirit of the army ; and he made use of this

force, and directed it, as far as it was in his power.

The general expression of Kutuzof's face was one of

calm concentrated attention and energy, scarcely able

to overcome the weariness of his old and feeble frame.

At eleven o'clock in the morning, he was informed
that the fieches captured by the French had been re-

taken, but that Prince Bagration was wounded. Kutuzof
groaned, and shook his head.

" Go to Prince Piotr Ivanovitch, and learn the particu-

lars what and how," said he to one of his aides ; and im-

mediately after he turned to the Prince of Wurtemberg,
who was standing just back of him :

—
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"Would not your highness like to take command of

the first division ?"

Soon after the prince's departure, so soon, in fact,

that he could not have reached Semenovskoye, the
prince's aide came back, and informed his serene high-

ness that the prince wished more troops.

Kutuzof frowned, and sent word to Dokhturof to take
command of the first division, and begged the prince to

return to him, as, so he said, he could not do without
him at this important crisis.

When the report was brought that Murat was taken
prisoner, and the staff hastened to congratulate Kutuzof,
he smiled.

"Wait, gentlemen," said he. "There is nothing ex-

traordinary in the victory being won, and Murat being
a prisoner. But it is best to postpone our elation."

Nevertheless, he sent one of his aides to ride along
the lines, and announce this news to the troops.

When Shcherbinin came spurring up from the left

flank to report that the French had captured the fleches

and Semenovskoye, Kutuzof, judging from the sounds
on the battle-field and by Shcherbinin's face that he
was bringing bad news, got up, as if to stretch his legs,

and, taking Shcherbinin by the arm, he led him to one
side.

"Go, my dear," ^ said he to Yermolof, "go and see if

it is impossible to do anything."

Kutuzof was at Gorki, the center of the position of

the Russian troops. The assaults on our left flank, di-

rected by Napoleon, had been several times repulsed.

At the center the French had not pushed beyond Boro-
dino. On the right Uvarof's cavalry had put the French
to flight.

At three o'clock the French attack began to slacken
in violence. On the faces of all who came from the

battle-field and of all who stood around him, Kutuzof
read an expression of the most intense excitement.

Kutuzof was satisfied with the success of the day,

which surpassed his expectations. But the old man's
^ Galubchik.
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physical strength began to desert him. Several times

his head sank forward, as if out of his control, and he
dozed. They brought him something to eat.

Flugel-adjutant Woltzogen, the one who, as he rode
past Prince Andrei, had declared that the war must
spread into the country,

—

-ini Ranin verlegen, — and
whom Bagration so detested, came riding up while

Kutuzof was eating his dinner. Woltzogen came from
Barclay with a report as to the course of affairs on the

left wing. The prudent Barclay de Tolly, seeing the

throno-s of wounded hastening to the rear, and the ragged
ranks of the army, and taking all circumstances into con-

sideration, decided that the battle was lost, and sent his

favorite with this news to the general-in-chief.

Kutuzof laboriously mumbled a piece of roasted

chicken and gazed at Woltzogen with squinting, jocose

eyes.

Woltzogen, stretching his legs negligently, with a

half-scornful smile on his lips, came to Kutuzof, barely

lifting his hand to his vizor. He behaved to his serene
highness with a certain affectation of indifference, which
was intended to show that he, as a highly cultured mili-

tary man, permitted the Russians to make an idol of this

good-for-nothing old man, but that Jie knew with whom
he was dealing. '' Der alte Herr— the old gentleman,"
as Kutuzof was called by the Germans in his circle

— " macht sick gaits beqiiem— is taking things very
easy," said Woltzogen to himself ; and, casting a stern

glance at the platter placed in front of Kutuzof, he
proceeded to report to the old gentleman the position

of affairs on the left flank, as Barclay had told him to

do, and as he himself had seen and understood them.
"All the points of our position are in the enemy's

hands, and we cannot regain them, because we have no
troops ; they are in full retreat, and there is no possi-

bility of stopping them," was his report.

Kutuzof, ceasing to chew, stared at Woltzogen in

amazement, as if he did not comprehend what was said

to him.

Woltzogen, observing the alter Herr''s excitement, said,
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with a smile, — "I did not feel that it was right to con-

ceal from your serene highness what I have been wit-

nessing. The troops are wholly demoralized."....
" You have seen it .* You have seen it ?

"
.... screamed

Kutuzof, scowling, and leaping to his feet, and swiftly

approaching Woltzogen. " How .... how dare you ?
"

....

and he made a threatening gesture with his palsied

hands, and, choking, he cried :
" How dare you, dear

sir, say this to me ? You know nothing about it. Tell

General Barclay from me that his observations are false,

and that the actual course of the battle is better known
to me, the commander-in-chief, than it is to him !

"

Woltzogen was about to make some remark, but Ku-
tuzof cut him short :

—
" The enemy are beaten on the left and crushed on

the right. If you saw things wrong, my dear sir, still

you should not permit yourself to say what you know
nothing about. Be good enough to go to General Bar-

clay and tell him that it is my absolute intention to

attack the enemy to-morrow," said Kutuzof, sternly.

All was silent, and all that could be heard was the
heavy breathing of the excited old general.

"They are beaten all along the line, thank God and
the gallantry of the Russian army for that ! The enemy
are crushed, and to-morrow we will drive them from the

sacred soil of Russia," said Kutuzof, crossing himself,

and suddenly the tears sprang to his eyes and he

sobbed.

Woltzogen, shrugging his shoulders, and pursing his

lips, silently went to one side, expressing his amazement
at the old gentleman's conceited stubbornness— iibey

diese Eingcnommenlicit des alien Herrn.

"Ah, here comes my hero," exclaimed Kutuzof, to a

stalwart, handsome, dark-haired general, who at this

moment approached the mound.
This was Rayevsky, who had been all that day at the

critical point of the field of Borodino.

Rayevsky reported that the troops were unmoved in

their positions, and that the French did not dare to

attack them any more.
vol . IV — 21
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On hearing this, Kutuzof said in French, — "Then
you do not think, as sojue otJiers do, that we are forced

to withdraw?
"

" On the contrary, your highness, in drawn battles it

is always the stubbornest who can be called victorious,"

replied Rayevsky, — "and my opinion...."
" Kaisarof !

" cried Kutuzof, summoning his adjutant.
" Sit down and write an order for to-morrow. And you,"

he said, addressing another, " hasten down the lines

and have them understand that we attack to-morrow."

While Kutuzof was talking with Rayevsky and dictat-

ing his order of the day, Woltzogen came back from
Barclay and announced that General Barclay de Tolly

would like a written confirmation of the order which the

field-marshal had delivered to him.

Kutuzof, not looking at Woltzogen, commanded his

aides to write out the order, which the former com-
mander-in-chief desired to have in order completely to

relieve him of personal responsibility.

And by that intangible, mysterious connection which
preserves throughout a whole army one and the same
disposition, the so-called esprit du corps, and constitutes

the chief sinew of an army, Kutuzof's words and his order

for renewing the battle on the following day were known
simultaneously from one end of the force to the other.

The exact words or the absolute form of the order

were not indeed carried to the utmost limits of this

organization ; in the stories which were repeated in

the widely separated ends of the lines there was very

likely nothing like what Kutuzof really said ; but the

gist of his words was conveyed everywhere, for the rea-

son that what Kutuzof said sprang not from logical

reasoning, but was the genuine outcome of the senti-

ment that was in the heart of the commander-in-chief,

finding a response in the heart of every Russian.

And when they knew that on the next day they were
going to attack the enemy, and heard from the upper
circles of the army the confirmation of what they wished

to believe, these men, tortured by doubt, were com-

forted and encouraged.
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CHAPTER XXXVI

Prince Andrei's regiment was among the reserves,

which had been stationed until two o'clock behind
Semenovskoye, doing nothing under the severe fire of

the artillery. At two o'clock, the regiment, which had
already lost more than two hundred men, was moved
forward upon the trampled field of oats, on that space

between Semenovskoye and the " Kurgan " battery,

whereon thousands of men were killed that day, and
toward which was now concentrated a tremendous fire,

from several hundreds of the enemy's guns.

Without stirring from that spot, and not themselves
replying with a single shot, the regiment lost here two-

thirds of its effective. In front and especially at the

right-hand side, amid the perpetual smoke, the cannons
were booming,^ and from that mysterious domain of

smoke which shrouded all the space in front constantly

flew the hissing and swiftly screaming projectiles, and
the more deliberately sputtering shells. Sometimes,
as if to give a respite, a quarter-hour would pass during
which all the shot and shells would fly overhead, but
then, again, several men would be struck down in the

course of a moment, and they were constantly engaged
in dragging the dead to one side, and carrying the

wounded to the rear.

With each new casualty the chances of life were
diminished for those who were as yet unscathed. The
regiment was posted in battalion columns at intervals

of three hundred paces, but, nevertheless, all the men
were under the influence of one and the same mood.
All the men of the regiment were without exception
silent and melancholy. Once in a while a few words
were spoken in the ranks, but this conversation was
always abruptly cut short each time when the thud
of the falling missile was heard, and the cry of
" Stretchers !

"

The larger part of the time, the men of the regiment,

^ Bubukhali.
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by their chiefs orders, lay low on the ground. One
man, having taken off his shako, was assiduously un-

tying and again tying up the strings ; another, with

dry clay fashioned into a ball in his palms, was polish-

ing up his bayonet ; another had taken off the strap

and was buckling his bandoleer; still another was care-

fully untwisting his leg-wrappers and tying them on
again, and changing his shoes.

Some dug shelters out of the plowed land, or

plaited wattles out of the stubble straw. All seemed
entirely absorbed in their occupations. When any of

them were killed or wounded, when the litters were
brought into requisition, when our men were forced

back, when great masses of the enemy were seen in

the smoke, no one paid any attention to these cir-

cumstances.
But when the artillery or the cavalry were moved

forward, or our infantry could be seen executing some
manoeuver, approving remarks were heard on all sides.

But the most attention was excited by incidents en-

tirely extraneous, which had absolutely no relation to

the battle. These morally tormented men seemed to

be relieved by having their attention turned to the

ordinary affairs of every-day life.

A battery of artillery passed in front of the regiment.

The off horse attached to one of the caissons got en-

tangled in the traces.

" Hey! look out for your off horse !
"

.... "Take care !

He '11 be down !

"
.... " Ekh ! Have n't they any eyes ?

"

Such were the remarks shouted all along the line.

Another time, general attention was attracted by a

small cinnamon-colored puppy which, with its tail stiffly

erect, came from God knows where, and went flying at

a desperate pace in front of the ranks, and, frightened

by the sudden plunge of a round shot which fell near
it, set up a yelp, and sprang to one side with its tail

between its legs. A roar of laughter and shouts ran
along the line.

But diversions of this sort lasted only for a few min-
utes, while the men had been standing there for more
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than eight hours, without food, and inactive, under that

ceaseless horror of death, and their pallid and anxious
faces grew ever more pallid and more anxious.

Prince Andrei, like all the other men in his regiment
anxious and pallid, paced back and forth along the
meadow, next the oat-field, from one end to the other,

with his arms behind his back, and with bent head.
There was nothing for him to do or to order. Every-
thing went like clockwork. The dead were dragged to

one side, away from the front ; the wounded were car-

ried to the rear ; the ranks were closed up. If the sol-

diers stood aside, they instantly hastened back to their

places again.

At first Prince Andrei, considering it incumbent upon
him to encourage his men and to set them an example
of gallantry, kept walking up and down along the ranks

;

but afterwards he became convinced that they had
nothing to learn from him. With alltheenergy of hissoul,
— and this was true also of every one of the soldiers, —
he unconsciously tried to blind himself to the horrors of

their situation.

He marched along the meadow, dragging his feet,

trampling down the grass and contemplating the dust
that covered his boots ; then again with long strides he
would try to step from ridge to ridge left by the mowers'
scythes along the meadow ; or, counting his steps, he
would calculate how many times he must go from one
boundary to the other in order to make a verst. He
would pluck up the wormwood growing on the edge of

the field, and rub the flowers between his palms, and
sniff the powerful, penetrating bitter of their odor.

Nothing remained of the fabric of thought which he
had so painfully elaborated the evening before. He
thought of nothing at all. He listened with weary ears

to that perpetual repetition of sounds, distinguishing the
whistling of the missiles above the roar of the musketry.
He gazed at the indifferent faces of the men in the first

battalion, and waited.

"Here she comes !.... That s one for us," he would
say to himself as he caught the approaching screech of
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something from that hidden realm of smoke. " One, a

second! There 's another ! It struck !

"

He paused, and looked along the ranks. " No, it

went over. Ah ! but that one struck !

"

And once more he would take up his promenade, try-

ing to measure long steps, so as to reach the boundary
in sixteen strides.

A screech, and a thud ! Within half a dozen steps

from him a projectile flung up the dry soil and buried it-

self. An involuntary chill ran down his back. Once
more he looked along the ranks : evidently many had
been struck down ; a great crowd had come together in

the second battalion.
" Mr. Adjutant," he cried, "tell those men not to

stand so close together."

The aide, having fulfilled the command, returned to

Prince Andrei. From the other side the battalion com-
mander rode up on horseback.

" Look out !
" cried a soldier in a terrified voice ; and,

like a bird whistling in its swift flight and settling earth-

ward, a shell came plunging down, not noisily, within

two paces of Prince Andrei, and near the battalion

commander's horse.

The horse, not pausing to consider whether it were
well or ill to manifest fear, snorted, shied, and, almost

unseating the major, darted off. The horse's panic was
shared by the men.

" Lie down !

" cried the aide, throwing himself on the

ground.

Prince Andrei' stood undecided. The shell, with its

fuse smoking, was spinning like a top between him and
the aide, on the very &^g^ between the plowed land and
the meadow, near the clump of wormwood.

" Can this be death .-*
" wondered Prince Andrei, cast-

ing a fleeting glance full of a newly born envy at the

grass, the wormwood, and the thread of smoke that es-

caped from the whirling black ball. " I cannot, I will

not die ; I love life, I love this grass, the earth, the

air....
"

All this flashed through his mind, and at the same time
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he remembered that they were looking at him. " For
shame, Mr. Officer!" he started to say to the aide.

"Any...."
He did not finish. There came simultaneously a

crash, a whizzing of fragments, as of broken glass, a

powerful odor of gunpowder smoke, and Prince Andrei'

was struck in the side, and, throwing his arms up, he
fell on his face.

Several officers hastened to him. From the right

side of his abdomen a great gush of blood stained the

grass.

The infantry who acted as bearers came up with their

stretchers, and stood behind the officers. Prince Andrei
lay with his face buried in the grass, gasping pain-

fully.

"Now, then, why loiter ? come on !

"

The muzhiks came close and lifted him by the shoul-

ders and legs ; but he groaned piteously, and the men,
exchanging glances, laid him down again.

" Bear a hand there ! Up with him ! it 's all the

same !
" cried some one's voice. Once more they took

him by the shoulders, and laid him on the stretcher.

"Ah ! my God ! my God ! What ? " .... " In the belly ?

That finishes him !
"

.... " Akh ! Bozhe moi !
" exclaimed

various officers.

" Na ! a fragment whizzed past my ear," said the aide.

The muzhiks, lifting the stretcher to their shoulders,

hastily directed their steps along the path that they
had already worn toward the " bandaging-point."

" Fall into step ! .... Oh ! you men !

" cried an officer,

halting the muzhiks, who were walking out of step and
jolting the stretcher. " In step there, can't you,

Khveodor, .... now, then Khveodor !

" exclaimed the

front muzhik.
" Now that 's the way !

" cheerfully replied the rear

one, falling into step.

"Your illustriousness .... prince !
" said Timokhin in

a trembling voice, as he came up and looked at the

stretcher.

Prince Andrei opened his eyes, and looked out from
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the stretcher in which his head was sunken, and when
he saw who spoke, he again shut them.

The mihtiamen carried Prince AndreY to the forest,

where the wagons were sheltered, and where the field

lazaret had been established. This field lazaret, or

bandaging-place, consisted of three tents with upturned
flaps, pitched on the edge of the birch grove. Within
the grove stood the wagons and horses. The horses
were munching oats in haversacks, and the sparrows
were pouncing down and carrying off the scattered

grains ; crows, scenting blood, and impatiently cawing,

were flying about over the tree-tops.

Around the tents, occupying more than five acres ^ of

ground, lay, and sat, and stood blood-stained men in

various attire.

Around the wounded stood a throng of stretcher-

bearers, soldiers, with sad but interested faces, whom
the officers, attempting to carry out orders, found it

impossible to keep away. Not heeding the officers, the

soldiers stood leaning on the stretchers and gazed
steadily, as if trying to grasp the meaning of the terrible

spectacle before their eyes.

From the tents could be heard now loud, fierce sobs,

then pitiful groans. Occasionally, assistants would
come hurrying out after water, and signify the next ones
who should be brought in. The wounded by the tents,

waiting their turn, hoarsely cried, groaned, wept, screamed,
cursed, clamored for vodka. Some were delirious.

Prince Andrei, as regimental commander, was carried

through this throng of unbandaged sufferers, close to

one of the tents, and there his bearers waited for further

orders. He opened his eyes, and it was some time be-

fore he could comprehend what was going on around
him. The meadow, the wormwood, the plowed field,

the black whirling ball, and that passionate throb of love

for life occurred to his recollection.

Two paces from him, talking loudly and attracting

general attention, stood a tall, handsome, black-haired,

^ Two desyatins ; a desyatin is 2.7 acres.
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non-commissioned officer with a bandaged head, and
leaning against a dead tree. He had been wounded in

the head and leg with bullets. Around him, attracted

by his talk, were gathered a throng of wounded and of

stretcher-bearers.
" We gave it to him so hot that they dropped every-

thing ; they even left the king," cried the soldier, snap-
ping his fiery black eyes and glancing around. " If

only the reserves had been sent up just at that time, I

tell you, brother, there would not have been left a show
of him, because I am sure...."

Prince Andrei, like all the circle gathered around the
speaker, gazed at him with gleaming eyes, and felt a
sense of consolation. " But why is it that it is not a
matter of indifference to me now .-* " he asked himself.
" What is going to happen, and what does it mean .''

Why do I have such regret in leaving life ? There was
in this life something which I have not understood, and
which I still fail to understand."

CHAPTER XXXVII

One of the surgeons, with blood-soaked apron, and
with his small hands covered with gore, holding a cigar

between thumb and little finger, so as not to besmear it,

came out of the tent. This doctor lifted his head and
proceeded to look on all sides, but beyond the wounded.
He was evidently anxious to get a little rest. Having
for some time looked toward the right and then toward
the left, he drew a long sigh and dropped his eyes.

" In a moment now," said he, in reply to his feldscher,

who called his attention to Prince Andrei, and he gave
orders for him to be carried into the tent.

The throng of wounded who had been waiting was
disposed to grumble. " In this world it seems only
' gentlemen ' are permitted to live !

" exclaimed one.

Prince Andrei was taken in and deposited on a table

which had only just been vacated. The feldscher was
that instant engaged in rinsing something from it.
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Prince Andrelf could not distinctly make out what there
was in the tent. The pitiful groans on all sides, the
excruciating agony in his ribs, his belly, and his back,
distracted him. All that he saw around him was con-

fused for him, in one general impression of naked, blood-

stained human flesh, filling all the lower part of the
tent, just as several weeks previously, on that hot Au-
gust day, the same flesh had filled the filthy pond along
the Smolensk highway. Yes, this was the same flesh,

the same cannon-meat which even then the sight of, as

if prophetic of what he now experienced, had filled him
with horror.

There were three tables in this tent. Two were
occupied. Prince Andrei was laid on the third. He
was left to himself for some little time, and he could

not help seeing what was doing at the other two tables.

On the one nearest lay a Tatar,— a Cossack to judge
by his uniform, which was thrown down beside him.

Four soldiers held him down. A surgeon in specta-

cles was cutting into his cinnamon-colored, muscular
back.

"Ukh! Ukh! Ukh !

" — the Tatar grunted like a
pig, and, suddenly turning up his swarthy face with its

wide cheek-bones and squat nose, and unsheathing his

white teeth, he began to tug and to struggle, and set

up a long, shrill, penetrating screech.

On the other table, around which were gathered
a number of people, a large, stout man lay on his back,

with his head thrown back. His streaming hair, its

color, and the shape of the head seemed strangely fa-

miliar to Prince Andrei.

Several of the assistants were leaning on this man's
chest, and holding him down. His large,, stout, white
leg was subject to an incessant and rapid trembling, as

if it had the ague. This man was convulsively sobbing
and choking. Two surgeons — one was pale and trem-
bling— were silently doing something to this man's
other handsome leg.

Having finished with the Tatar, over whom they
threw his cloak, the spectacled surgeon, wiping his
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hands, came to Prince Andrei. He looked into Prince
Andrei's face, and hastily turned away.

"Undress him. What are you dawdling for?" he
cried severely to his feldschers.

Prince Andrei's very first and most distant childhood
occurred to him, as the feldscher, with hasty hands,
began to unbutton his clothes and remove them. The
surgeon bent down low over the wound, probed it, and
drew a heavy sigh. Then he made a sign to some one.

The exquisite agony which Prince Andrei felt within

his abdomen caused him to lose consciousness.

When he came to himself, the broken splinters of

ribs were removed, the torn clots of flesh cut away, and
the wound was dressed.

They were dashing water into his face. As soon as

Prince Andrei opened his eyes, the surgeon bent silently

down to him, kissed him in the lips, and hastened away.
After the agony which he had endured, Prince Andrei

was conscious of a well-being such as he had not experi-

enced for a long time.

All the best and happiest moments of his life, espe-

cially his earliest childhood, when they used to undress
him and put him to bed, when his old nurse used to lull

him to sleep with her songs, when, as he buried his head
in the pillows, he had felt himself happy in the mere con-

sciousness of being alive : all recurred to his imagina-

tion, no longer as something long past, but as actuality.

Around that wounded man, whose features seemed
familiar to Prince Andrei', the doctors were still busy,

lifting him and trying to calm him.

"Show it to me Ooooo! O! Ooooo!" he groaned,his

voice broken by frightened sobs, subdued by suffering.

Prince Andrei, hearing these groans, felt like weep-
ing himself : either because he was dying without fame,
or because he regretted being torn from life, or because
of these recollections of a childhood never to return, or

because he sympathized in the sufferings of others, and
this man was groaning so piteously before him ; but,

at any rate, he felt like weeping good, childlike, almost
happy tears.
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The wounded man was shown the amputated leg,

still in its boot, which was full of blood.

'*0! OoQoo
!

" and he sobbed like a woman. The
surgeon, who had been standing in front of the patient,

and prevented his face from being seen, stepped to one
side.

" My God ! what does this mean ? Why is /le here ?
"

Prince Andrei wondered.
In this wretched, sobbing, exhausted man, whose leg

had only just been taken off, he recognized Anatol
Kuragin. They lifted Anatol's head, and gave him
water in a glass ; but his trembling, swollen lips could

not close over the edge of the glass. Anatol was still

sobbing bitterly.

" Yes, it is he ! yes, this man who has been somehow
so closely, so painfully, connected with my life !

" said

Prince Andrei to himself, not as yet realizing clearly all

the circumstances. " What has been the link that con-

nects this man with my childhood, with my life ? " he
asked himself, and could not find the answer to his

question. And suddenly a new and unexpected remem-
brance from that world of the childlike, pure, and lovely

past arose before Prince Andrei. He recalled Natasha
just as he had seen her for the first time at the ball, in

1810, with her slender neck and arms, with her timid,

happy face so easily wakened to enthusiasm, and his

love and tenderness for her arose more keenly and
powerfully in his soul than ever before. He remem-
bered now the bond which existed between him and
this man, who, through the tears that suffused his

swollen eyes, was gazing at him with such an expres-

sion of agony. Prince Andrei remembered everything,

and a solemn pity and love for this man welled up in his

happy heart.

Prince Andrei could no longer restrain himself, and
he wept tears of compassionate love and tenderness over

other men and over himself, over their errors and his

own.
" Sympathy, love for one's brothers, for those who

love us, love for those who hate us, love for our enemies,
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yes, the love which God preached on earth, which the
Princess Mariya taught me, and which I have not under-
stood, — that is what made me feel regret for life ; that

is what would have remained for me if my life had been
spared. But now it is too late. I know it."

CHAPTER XXXVIII

The terrible spectacle of the battle-field, covered with
corpses and wounded men, together with the heaviness
of his head and the news that a score of famous gen-
erals had been killed and wounded, and together with
the consciousness that his formerly powerful hands were
powerless, had produced an unusual impression upon
Napoleon, who, as a general thing, was fond of con-

templating the killed and wounded, this being (as he
thought) a proof of his mental force.

On this day the horrible spectacle of the battle-field

overcame this moral force whereby he had always mani-
fested his worth and greatness. He hastened away
from the battle-field and returned to the hill of Shevar-
dino. Sallow, bloated, apathetic, with bloodshot eyes,

red nose, and hoarse voice, he sat down in his camp-
chair, involuntarily listening to the sounds of the firing

and not raising his eyes.

With sickening distress he awaited the end of this

action, of which he regarded himself the principal par-

ticipant, but which he was powerless to stay. A per-

sonal feeling of humanity for a brief moment became
paramount over that artificial phantom of life which he
had followed so long. He bore the weight of all the
suffering and death which he had witnessed on the
battle-field. The dull feeling in his head and chest

reminded him of the possibility that he also might have
to suffer and to die. At that instant he desired neither

Moscow nor victory nor glory (and yet what glory he
still required !). The one thing that he now desired was
rest, repose, and liberty.



334 WAR AND PEACE

But as soon as he reached the Semenovskoye heights,

an artillery general proposed to him to station a few
batteries there for the sake of increasing the fire on the

Russian troops massing in front of Kniazkovo. Napo-
leon acquiesced, and ordered a report to be made to

him as to the effect produced by these batteries.

An aide-de-camp came to say that, in accordance with

the emperor's orders, two hundred cannon had been
directed against the Russians, but that the Russians
still held their ground.

"Our fire mows them down in rows, but still they

stand," said the aide.

" Us en veiilcnt encore !— They want some more of

the same !
" said Napoleon, in his husky voice.

" Sire } " inquired the aide, not quite understanding
what the emperor said.

" I/s en 'ueulent encore I'' repeated Napoleon, in his

hoarse voice, with a frown. '' Donnez leurs-en— Give it

them."
Even without his orders what he did not wish was

accomplished, and he repeated the form of the injunc-

tion, simply because he imagined that the injunction

was expected of him. And again he returned into that

former artificial world of illusions as to his majesty, and
once more— like a horse which walks on the sliding

plane of the treadmill and all the time imagines that he
is doing something for himself— again he began stub-

bornly to fulfil that cruel, painful, and trying and inhu-

man role which was imposed upon him.

Not on this day and this hour only the intellect and
conscience of this man, on whom weighed more heavily

than on all the other participants of this action the re-

sponsibility for what was taking place, were darkened
;

but never, even to the end of his life, was he able to

realize the goodness, or the beauty, or the truth, or the

real significance of his actions, since they were too much
opposed to goodness and right, too far removed from all

that was human, for him to be able to realize their sig-

nificance. He could not renounce his actions, since

they were approved by half of the world, and conse-
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quently he was compelled to renounce truth and good-
ness and all that was humane.

Not on this day only when, having ridden round the
field of battle strewn with dead and mutilated men,—
through his volition as he fondly supposed,— as he con-

templated these men, he tried to calculate how many
Russians one single Frenchman stood for, and, deceiv-

ing himself, found good reason for rejoicing that one
Frenchman was equal to five Russians ! Not on this

day only he wrote in his letter to Paris that le champ de
bataille a ete snperbe— that the battle-field was mag-
nificent— because there were fifty thousand corpses

on it ; but on the Island of Saint Helena as well, in the

silence of his solitude, where he declared that he was
going to devote his leisure moments to an exposition

of the mighty deeds which he had accomplished, he
wrote :

—
The Russian war should have been the most popular war of

modern times : it was one of sound common sense and genuine

advantage, calculated to bring peace and security to all ; it was
purely pacific and conservative.

Its great purpose was to put an end to contingencies and to

establish security. A new horizon, new labors, would have

opened up and brought well-being and prosperity to all. The
European system was established ; all that was left to do was to

organize it.

Satisfied on these great questions, and at peace with all the

world, I also should have had my Congress and my Holy Al-

liance. Those ideas were stolen from me. In this great coun-

cil of monarchs we should have discussed our interests as in a

family, and ruled the nations with a high sense of our responsi-

bilities.

Thus Europe would soon have become in reahty but a single

people, and every man, wherever he might travel, would always

find himself in the common fatherland. I would have insisted

on all navigable rivers being free to all, on all having equal

rights to all seas, and on all the great standing armies being

henceforth reduced to a guard for the sovereigns.

On my return to France, being established in the heart of a

country rendered great, magnificent, tranquil, glorious, I should

have proclaimed her boundaries unchangeable ; all future war
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purely defensive; all new aggrandizement anti-7iational. I

should have made my son my partner on the throne ; my dic-

tatorship would have ended and his constitutional reign would
have begun—

Paris would have become the capital of the world and the

French the envy of the nations.

Then my leisure and my old days would have been devoted,

during my son's royal apprenticesliip, to making tours in com-
pany with the empress— with our own horses and taking our

time, like a worthy country couple— through all the nooks and
corners of the empire, receiving petitions, redressing wrongs,

establishing wherever we went and everywhere monuments and
benefactions.^

This man, foreordained by Providence to play the pain-

ful, predestined part of executioner of the nations, per-

suaded himself that the end and aim of his actions was
the good of the nations, and that he could have ruled

the destinies of millions, and loaded them with benefits,

if he had been given the power

!

^ La guerre de Russie a dii etre la plus populaire des temps modernes :

c'etait celle du bon sens et des vrais interets, celle du repos et de la securite

de tous ; elle etait purement pacifiqtie et cotiservatrice. C'etait pour la

grande cause, la fin des hasards et le commencement de la securite. Un
nouvel horizon, de nouveaux travaux allaient se derouler, tout plein du
bien-etre et de la prosperite de tous. Le systeme Europeen se trouvaitfonde :

il 71'etait plus question que de Vorganiser. Satisfait stir ces grands points

et tranquille -partout, faurais eu aussi mon congres et ma sainte-alliance.

Ce sont des idees qu^on m'a voices. Dans cette reunion de grands souve-

rains, nous eussions traites de nos interets en farnille et compte de clerc a

maitre avec les peuples. VEurope ti'eut bientbt fail de la sorte vcritable-

ment qti'un meme peuple, et chacun, en voyageant partout, se fut trouve

toujours dans la patrie commune. J'eus defnand'e toutes les rivieres navi-

gables pour tous, la communazite des mers et que les grandes armees pertna-

nentes fussent reduites desormais a la seule garde des sotiverains. De
ri'tour en France au seijt de la patrie, grande, forte, fnagnifique, tran-

quille, glorieuse, feusse proclame ses limites immtcables ; toute guerre

future, puremenl defensive; tout agrandissement nouveaii anti-national.

feusse associe mon fits a Pempire ; ma dictature etttfini, et son regne con-

stitutionnel eut commence. Paris eut etc la capitale du t7tonde, et lesfran-
<;ais Venvie des natio7is. Mes loisirs ensuite et mes vieux jours eussent ete

consacres, en compagnie de Vimp'eratrice et durant Vapprentissage royal de

mon fits, a visiter lentement et en vrai couple campagnard, avec nos propres

ckevaux, tous les recoins de Vempire, recevant les plaintes, redressant les

torts, semant de toutes parts et partout les monuments et les bienfaits, etc.
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He wrote further concerning the Russian war as

follows :
—

Out of the four hundred thousand men who crossed the Vis-

tula, half were Austrians, Prussians, Saxons, Poles, Bavarians,

Wurtembergers, Mecklenbergers, Spaniards, Italians, and Nea-
poHtans. The imperial army, properly speaking, was one-fourth

composed of Dutch and Belgians, the inhabitants of the banks
of the Rhine, Piedmontese, Swiss, Genevese, Tuscans, Romans,
the inhabitants of the thirty-second military district,— Bremen,
Hamburg, etc. ; it counted scarcely one hundred and forty

thousand men who spoke French. The Russian expedition

cost France less than fifty thousand men ; the Russian army,
during the retreat from Vilna to Moscow, in the various battles,

lost four times as many as the French army ; the burning of

Moscow cost the life of one hundred thousand Russians, who
perished of cold and starvation in the forests, and moreover, in

its march from Moscow to the Oder, the Russian army suffered

from the inclemency of the season. On its arrival at Vilna it

counted only fifty thousand men, and at Kalish less than eigh-

teen thousand.

He imagined that the war with Russia came about
by his own will, and the horror of what took place did

not stir his soul within him. He audaciously assumed
the entire responsibility of the event, and his darkened
intellect found justification in the fact that, among the

hundreds of thousands of men destroyed, there were
fewer French than Hessians and Bavarians

!

CHAPTER XXXIX

Several score thousands of men lay dead in various

positions and uniforms on the fields and meadows be-

longing to Mr. Davuidof and certain crown serfs, on
those fields and meadows where for centuries the peas-

ants of Borodino, Gorki, Shevardino, and Semenovskoye
had with one accord harvested their crops and pastured

their cattle.

Around the field lazarets, for several acres, the grass
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and ground were soaked with blood. Throngs of men,
wounded and not wounded, belonging to various com-
mands, from the one side fell back to Mozhaisk, from
the other to Valuyevo. Other throngs, weary and
hungry, led by their chiefs, moved onward to the front.

Still others stood in their places and went on firing.

Over the entire field where, in the morning, the sun
had shone on glittering bayonets and wreaths of smoke,
now lowered a wrack of damp and smoke, and the air

was foul with a strange reek of nitrous fumes and blood.

Clouds had gathered, and the raindrops began to fall

on the dead, on the wounded, on the panic-stricken,

and the weary, and the despairing. It seemed to say

to them :
—

' Enough ! .... enough ! ye men ! Cease ! .... Remember

!

What are ye doing ?
'

The men on either side, utterly weary, without nourish-

ment and without rest, began alike to question whether
it were any advantage for them longer to exterminate
one another, and hesitation could be seen in every face,

and in every mind the question arose :
—

" Why, wherefore are ye killing and being killed ?

Kill whomever ye please, do whatever ye please, but

as for me I will no more of it !

"

This thought, toward late afternoon, burned with
equal force in the heart of each. At any moment all

these men might suddenly manifest their horror at what
they had been doing, give it all up, and fly anywhere it

might happen.

But although, toward the end of the struggle, the men
began to feel all the horror of their actions, although they

would have been glad to cease, some strange, incompre-
hensible, mysterious power still continued to direct them,
and the surviving gunners,— one out of every three,

—

covered with sweat, grimed with powder, and stained

with blood, staggering and panting with weariness, still

lugged the projectiles, charged the guns, sighted them,
applied the slow-matches, and the shot flew just as

swiftly and viciously from the one side and the other,

and crushed human forms, ind still that strange affair
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went on which was accomplished, not by the will of men,
but by the will of Him who rules men and worlds.

Any one who had looked at the vanishing remnants
of the Russian army would have said that all the French
needed to do would be to put forth one small last effort

and the Russian army would vanish ; and any one who
had looked at the remnants of the French would have
said that all that the Russians had to do was to make
one small last effort and the French would be destroyed.

But neither the French nor the Russians put forth this

last effort, and the flame of the conflict slowly flickered

out.

The Russians did not make this effort because they
did not charge the French. At the beginning of the
battle they merely stood on the road to Moscow, disput-

mg it, and in exactly the same way they continued to

stand at the end of the battle as they had stood at the
beginning. But if the aim of the Russians had been
to defeat the French, they could not put forth this last

effort because all the Russian troops had been defeated,

there was not a single division of their army that had
not suffered in the engagement, and, though the Rus-
sians still held their own, they had lost a half of their

troops.

The French, with the recollections of all their fifteen

years of past victories, with their confidence in Napo-
leon's invincibility, with the consciousness that they
had got possession of a portion of the battle-field, that

their loss was only a quarter of their contingent, and
that they had still twenty thousand in reserve, not

counting the Guard, might easily have put forth this

effort. The French, who were attacking the Russian
army, with the intention of defeating it, ought to have
made this effort, because, as long as the Russians dis-

puted the road to Moscow, as they did before the battle

began, the aim of the French was not attained, and all

their efforts and losses were thrown away.

But the French did not put forth this effort.

Certain historians assert that Napoleon had only to

send forward his Old Guard, who were still fresh, and
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the battle would have been won. To say what would
have happened if Napoleon had sent forward the Guard
is just the same as to say what would happen if autumn
turned into spring.

It was an impossibility.

Napoleon did not send forward his Guard, not because

he did not want to do it, but because it was impossible

for him to do it. All the generals, all the officers and
soldiers of the French army knew that it was impossible

to do this, because the dejected spirit of the army would
not allow it.

Napoleon was not the only one to experience that

nightmare feeling that the terrible blow of the arm was
falling in vain, but all his generals, all the soldiers of

the French army who took part or who did not take

part, after all their experiences in former battles, )vhen,

after exerting a tenth as much force as now, the enemy
would be vanquished, now experienced alike a feeling of

awe at that enemy which, having lost a half of its troops,

still stood just as threateningly at the end as it had stood

at the beginning of the engagement.
The moral force of the French attacking army was

exhausted.

Victory is not that which is signalized by the fasten-

ing of certain strips of cloth called flags to poles, nor by
the space on which troops have stood or are standing

;

but victory is moral, when the one side has been per-

suaded as to the moral superiority of the other and of

its own weakness ; and such a victory was won by the

Russians over the French at Borodino.

The invading army, like an exasperated beast of prey,

having received, as it ran, a mortal wound, became con-

scious that it was doomed ; but it could not halt any
more than tha Russian army, which was not half so

strong, could help giving way. After the shock which
had been given, the French army was still able to crawl

to Moscow ; but there, without any new efforts on the

part of the Russian troops, it was doomed to perish,

bleeding to death from the mortal wound received at

Borodino.
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The direct consequence of the battle of Borodino was
Napoleon's causeless flight from Moscow, the return
along the old Smolensk highway, the ruin of the five

hundred thousand men of the invading army, and the
destruction of Napoleonic France, on which at Boro-
dino was for the first time laid the hand of an oppo-
nent stronger by force of spirit

!

END OF VOL. IV.
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